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■bop  Beber,  of  Ckkutu,  itaenem  a 
u  B  maal  teeoatjiiMhiBi  port,  w  an 
imiiutiiig,  piou*,  uid  leuned  diTiiw; 
'  ig  the  talent  of  ucunte  ob- 
Teiy  high  degree ; 
id  md  deroted 
Utop  ud  iiuHDnvy,  be  hu  left  behind 

,D  Mebek  wu  the  Momd  ion  of  the 
wU  HebcT,  uid  WW  bom  on  the  31it 
TS3,  a  MslpM,  in  Chnhin,  Englwicl, 
Iktha  then  held  a  paitond  chaige.  Hii 
I  MaiT  Allamon,  danghtei  of  the  Rct. 
on,  of  the  nme  oranl;.  So  that  be 
il  to  ban  l>eeD  of  Letilical  deecent :  a 
Ee  which,  probably,  wai  not  without 
pan  hia  mind  from  a  tery  early  period. 
t  dawning*  of  h»  mind  are  uid  to  haie 
Ik  of  than  chriatiui  grace*,  wilh  whicb 
TWgh  all  the  itagn  of  hij  illuitrious  life, 
rtdowed ;  and  o(  those  talent*,  which 
gaie  him  an  eminent  rank  among  the 
incten  of  Ihe  age.  In  hia  childhood, 
at  with  which  be  read  the  Bible,  and 
Ej  with  which  he  tmiured  np  large 
it  in  hia  memory,  were  euch  la  to  ex- 
ilian ;  and  (hia  Gnt  application  of  bii 
Honbledlj  laid  the  foniMlatian  of  that 
nowledge  of  the  Scnptnree,  which  he 
\j  attained;  and  to  the  perfeettng  oF 
oat  all  hia  reaJlflfr  wai  made,  directly 
r,  to  contribnte.  Hi*  htcrary  education 
■need  at  the  grannuar  tehool  of  Wlij)- 
mned  under  Dr.  Briitowe,  a  teacher  I 
cwi,  and  wt*  completed  al  Braien-no*e 


at  the  uniTernly,  b;  bii  Latin  veru, "  Calmen 
Seenlare."  In  M03,  when  bat  little  more  than 
nineteen  yean  of  age,  occuned  one  of  thoae  happy 
coincideDcea  which  occaaionally  nuke  the  patha  of 
duty  and  of  pteaiure  the  way  to  enduring  fanw ; 

prize  BOlject,  (or  Englieh  verae,  wai  that  yon 
aiaigned,  which  awaked  "  alt  that  waa  within 
him,'' — Ptdeitine,  Upon  thii  theme  he  wrote, 
and  with  ognal  nicceaa.  It  was  recited,  aa  uiual, 
in  the  theatre,  with  much  difii  Jence  on  the  part  of 
tbe  author,  to  a  greatly  admiiing  audience,  among 
whom  waa  hi*  aged  father,  whoae  feelinga  ware  n 
overcome  by  Ihe  applauw  beitowed  upon  hia  aoa, 
that,  immedialely  after  the  recita^n,  he  monntcd 
hia  horae,  and  relumed  lo  hi«  home.  Tbe  poem 
produced  a  great  lenaalian.  It  procured  the  prize, 
waa  act  lo  munc,  and  brought  to  it*  author  public 
and  nnivenal  praiae.  The  knowledge  it  diiplayi 
of  Scripture  and  of  the  Holy  Land,  ila  eopioui 
and  flowing  language,  it*  beautifully  divetaified 
figure*,  and  Ihe  exact  discrimination,  accurate  con- 
ception, and  pure  taito  which  it  dieplaya  through- 
out, have  ^ven  it  ■  ^caervedly  high  rank  among 
the  lileraturc  of  the  age.  fl  haa  been  aaid  by  an 
Engliih  critic,  that  thii  ia  almcat  the  only  univor- 
utj  poem  that  haa  maifltainrd  it*  honour*  unim- 
paired, and  entitled  itaelf,  after  the  lapse  of  jsan, 
b)  be  conaidered  tbe  property  of  tbe  nation.  In 
ISOS,  Mr,  Heber  obtained  a  third  prize  for  an 
Engiiah  eaiay.  On  the  Seme  of  Honaw. 

Shortly  after  thta,  he  left  ^land  in  company 
with  Mr.  John  Thom^n,  to  make  the  lour  of  the 
eaitcm  part*  of  Europe,  The  war,  al  that  time 
{prevailing  between  England  and  Prance,  excluded 
I  English  travellers  from  a  large  portion  of  die  con- 
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Dr.  Ciarke,  in  his  piefiu»,  and  in  ▼ariom  parts  of  he  added  another  poem  of  a  few  lines,  on  the  pa«- 
his  volume,  pays  a  we|l  merited  tribute  to  "  the  sage  of  the  Israelites  through  the  Red  Sea. 
zealous  attention  to  accuracy  which  appears  in  I  He  returned  from  the  continent  in  1807,  and 
every  statement"  of  Mr.  Heber.  Of  the  closeness  soon  afterwards  was  admitted  to  holy  orders,  and 
and  discrimination  of  his  observations,  the  vivid :  inducted  into  his  patrimomal  preferment  of  Hod- 
recollection  of  Russian  buildings,  language,  and  net  in  Shropshire,  estimated  at  3000/.  per  annum, 
incidents,  which  appear  in  his  Indian  journals,  comprising  the  estsle  of  his  ancestors,  which  had 
written  neariy  twenty  years  later,  affdtd  very  strik-  been  held  by  his  father  during  the  last  years  of  his 
ing  proofs.  What  he  saw  in  Hindoostan  is  repeat-  life.    The  patronage  of  this  living  had  become 


ed^  compared  with  what  he  recollected  to  have 
seen  in  Russia.  He  seems,  at  times,  almost  con- 
vinced that  several  Indian  practices  must  have  had 
a  Russian  origin,  and  he  frequently  detected  him- 
self in  mingling  Russian  words  with  Hindoostanee 
when  addressing  the  natives  of  India.^  It  was 
during  this  journey,  and  while  in  the  city  of  Dres- 
den, that  he  began  a  poem  on  Europe^  which, 
however,  he  did  not  complete  till  after  his  return, 
and  which  he  published  in  1809.  In  the  same 
year  he  published  his  poem  oi  Palesiine^  to  which 

*  We  may  introduce  ben  Mr.  Heber^  account  of  a  vMt 
which  Mr.  ThonuoD  and  himself  paid  to  the  celebnKed  Plato, 
arehUAop  of  Moscow,  taken  tnm  Dr.  Clarke's  trevelfl^  to 
which  it  b  annexed  a>  a  note. 

"There  is  a  passage  in  Btr.  Heber'a  journal  very  character- 
iitic  of  thia  extraordinary  maa    Mr.  Heber,  with  his  friend 
Mr.  Thornton,  paid  him  a  visit  in  the  convent  of  Defania ; 
and,  in  his  description  of  the  monastery,  I  find  the  Iblkmii^ 
soooont  of  the  archbiriiopk    'The  apace  beneath  the  rocka  is 
occupied  by  a  email  chapel,  furnished  with  a  aiore,  for  winter 
devotion;  and  on  the  right  hand  is  a  little,  narrow  cell,  con- 
taining two  coffins,  one  of  which  is  empty,  and  destined  for 
the  present  archbistiop ;  the  other  oontains  the  bones  of  the 
founder  of  the  monastery,  who  is  regarded  as  a  sainL    Tlie 
<Md[  coffin  was  almost  bit  to  pieces  by  difl^rent  pemna  afflicted 
with  the  tooch-ach,  for  which  a  rulMMi  this  board  is  a  specific. 
Plato  laughed  as  he  told  us  this ;  but  said, '  As  they  do  it  de 
bon  eaur,  }  would  not  undecehw  thenL'    Thia  prelate  has 
been  long  very  famous  in  Russia,  as  a  man  of  ability.    Hia 
piety  haa  been  questioned ;  but  fk>m  hb  conversation  we  drew 
a  very  favourable  idea  of  him.     Some  of  his  expresriona 
would  rather  have  singed  the  whiskera  of  a  very  orthodox 
man ;  but  the  frankness  and  openness  of  his  manners,  and  the 
liberality  of  his  seniimenta,  pleased  us  highly.   His  frankness 
(m  the  subjects  of  politica  pleased  us  highly.    The  clergy 
throughout  Russia  are,  I  believ^  inimical  to  their  govern- 
ment ;  they  are  more  connecte<Vwiih  the  peasants  than  most 
other  claans  of  men,  and  are  strongly  interested  in  their  suf- 
feringa  and  oppSjasions ;  to  many  of  which  they  themselves 
are  likeiriae  exposed.    They  marry  very  much  among  the 
daughters  and  sisten  of  their  own  order,  and  fcntn  almost  a 
caate.   I  think  Buonaparte  rather  popular  among  them    Pla- 
to asenoed  to  couemplate  hia  success  as  an  inevitable  and  not 
vary  alarming  prospecL    He  refused  to  draw  up  a  form  of 
payw  for  the  auooess  of  the  Russtan  arms.    *!£,*  said  he, 
'  they  are  really  penitent  and  contrite,  let  them  shut  up  their 
plaoes  of  public  amusemem  for  a  month,  and  I  wiH  then  cete- 
braie  public  fniyers.'   His  expressions  ofdtsliks  to  the  nobles 
and  wealthy  classes  were  strong  and  singular;  as  also  the 
manner  in  which  he  described  the  power  of  an  emperor  of 
Russia,  the  dangen  which  aurround  him,  and  the  improba* 
bility  of  any  rapid  improvement.    '  It  would  be  much  better,' 
-•4  he,  'had  we  a  cooatitution  like  that  of  England.'    Yet  I 

""ict  ha  does  not  wish  particularly  well  to  us  In  our  war 
'VX»."~-H0ber*9  MS.  Journal. 


vested  in  his  fiunily  by  a  marriage  with  an  heiress 
of  the  Vernon  fiunily.    He  now  married  Amelia, 
the  daughter  of  Dr.  Shipley,  Dean  of  St.  Asaph, 
and  thenceforward  willingly  devoted  himself  to  the 
enjoyment  of  the  domestic  charities,  and  to  the 
discharge  of  those  unobtrusive  duties  which  fill  up 
the  life  of  a  country  clergyman.  He  was  here  sur- 
rounded by  his  relatives,  and  an  intelligent  and 
agreeable  society.    He  possessed  as  many  of  the 
ingredients  which  make  up  the  sum  of  himian 
happiness  as  he  could  desire.    The  love  of  fame, 
however  valuable  in  the  eyes  of  most  men,  appears 
never  to  have  had  any  strong  hold  upon  his  feel- 
ings, and,  at  this  period,  probably  had  none  what- 
ever. His  society  was  indeed  courted  by  the  world 
which  he  was  so  well  qualified  to  attract  and  gra- 
tify; but  he  had  set  before  himself,  in  the  spirit 
of  the  truest  and  noblest  ambition,  a  course  of  se- 
cret virtue  and  self-denying  diligence,  in  pursuing 
which,  be  rightly  estimated,  that  it  was  the  way 
to  the  purest  earthly  happiness,  and  that  its  )>ril- 
liant  termination  would  be  richly  worth  every  sa- 
crifice, should  he  be  called  to  any,  which  he  could 
make  for  it.    Devoted  to  his  profession,  he  consi- 
dered it  his  most  honourable  distinction  to  become 
the  friend,  the  pastor,  the  spiritual  gtiide  of  those 
whose  spiritual  interests  had  been  committed  to 
his  charge.    "He  laboured  to  accomnuxlate  his 
instructions,"  says  one  of  his  friends,  "to  the  com- 
prehension of  all;  a  labour  by  no  means  easy  to  a 
mind  stored  with  classic  elegance,  and  an  imagi- 
nation glowing  with  a  thousand  images  of  subli- 
mity and  beauty.     He  rejoiced  to  forin  his  man- 
ners, his  habits,  and  his  conversation,  to  those  who 
were  entrusted  to  his  care,  that  he  might  gain  the 
confidence  and  affection  of  even  the  poorest  among 
his  flock;  so  that  he  might  more  surely  win  their 
souls  to  God,  and  finally,  in  the  day  of  the  last 
account,  present  every  man  faultless  before  his 
presence  with  exceeding  joy.     He  was,  above  all, 
singularly  happy  in  his  visitation  of  the  sick,  and 
in  administering  consolation  to  those  that  mourned; 
and  his  name  will  long  be  dear,  and  his  memory 
most  precious,  in  the  cottages  of  the  poor,  by 
whose  sick  beds  he  has  often  stood  as  a  minister- 
ing angel."    "  His  sermons,"  says  another  of  his 
friends,  "  were  very  original — sometimes  expand- 
ing into  general  views  of  the  scheine  and  doo^rioes 
of  revelation,  collected  from  an  intimate  acquainl- 
anoe,  not  with  commentators,  but  with  theiletaiJs 
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4  holy  writ  itaetf,  fireqnendy  drawing  ingenious 
Ibmodi  iot  chriitian  eonduct,  from  the  sulxndinate 
put!  of  a  parable,  a  miracle,  or  a  history,  which  a 
leH  imagiBatrre  mind  woQld  have  overlooked — 
cAcn  cnliTened  by  moral  stories,  With  which  his 
Bokifanous  reading  supplied  him;  and  oocasbn- 
illy  by  fibcts  which  had  come,  perhaps,  under  his 
own  observation,  and  which  he  thought  calculated 
to  give  spirit  or  perspicuity  to  the  truths  he  was 
impaiting:  a  practice  which,  when  judiciously  re- 
itreined,  is  well  adapted  to  secure  the  rustic  hearer 
from  the  fiue  of  Eutychus,  without  giving  offence 
even  to  nicer  brethren:  of  which  the  powerful  ef- 
fBct  is  discoverable  (though  the  figures  may  be 
poMer  than  the  times  would  now  admit)  in  the 
mnoDs  of  Latimer  and  the  Reformers;  subse- 
^oently,  in  those  of  Taylor  and  South;  and  still 
um  recently  in  the  popular  harangues  of  Whit- 
icU  and  Wesley;  and  a  practice  we  will  add, 
which  derives  countenance  and  authority  from  the 
OK  of  parables  in  the  preaching  of  our  Lord." 
Both  in  the  pulpit  and  in  his  ordinary  conversa- 
tioQ,  his  language  was  polished,  yet  seldom  above 
the  reach  of  a  country  congregation;  and  when 
•eeuion  required,  was  dealt  out  to  them  in  a  way 
kwai  impossible  to  misunderstand.  Frequently  he 
indulged  in  bold  and  striking  metaphors,  and  he 
«ii  always  attractive  in  the  happy  adoption  of  ex- 
jrraaioni  from  the  pure  and  undefiled  English  of 
the  Bible,  with  which  his  mind  was  thoroughly 
inbiied,  and  which  he  could  call  up  at  will. 

It  was  while  engaged  in  this  way,  that  he  found 
Ime  figr  the  occasional  composition  of  some  hymns, 
rf  which  be  originally  intended  to  prepare  a  se- 
Ofli,  adapted  to  the  English  Church  service 
Uooughoot  the  year,  for  the  use  of  his  own  parish. 
A  few  of  them  were  first  published  in  the  Chris- 
tisB  Observer  lor  1811  and  1812,  introduced  by  a 
kief  statement  of  the  motives  which  led  to  their 
eoiiBposition,  which  were  correct  in  themselves, 
and  highly  creditable  to  the  author.*  From  some 
caBBS  be  never  completed  the  task  which  he  had 
Mt  fer  himself;  but  among  those  which  he  did 
prepare,  there  are  some  very  beautiful  specimens 
of  devotional  poetry,  which  would  alone  be  suffi- 
cint  to  preserve  his  memory  from  decay.  Some 
of  them,  as  liis  nuaaionary  hymn,  have  obtained  a 
«ery  just  celebrity ;  and  there  are  few  readers  of 
poetry  who  are  not  familiar  with  that  beautiful 
piBoe,  beginning  BrigfUest  and  best  of  the  aoru  qf 
Mi  morning. i 

"Hito  wattwr"*  may  be  found  preceding  the  Uymna  In 


tWhUeoo  kli  prtmaiy  vWtacion,  at  Meocut,  in  the  heart 
tf  UK  he  waa  dallghifuny  aurpriasa  at  heering  aome  of 
tee  hymns  sai^  in  tlie  cUuxth  where  he  was  preaching. 
"1  hirt  the  gFatifleaiioQ«"  he  mya  in  hb  journal, '*  of  hoerii« 
aiyairahyinna^  *  Brtgldeat  and  beat  of  the  eooa  of  the  morn* 
\i,'  aad  that  tat  9l  ftephen^day,  aung  better  than  I  ever 
lia^oichbeibre.'* 


In  1613  he  published  a  small  volume  of  poems, 
including,  besid^  those  ^  have  already  alluded 
to,  with  the  exception  of  the  hymns,  some  transla- 
tions of  Pindar,  and  one  or  two  smaller  pieces. 

In  1815,  he  was  chosen,  though  still  young,  and 
only  in  the  first  eligible  degree,  to  deliver  the 
Bampton  Lectures  before  the  university  of  Oxford. 
The  lectum,  conformably  to  th^  directbns  of  the 
founder,  wete  published  the  ensuing  year,  under 
the  title  of  "  The  Personality  and  Office  of  the 
Christian  Comforter  asserted  and  explained  in  a 
course  of  Sermons  on  John  xvi.  7."  Of  these 
lectures  it  has  been  said  by  a  judicious  and  able 
critic,  that  the  author  "  has  displayed  much  depth 
and  accuracy  of  investigation ;  an  extensive  ac- 
quaintance with  the  hidden  stores  of  learning, 
whether  laid  up  in  the  writings  of  the  ancient  phi- 
losophers and  poets,  the  Christian  fiithers  of  the 
Greek  and  Latih  churches,  or  the  still  more  re- 
condite Rabbinical  compilers ;  and  a  richness  and 
grandiloquiim  of  expression,  which,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  is  fully  as  appfi^iriate  to  the  poet  of 
Palestine  as  to  the  Bampten  lecturer.  The  im- 
mense mass  of  learning  introduced  into  tlus  vo- 
lume is  doubtless  very  creditable  to  the  powers 
and  industry  of  Mr.  Heber." 

A  few  critical  essays,  both  theological  and  lite- 
rary, which  appeared  in  the  periodical  pubUcations 
of  the  day,  without  his  name,  and  an  ordination 
sermon,  printed  at  the  request  of  the  Bishop  of 
Chester,  before  whom  it  was  delivered,  comprise 
all  his  literary  labours  from  the  date  last  named, 
till  1822,  when  he  again  appeared  before  the  pub- 
lic, as  the  editor  of  an  edition  of  the  works  of  Je- 
remy Taylor,  to  which  he  annexed  an  account  of 
the  life  of  Bishop  Taylor,  and  a  review  of  his 
writings  from  his  own  eloquent  pen.  While  this 
work  exhibits  advanoement  to  a  more  ripened 
knowledge,  and  improvement  in  taste  and  style, 
it  derives  a  great  interest,  from  the  evident  sym- 
pathy with  which  Mr.  Heber  regards  the  life  and 
writings  of  that  heavenly-minded  man.  Taylor 
and  Heber  have,  indeed,  been  thought  to  possess 
much  in  common,  a  poetical  habit  of  mind,  disgust 
at  intolerance,  great  simplicity  of  character  and 
feeUng,  a  hatred  of  every  thing  sordid  and  con- 
tracted, a  love  for  practical  rather  than  specula- 
tive religion,  and  a  degree  of  faith,  not  the  less 
bright  and  towering,  because  connected  with  a 
lofty  imagination. 

It  was  about  the  same  time,  that  he  was  elected 
preacher  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  which,  requiring  hie 
residence  for  a  short  period  of  each  year  in  Lon- 
don, brought  him  occasionally  into  more  conspicu- 
ous socie^,  and  withdrew  him,  in  a  measure,  from 
that  retirement,  and  even  obscurity,  which  he  had 
appeared  to  court,  and  brought  out  his  many  vir- 
tues in  a  light  mora  fitted  to  shew  forth  their  va- 
lue, and  to  give  them  the  influence  they  might 
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nannibl;  ohtUei^.  The  gmlMr  put  of  the 
jet  WW,  however,  atiU  (pent  by  him  U  Hoiliiet, 
irbete  he  had  now  erected  &  dwelling  for  tu<  per- 
manent raddence. 

In  thia  manner  apwanla  of  fifteen  yean  had 
paaaei]  awiij  rince  he  had  apUled  at  Hodnet,  dur- 
ing nhtch  he  was  in  the  enjoyment  of  alt  the  be- 
nefita  of  refined  aocietT,  and  all  the  bleaaingi  of 
domntic  tile,  which  do  one  could  more  highly 
appredale.  Hia  income  wu  much  more  than 
competent  to  all  hia  wanti,  and  hia  pure  and  well 
balanced  mind  waa  aatiaGed  with  hie  enjojmenta. 
He  aought  not  diMinction,  but  gifted  u  he  waa 
with  the  meananf  being  useful  to  toankind,  it  waa 
bejond  hia  power  to  avoid  it.  If  he  had  deaited 
eminence,  the  waj  waa  plainly  open  before  him, 
and  he  had  only  to  put  forth  thoae  powers  with 
which  he  waa  ao  liberally  rndoweil,  to  reach  it. 
If  unbitian  had  been  hia  object,  he  would  have 
been  fully  jnatiGed  in  indulging  aangnine  h( 
of  advancement  in  England.  Among  the  wl 
bench  of  Engliah  prelaiei,  if  talenla  and  virl 
constitnle  a  daim,  there  waa  none  belter  entitled 
to  hii  Kal,  or  more  capable  of  adorning  it,  than 
Ri^nald  Heber  woolJ  have  been. 

On  the  death  (tf  Di  Middleton,  the  firat 
gliih  Biahop  of  Calcutta,  the  diocesan  charge  of 
the  Engliah  Churchea  in  [nilta  was  ofli'mt  lo 
Reluctance  to  leave  hia  aged  mother,  and  his  c 
try,  made  him  at  once  decline  the  offer.     Bi 
acceptance    waa  preeied  upon   him    by   fHi 
whoae  opiniona  he  highly  eatimaled ;  and  aft«rthe 
lapac  of  a  week,  apent  in  devout  meditation  and 
prayer  to  Him  who  hdda  the  deellniea  of  man, 
deairedthat  thia  atation,  of  which  IhihoTumrm 
tertainly,  lo  uae  the  language  of  Jeremy  Tajk 
jgould  nsf  pay  the  burthen,  if  not  already  diapoaed 
of,  might  be  entruatcd  lo  him.    He  bent  binfecir 
hoBly  to  that  overruling  Providence,  which,  in  all 
the  inddenta  of  hia  life,  ho  never  ceoaed  to  regard 
■i  working  all  thinga  for  good.    And  when  the 
appointment  was,  at  length,  given  him,  a  diatruM- 
ful  and  uneaay  aenantion,  nliicli  had  dialreased  fail 
mind  at  the   apprehcnaion  that  he  might   havi 
(hrunk,  in  too  cowardly  a  apiiit,  from  the  olivioui 
dictalea  of  duty,  paased  away,  and  he  acquired 
Dew  confidence  in  himaelf  from  the  conviclio 
be  had  acted  rightly,     "  I  can  aay  with 
dence,"  he  wrote  to  a  friend  at  thia  time,  " 
have  acted  for  the  be$t ;  and  even  now,  that  the 
fie  ia  caat,  I  (eel  no  regret  at  the  reaolution  I  have 
taken,  nor  any  dielrusl  of  (he  mercica  and  gond- 
ncn  of  Providence,  who  may  protect  both  me  and 
mine,  and,  if  he  aees  best  for  us,  bring  us  back 
again,  and  preserve  our  excellent  friends  to  wel- 


When  Mr.  Heber'a  aeceptaoea  of  tbe  biab^o 
'I  Calcolta  waa  annoonced  to  his  friertdi^  the  io- 
telligence  waa  received  with  lurpiin  by  aonw,  and 
with  deep  regret  by  many,  whoae  peraonal  GMlingi 
powerful  to  be  altogether  excluded  from 
the  question,  Satiafied,  as  they  were,  that  ■ 
bright  caivcr  was  open  for  him  at  home,  and  not 
taking  the  enlarged  view  of  human  dnty  which 
waa  familiar  le  him,  they  raftered  their  own  selfish 
delight  in  his  society  and  honours  to  interfere  with 
his  anknl  deeini  to  do  good  to  aii  men.  Bialup 
Middlelon,  too,  it  waa  well  known,  had  rank  nn- 
dei  the  heavy  dutiM  of  the  atation,  joined  lo  the 
effecta  of  a  tlo[rical  clime ;  and  to  many 
ofMr.  Hebei'i  frienda,  i(  seemed  that  be  was  too 
ready  lo  go,  crowned  indeed  with  flowers,  like  • 
victim  lo  the  sacriliu.  It  was,  moreover,  belis*- 
«l,  by  some  of  those  who  would  have 
him  from  the  duty,  that  bis  character 
some  points,  which,  however  amiable  inthemselvo, 
were  calculated  lo  prevent  that  eminent  degree  at 
auccesa,  which  could  alone  for  the  sacrifice  he  was 
lo  make,  and  the  hazard  be  was  certainly  to  en- 
counter. It  was  thought,  loo,  that  the  striking 
simplicity  of  his  taste  and  manners  would  be  little 
suited  to  a  country  where  (he  object  chiefly  aought 
was  wealth,  and  where  pomp  and  show  were  uni- 
versal idols.  TherewBs,too,  about  him,  notwith- 
eUnJing  all  he  had  seen  and  read  of  human  life 
and  human  character,  a  prodigality  of  kindoeet 
and  confidence  in  his  nature,  which  would  render 
It  very  diflicull  for  him,  i[  was  supposed,  to  oppose 
himself  with  sufficient  decision  to  the  many  ob- 
stacle* which  he  might  meet  wilb.  In  «  CoOlae  trf 
government,  yet  barely  tried  upon  Uioeo  who  were 
to  be  Ihe  subjecln  of  it,  and  among  whom  many 
confiiciing  in(onsts  were  likely  to  appear.  No 
misgivings,  however,  of  (his  kind,  ever  occurred  (o 
hie  own  mind.  He  knew,  and  had  weighed  wdt 
(he  various  difficulties  with  wbicb  Christianity 
hod  to  contend  in  India,  and,  modest  and  hmnble 
as  he  was,  he  hod  aniionsly  studied  the  quality 
and  bent  of  his  own  reaources  in  regard  to  Ihem, 
The  more  he  thought  of  the  mailer  in  Ihia  light, 
the  more  strongly  was  he  convinced  that  India 
was  the  proper  firld  for  his  Chrislian  taboura,  and 
having  brought  his  ti^nd  to  this  result,  he  dete^ 
mined  Ibat  no  wnse  of  personal  gralificalion  or 
eomlbrt,  nor  any  hope  of  future  dignily,  shouU 
interfere  wilb  a  conviction,  which  be  deliberately 
regarded  aaA  voice  from  heaven,  speaking  to  his 


On  Sunday,  lh»  twentieth  of  April,  be  toek 
leave  of  his  cnngr^ation,  in  a  disconirc  which  has 
been  repeatedly  published,  in  (he  close  of  wliich 
he  bade  Uuw  I^nelt,  in  the  following  pious, 


aid  chapUln  of  lbs  Anglv-InllaD  Chen 
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Hotiftd,  and  even  elaqumt  expmrions,  the  nni> 
itsal  admtnitioii  of  which  has  heen  amply  proved 
bf  the  fiequenej  with  which  they  have  appeared 
inprint: 

*My  minutena]  laboare  a!hiong  yoa  must  have 
n  cod ;  I  mmt  give  over  into  other  hands,  the 
iHk  of  watching  over  your  spiritual  wel&re ;  and 
MBv,  very  many,  of  thoee  with  whom  I  have 
gnwB  up  from  childhood,  in  whose  aociety  I  have 
pacd  my  happiest  days,  and  to  whom  it  hasbeen^ 
doing  more  than  fifteen  yean,  my  duty  and  my 
tiig^  (with  such  ability  a»Grod  has  given  me)  to 
prnchthe  gospel  of  Christ,  must,  in  all  probabi- 
itf,aBs  my  &oe  in  the  flesh  no  more.  Under  such 
limiiiMliiinB,  and  connected  with  many  who  now 
knr  BOB  by  the  dearest  ties  of  blood,  of  friendship, 
lad  of  gratitDde,  some  mixture  of  regret  is  excos- 
iMe,  sose  degree  of  sorrow  is  holy.  I  can  not, 
vjiboat  some  anxiety  for  the  future,  forsake,  fi>r 
a  mtrisd  and  arduous  field  of  duty,  the  quiet 
nses,  where,  during  so  much  of  my  past  last  life, 
I  krre  ciqoyed  a  more  than  usual  share  of  earthly 
ttmiati  and  prosperity;  I  can  not  bid  adieu  to 
tfaoM  with  whose  idea  almost  every  recollection  of 
pit  happiness  is  connected,  without  many  earnest 
for  their  welfare,  and  (I  will  confess  it) 
lome  severe  self-reproach,  that,  while  it 
m  ny  power,  1  have  done  so  much  less  than  I 
Mgfat  to  have  done,  to  render  that  welfare  eternal. 
Thne  are,  indeed,  Uinse  here  who  know,  and 
then  is  One,  above  all,  who  knows  better  than 
uiy<if  yoiL,  how  earnestly  I  have  desired  the  peace 
•ad  the  holiness  of  his  church;  how  truly  I  have 
b«sd  the  people  of  this  place ;  and  how  warmly 
I  have  hoped  to  be  the  means,  in  his  hand,  of 
bnaging  many  among  you  to  glory.  But  I  am  at 
moment  but  too  painfully  senoible,  that  in 
ly  things,  yea  in  all,  my  performance  has  fallep 
ikort  of  my  principles;  that  neither  privately  nor 
pnfaficJy  have  I  taught  you  with  so  much  diligence 
M  BOW  seems  necessary  in  my  eyes :  nor  has  my 
eximpie  set  fortli  the  doctrines  in  which  I  have, 
Itowever  inperft>ct1y,  instructed  you ;  yet,  if  my 
sal  has  foiled  in  steadiness,  it  never  has' been 
Hinting  in  sincerity.  I  have  expressed  no  con- 
viotiao  which  I  have  not  deeply  felt;  have  preach- 
ed DO  doctrine  which  I  have  not  steadfastly  be- 
feved:  however  inconsistrnt  my  life,  its  leading 
abject  has  been  your  welfare— and  I  have  hoped, 
sad  sorrowed,  and  studied,  and  prayed  for  your 
ntrsction,  and  that  you  might  lie  saved.  For  my 
liboars,  such  as  they  were,  I  have  been  indeed 
ricUy  rewanled,  in  the  uniform  affection  ahd 
which  I  have  received  from  my  parishion- 
ers; in  their  regular  and  incr^asiJig  attendance  in 
thii  holy  place,  and  at  the  table  of  the  Lord ;  in 
the  weloome  which  I  have  never  foiled  to  meet  in 
the  houses  both  of  rich  and  poor ;  in  the  regret 
(bcjond  my  deserts,  and  beyond  my  fullest  ex* 


pectations)  with  which  my  announced  departtue 
has  been  received  by  you ;  in  your  expressed  and 
repeated  wishes  for  my  welfare  and  my  return;  in 
the  munificent  token  of  your  regard,  with  which  I 
have  been  this  morning  honoured;*  in  your  nu- 
merous attendance  on  the  present  occasion,  and 
in  those  marks  of  enK)tion  which  I  witness  around 
me,  and  in  which  I  am  myself  well  nigh  con- 
strained to  joiA.  For  all  these  accept  such  thanks 
as  I  can  pay — accept  my  best  wishes-rsccept  my 
afi*ectionate  regrets — accept  the  continuance  of  the 
prayers  which  I  have  hitherto  offered  up  for  you 
daily,  and  in  which,  whatever  or  wherever  my 
sphere  of  duty  may  hereafter  be,  my  congregation 
of  Hodnet  shall  (believe  it !)  never  be  foi^ten." 

His  consecration  to  the  office  of  bishop  took 
place  in  May,  1823.  A  few  days  previous  to  thb 
event,  he  wrote  to  a  friend  in  the  country:  "My 
consecration  is  fixed  for  next  Sunday ;  and,  as  the 
time  draws  near,  I  feel  its  awfulness  very  strongly 
— fiur  more,  I  think,  than  the  parting  which  is  to 
follow  a  fortnight  after.  I  could  wish  to  have  the 
prayers  of  my  old  congregation,  but  know  not  how 
to  express  the  wish  in  conformity  with  custom,  or 
without  seeming  to  court  notoriety." 

Shortly  after  hia  consecration,  a  special  meet- 
ing of  the  ancient  Society  for  Promoting  Christian 
Knowledge,  ivhich  had  for  some  years  been  en- 
gaged in  active  benevolent  operations  in  India,  and 
which  comprises  many  of  the  most  eminent  mem- 
bers of  the  Church  of  England,  was  called,  for  the 
purpose  c^  giving  Bishop  Heber  a  public  dismissal 
and  farewelL  There  were  present  on  this  occa- 
sion, the  Archbiahop  of  Canterbury,  several  of  the 
Bishops,  and  a  large  and  highly  respectable  at- 
tendance of  the  fair,  the  wise,  and  the  pious  of  the 
realm.  The  Bishop  of  Bristol  pronounced  a  va- 
ledictory address  to  him  in  the  name  of  that  vene- 
rable body,  at  once  dignified,  impressive,  and 
affectionate.  From  this  address  the  following 
passage  is  extracted,  and  while  it  does  no  more 
than  justice  to  the  motives  of  Bishop  Heber,  it 
will  at  the  same  time  be  gratifying  to  the  reader. 

"  My  Lord — The  Society  for  promoting  Chris- 
tian Knowledge  desire  to  offer  to  your  Lordship 
their  sincere  congratulations  upon  your  elevation 
to  the  Episcopal  See  of  Calcutta. 

"They  derive  from  your  appointment  to  this 
high  office  the  certain  assurance,  that  all  the  ad- 
vantages which  they  have  anticipated  from  the 
formation  of  a  Church  Establishment  in  India,  will 
be  realized;  and  that  the  various  plans  for  th# 
diffusion  of  true  religion  among  its  inhabitants, 
which  have  been  so  wisely  laid  aild  so  auspiciously 
commenced  by  your  lamented  predecessor,  will, 
under  your  superintendence  and  control,  advance 


*  A  piece 
ridikneia* 


of  plate  had  been  given  Mr.  Beber  by  his  pa* 


MEMOIR  OF  HEBER. 


with  a  steady  and  uninterrupted  ptogreM.  They 
ground  this  aasurance  upon  the  rare  union  of  in- 
tellectual and  moral  qualities  which  combine  to 
form  your  character.  They  ground  it  upon  the 
steadfastness  of  purpose,  with  which,  from  the  pe- 
riod of  your  admission  into  the  ministry,  you  have 
exclusively  dedicated  your  time  and  talents  to  the 
peculiar  studies  of  your  sacred  profession ;  aban- 
doning that  human  learning  in  which  you  had  al- 
ready showtl  that  you  were  capable  of  attaining 
the  highest  excellence,  and  renouncing  the  certain 
prospect  of  literary  fame.  But,  above  all,  they 
ground  this  assurance  upon  the  signal  proof  of  self- 
devotion,  which  you  have  given  by  your  accept- 
ance of  the  episcopal  office.  With  respect  to  any 
other  individual,  who  had  been  placed  at  the  head 
of  the  Church  Establishment  in  India,  a  suspicion 
might  have  been  entertained  that  some  worldly 
desire,  some  feeling  of  ambition,  mingled  itself 
with  the  motives  by  which  he  was  actuated ;  but, 
in  your  case,  such  a  suspicion  would  be  destitute 
even  of  the  semblance  of  truth :  every  enjoyment 
which  a  well  regulated  mind  can  derive  from  the 
possession  of  wealth,  was  placed  within  your 
reach :  every  avenue  to  professional  distinction  and 
dignity,  if  these  had  been  the  objects  of  your  soli- 
citude, lay  open  before  you.  What  then  was  the 
motive  which  could  incline  you  to  quH:  your  native 
land  ? — to  exchange  the  delights  of  home  for  a  te- 
dious voyage  to  distant  regions? — to  separate 
yourself  from  the  friends  with  whom  you  had  con- 
verse<l  from  your  earliest  years  1  What,  but  an 
ardent  wish  to  become  the  instrument  of  good  to 
others — a  holy  zeal  in  your  Master's  service — a 
firm  persuasion,  that  it  was  your  bounden  duty  to 
submit  yourself  unreservedly  to  his  disposal ;  to 
shrink  from  no  labour  which  he  might  impose ;  to 
count  no  sacrifice  hard  which  he  might  require  1" 

In  his  reply  the  Bishop  expressed  "  the  settled 
purpose  of  his  soul^"  to  devote  his  best  talents  "  to 
the  great  cause  in  which  all  their  hearts  were  en- 
gaged, and  for  which  it  was  not  their  duty  only 
but  their  illuiitrious  privilege  to  labour,"  and  that 
he  looknl  forward  with  pleasure  to  "  the  time  when 
he  should  be  enabled  to  preach  to  the  natives  of 
India  in  their  own  language."  About  the  same 
time  the  University  of  Oxford  conferred  on  him 
the  Degree  "of  Doctor  in  Divinity,  by  diploma. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  June,  he  embarked  for 
Calcutta;  accompanied  to  the  ship  by  a  laige  num- 
ber of  his  personal  friends,  who,  as  he  modestly  ie- 
iharks  in  his  Journal,  vhm  willing  to  let  him  see 
as  much  of  them  as  possible  before  his  departure. 
One  of  hii  first  thoughts  after  the  ship  had  sailed, 
was  to  propose  daily  evening  prayers,  and  he  was 
gratified  at  the  readiness  with  which  the  captain 
assented  to  the  proposal.  He  aeeordingly  officiated 
as  chaplain  to  the  ship,  reading  prayers  in  the 


cuddy  daily  during  the  voyage.  He  read  prayefi 
and  preached  regularly  once  on  each  Sunday;  and 
on  one  occasion,  having  on  the  previous  Sunday 
discoursed  to  the  passengers  and  crew,  in  the  way 
of  preparation,  he  adiAinistered  the  Lord's  Supper, 
and  was  highly  pleased;  having  been  told  to  expect 
only  one  or  two,  that  he  had  twenty-six  or  twenty- 
seven  participants;  and  his  gratification  was  much 
increased  when  he  observed  in  the  course  of  the 
evening  of  the  same  day,  that  "  all  the  young  men 
who  had  participated,  had  religious  books  in  their 
hands,  and  that  they  appeared,  indeed,  much  im- 
pressed." 

The  following  incidents  are  extracted  fironi  his 
journal  of  the  voyage  as  tending  to  show  the  cha- 
racter of  his  feelings  at  this  interesting  crisis.  A 
few  days  after  they  had  left  land,  a  vessel  paseed 
the  ship  homeward  bound.  On  this  event  he  re- 
nArks,  "  my  wife's  eyes  swam  with  tears  as  thb 
vessel  passed  *us,  and  there  were  one  or  two  of  the 
young  men  who  looked  wishfully  after  her.  For 
my  own  part,  I  am  well  convinced  all  my  firmness 
would  go,  if  I  allowed  myself  to  k>ok  back,  even 
for  a  moment.  Yet,  as  I  did  not  leave  home  and 
its  blessings  withoQt  counting  the  coet,  I  do  not, 
and  I  trust  in  Grod,  that  I  shall  not,  regret  the 
choice  I  have  made.  But  knowing  how  much 
others  have  given  up  for  my  sake,  should  make  me 
more  studious  to  make  the  loss  less  to  them;  and 
also,  and  above  all,  so  to  discharge  my  duty,  as 
that  they  may  never  think  that  these  sacrifices 
have  been  made  in  vain."  Again ;  about  a  month 
after  his  departure,  he  vrrites — "  How  little  did  I 
dream  at  this  time  last  year,  that  I  should  ever  be 
in  my  present  situation!  How  strange  it  now 
seems  to  me  to  recollect  the  interest  which  I  used 
to  take  in  all  which  related  to  southern  seas  and 
distant  regions,  to  India  and  its  oceans,  to  Austra- 
lasia and  Poljmesia!  I  used  to  fancy  I  should  like 
to  visit  them,  but  that  I  ever  should,  or  could  do 
so,  never  occurred  to  me.  Now,  that  I  shall  see 
many  of  these  countries,  if  life  is  spared  to  me,  is 
not  improbable.  God  grant  that  my  conduct  in 
the  scenes  to  which  he  has  appointed  me  may  be 
such  as  to  conduce  to  his  glory,  and  to  my  own 
salvation  through  his  Son."  Such  was  the  spirit 
in  which  this  holy  man  denied  himself,  took  up  his 
cross,  and  followed  Christ. 

He  arrived  at  Calcutta  early  in  October,  1823, 
and  inunediately  entered  upon  the  duties  of  his 
oflioe.  That  he  did  so  with  satisfaction  to  himadf 
is  proved  by  a  letter  to  Mr.  Wynn,  his  friend  and 
connexbn,  who  had  anzioosly  pleased  him  to  ao- 
eept  the  offiee,  written  soon  aft«r  his  arrival.  He 
saji,  "  you  will  judge  firom  my  description  that  I 
have  abundant  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  my  pre- 
sent and  future  prospects;  and  that  in  the  field 
which  seems  opened  to  me  for  extensive  useful- 
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iHi  and  active  employment,  I  have  more  and  more 
nuoo  to  be  obliged  to  the  friend  wl^  has  placed 
mheie.'' 

lo  the  fioUowing  spring  (May,  1824)  he  collected 
uoBDd  him  the  Episoopal  dergf  of  the  presidency 
•f  CakuttA,  and  held  a  viritatjan.  The  number 
WM  but  amall,  but  he  experienced  much  pleasure 
is  bnoging  them  together  for  mutual  acquaint- 
uee,  and  in  particular,  that  he  might  himself  be 
atfaled  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  their  characters 
lod  news.  At  this  time  he  had  the  pleasure  of 
oidaimBg  the  first  native  cofivert  who  was  admit- 
ted to  the  ministry  of  the  English  Church,  "  in 
the  pemoa  of  Chri^ian  David,  a  black  catechist  of 
CejrJoo,  and  a  pupil  of  the  celebrated  Schwartz." 
Od  this  oocaaion  he  delivered  to  the  clergy  an  elo- 
fsoBt  charge,  in  which  he  expatiated  at  large  upon 
^  foahliee,  principles,  and  habits,  which  to  him 
appnied  to  be  necessary  to  the  usefulness  of  thoas 
who  dKNild  undertake  the  labours  of  an  Indian 
BJaiiinirj  Delighting,  through  the  whole  of  the 
tine  he  passed  in  India,  to  be  considered  simply  as 
ill  chief  nussiAnary,  it  may  easily  be  believed  that 
he  direlt  on  those  topics  con  amore.  In  the  fol- 
lowing passage  of  that  charge,  be  pours  forth  his 
snl  in  a  strain  of  awful  and  indignant  rebuke 
agiijiBt  the  Abbe  Dubois,  and  other  opposers  of 
Chrirtian  missions,  which  is  scarcely  to  be  paral- 
kfed  io  our  language. 

**  Nor  can  it  be  a  matter  of  reasonable  surprise 
to  any  of  us,  that  the  exertions  (missionary)  of 
thai  kind,  which  the  last  fifteen  years  have  wit- 
BftiJ,  should  have  excited  a  mingled  feeling  of 
■nprise  and  displeasure  in  the  minds,  not  only  of 
those  who  are  strangers  to  the  powerful  and  pecu- 
iu  emotbns  which  send  forth  the  Missionary  to 
hii  toil,  but  of  those  who,  though  themselves  not 
i&,  oould  not  endure  that  God  should  employ 
alher  instruments  besides ;  and  were  ready  to  speak 
evil  of  the  work  itself,  rather  than  that  others  who 
fcflowed  not  with  them  should  cast  out  devils  in 
the  name  of  their  common  Master.    To  the  former 
flf  these  dasses  may  be  referred  the  louder  opposi- 
tioii,  the  clamours,  the  expostulation,  the  alarm, 
the  menace  and  ridicule  which,  some  few  years 
•fo,  woe  systematically  and  simultaneously  le- 
vdfed  at  whatever  was  accomplished  or  attempted 
iat  the  idumination  of  our  Indian  fellow-subjects. 
We  can  weO  remember,  most  of  us,  what  revolu- 
tioos  and  wars  were  predicted  to  arise  from  the 
■est  peaceable  preaching  and  argument;  what 
taimls  and  mockery  were  directed  against  scholars 
vho  bad  opened  to  us  the  gates  of  the  least  acces- 
■bie  oriental  dialects;  what  opprobrious  epithetS; 
woe  lavished  on  men  of  whom  the  world  was  not 
worthy.   We  have  heard  the  threats  of  the  mighty; 
ve  have  heard  the  hisses  of  the  fool ;  we  have  wit- 
nessed the  terrofs  of  the  worldly  wise,  and  the  un- 
kiad  sospicions  of  those  from  whom  the  Misnonary 


had  most  reasoi^  to  expect  encouragement  Those 
days  are,  for  the  present,  gone  by.  Through  the 
Christian  prudence,  the  Christian  meekness,  the 
Christian  perseverance,  and  indomitable  faith  of 
the  friends  of  our  good  cause,  and  through  the 
protection,  above  all,  and  the  blessing  of  the  Al- 
mighty, they  are  gone  by !  The  angel  of  the  Lord 
has,  for  a  time,  shut  the  mouths  of  these  fiercer 
lions,  and  it  is  the  fake  brother  now,  the  pre- 
tended fellow-eoldier  in  Christ,  who  has  lift  up  his 
heel  against  the  propagation  of  the  Christian  gos- 
pel. 

"  But  thus  it  is  that  the  power  of  antichrist  hath 
worked  hitherto  and  doth  work.  Like  those  spectre 
forms  which  the  madness  of  Orestes  saw  in  classi- 
cal mythology,  the  spipt  of  religious  party  sweeps 
before  us  in  the  garb  and  with  the  attributes  of 
pure  and  evangelical  religion.  The  cross  is  on 
her  shoulders,  the  chalice  is  in  her  hand,  and  sh« 
is  anxiously  busied,  after  her  manner,  in  the  ser- 
vice of  Him  by  whose  holy  name  she  is  also  called. 
But  outstrip  her  in  the  race,  but  press  her  a  little 
too  closely,  and  she  turns  round  on  us  with  all  the 
hideous  features  of  envy  and  of  rage.  Her  hal- 
lowed taper  blazes  into  a  sulphurous  torch,  her 
hairs  bristle  into  seqpents,  her  face  is  as  the  face  of 
them  that  go  down  to  the  pit,  and  her  words  are 
words  of  blasphemy ! 

"  What  other  spirit  could  have  induced  a  Chris- 
tian minister,  after  himself,  as  he  tells  us,  long  la- 
bouring to  convert  the  heathen,  to  assert  that  one 
hundred  millions  of  human  beings — a  great,  a  civil- 
ized, an  understanding,  and  most  ancient  pBople, 
are  collectively  and  individually  under  the  sentence 
of  reprobation  from  God,  and  under  a  moral  in- 
capacity of  receiving  that  gospel  which  the  God 
who  gaire  it  hath  appointed  to  be  made  known  to 
alii 

*'What  other  spirit  could  have  prompted  a 
member  of  that  church  which  professes  to  hold  out 
the  greatest  comfort  to  sinners,  to  assert  of  a  na- 
tion with  whom,  whatever  are  their  faults,  I,  for 
one,  should  think  it  impossible  to  live  long  with- 
out loving  them,  that  they  are  not  only  ooslavefl 
to  a  cruel  and  degrading  superstition,  but  that  the 
principal  persons  among  them  are  sold  to  all  man- 
ner of  wickedness  and  cruelty ;  without  mercy  to 
the  poor;  without  natural  affection  for  each  other; 
and  this  with  no  view  to  quicken  the  zeal  of  Chris- 
tians, to  release  them  from  their  miserable  condi- 
tion, but  that  Christians  may  leave  them  in  that 
condition  still,  to  the  end  that  they  may  perish 
everiastingly? 

"  What  other  spirit,  finally,  could  have  led  a 
Christian  missionary,  (with  a  remarkable  disre- 
gard of  truth,  the  proofii  of  which  are  in  my 
hands,)  to  disparage  the  success  of  the  different 
Protestant  missions;  to  detract  from  the  num- 
bers, and  viKfy  the  good  name  of  that  ancient  Sy- 
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clergyman  superior  to  him,  the  question  was  re- 
peated, "  And  does  he  not  wear  a  beard  Y* 

The  tiipe  he  spent  in  liadias  was  about  a  fort- 
night, and  in  this  space  he  preached  eleven  times, 
besides  prending  at  a  large  society  meeting,  giving 
two  large  dinner  parties,  (for  he  was  habitually 
given  to  hospitality,)  and  receiving  and  paying 
''visits  innumerable."  Circumstances  which  suffi- 
dently  show  his  love  of  action,  and  his  disposition 
to  fill  up  every  moment  of  his  time,  with  the  duties 
belonging  to  his  station. 

On  leaving  Madras  he  passed  the  spot  where, 
tradition  says,  the  apostle  St  Thomas  was  mar- 
tyiid.  Bishop  Heber  thought  this  tradition  well 
founded,  and  noted  in  his  journal  that  he  left  the 
spot  beMnd  with  regret,  and  should  visit  it,  if  he 
letufned  to  Madras,  with  a  reverent,  though,  he 
hoped,  not  a  superstitious  interest  and  curiosity. 
He  reached  Tanjore  on  the  25lh  of  Marcli,  and 
on  the  26th  (Easter  Sunday)  preached  an  doquent 
and  impressive  sermon  on  the  resurrection,  in  the 
church,  which,  at  the  request  of  the  native  mem- 
ben  of  the  congregation,  he  promised  to  have 
translated  into  the  Tamul  language  and  printed. 
In  eondoding  the  senpon,  he  in  the  most  feeling 
manner  impressed  the  duty  of  brotherly  love  upon 
all  present,  without  regard  to  rank  or  colour. 
Divine  service  was  performed  the  tame  evening  in 
the  Tamul  language,  when,  to  the  agreeable  sur- 
prise of  all  present,  he  pronounced  the  Apostolic 
benedictbn  in  that  language.  On  Monday  he  held 
a  confirmation.  In  the  evening  divine  service  was 
held  in  the  chapel  in  the  missidh  garden.  At  the 
conclusion,  he  addressed  the  missioQaries  present 
in  an  affectionate  and  animated  manner;  observing 
to  them,  that  it  was  probably  the  lasttime  that  all 
present  could  expect  to  meet  in  this  world;  and 
exhorted  diem  to  diligence  and  perseverance  by 
the  example  of  Schwartz,  near  whose  remains  he 
was  then  standing.  On  the  28th,  attended  by  his 
chaplfdn,  and  several  ^nissionaries  of  the  district, 
he  paid  a  visit  of  ceremony  to  (he  Rajah  of  Tan- 
jore. On  the  29th  and  90th  he  visited  and  in- 
spected thd  missbn  school  and  premises.  On  the 
31st  he  departed  for  Trichonopoly.  Of  the  feel- 
ings which  governed  him  during  this  brief  visit,  a 
glQwing  but  evidently  not  exaggerated  description, 
has  beoi  given  by  the  chaplain  who  accompanied 
him,  Mr.  Robinson.  **The  missions  at  Tanjore 
and  this  place  *  (Madras,)  says  Mr.  Robinson, 
"awakened,  in  a  most  powerful  degree,  and  be- 
yond any  thing  he  had  previously  seen,  the  afifec-  . «, .  „  ^  ,  ^ut  u^  .»  .v 
Z.  -  L*  u  _^  J  ^  J  •  J  BUiop  Heber,  in  one  of  hto  letten^  mentioos  the  same 
tions  of  his  heart;  and  to  devise  and  arrange  a  number.,  being  present  on  ihto  occwlon,  and  «d<h,  "ITris 
pUn  for  their  revival  and  {Bore  extended  pnape-  however,  i.  only  in  the  city  of  Tu\)ora.  There  we  Mattend 
rity,  was  the  obfect  which  occupied  hiih  for  many  coognguiom,  to  the  number  of  muiy  thouand  ProieManc 
days;  and  to  the  last  hour  of  his  life,  his  anxious  •  ^^*»™'****'  in  aU  the  neighbouring  dUe.  and  villi^M;  ud 

thoughts,  his  eaniest  prayers,  and  the  concentrated  !!?^'-!r^  ^''Jl^of?  .1i**;iS!^**^'""^r* 
^^  ,  ,.       •  J      A     •         J         •     :»•  rr^  i  of  ca»e»  of  tbe  poor  people  by  the  n»d  aide,  ue  enough  to 

energies  of  bM  nund.    Agam  and  agam  did  he  ^u  cren  the  most  cwreie.  tmveUer  thai  the  country  i.^  In  a 
repeat  to  me  that  all  whkh  he  had  witnessed  in  gnat  meaMie,  Chrktian." 


the  native  congregations  of  these  missions,  their 
numbers,  their  general  order,  their  devout  attend- 
ance on  the  service  of  the  church,  exceeded  every 
expectation  he  had  fbrmed ;  and  that  in  their  sop* 
port  and  revival  he  saw  the  fidrest  hope  of  ex- 
tending the  Church  of  Christ.  Never  shall  I  fat- 
get  the  warm  expressions  of  his  delight,  when  on 
E^aster-day  he  gathered  them  around  him  as  his 
children,  as  one  family  with  ourselves,  administsiv 
ed  to  them  the  body  and  blood  of  our  common  Sa- 
viour, and  blest  them  in  their  native  tongue:  and 
when  in  the  evening  of  that  day,  he  had  seen  be- 
fore him  no  lessthan  Thirteen  hundred*  natives 
of  those  districts  rescued  firom  idolatry  and  soper* 
stition,  and  joining  as  with  one  heart  and  voice  in 
the  prayers  and  praises  of  our  church, — I  can 
never  forget  his  exclamation,  that  he  would  glad' 
ly  purchase  that  day  vnth  yean  qfljfkf* 

Bishop  Heber  arrived  at  Trichonopoly  on  the 
lit  of  April ;  on  the  following  day  (Sunday)^  he 
preached  to  a  crowded  audience,  and  in  the  evening 
confirmed  forty  young  perssns,  and  the  next  morn- 
ing at  6  o'clock  he  repeated  this  rite  for  the  benefit 
of  some  native  Christiafts.  He  returned  home  to 
breakfast ;  but,  before  sitting  down,  went  into  a 
cold  bath,  as  he  had  done  the  two  preceding  days. 
Bm  attendant,  thinking  that  he  staid  more  than 
the  usual  time,  entered  the  apartment,  and  found 
his  body  at  the  bottom  of  the  water,  with  the  face 
downwards,  and  lifeless.  The  usual  restoratives 
were  immediately  but  inefi*ectually  tried.  The 
spirit  had  returned  to  God  who  gave  it  On  ex- 
amination, it  was  discovered  that  a  vessel  had 
burst  upon  the  brain,  in  consequence,  as  the  me- 
dical attendants  agreed,  of  the  sudden  plunge 
into  the  cold  Water,  while  he  was  warm  and  ex- 
hausted. His  mortal  remains  were  depoated  on 
the  north  side  of  the  altar  of  St  John's  choich, 
Trichonopoly*    - 

The  melancholy  intelligence  of  this  overwhelm- 
ing calamity  was  communicated,  in  the  most  cau- 
tious manner,  to  his  amiable  and  accomplished  but 
unfortunate  vridow,  by  Lord  Combermere,  her  rs- 
lative.  Bishop  Heber  left  two  children  only,  both 
of  whom  were  daughters.  He  died  in  the  forty- 
third  year  of  his  age. 

Though  his  death  is  thus  to  be  imputed  to  an 
apparent  accident,  yet  there  was  reason  to  believe 
that  his  constitution,  like  that  of  his  predecessor, 
graduaHy  yielding  to  the  effects  of  a  tropical  cli- 
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with  active  habits  of  exertion 
(bnned  in  a  waote  temperate  clime,  and  leading 
Inn  to  frequent,  and  somewhat  too  heedless  an 
exposore  of  his  person,  even  at  times  and  in  cir- 
niiMttnffT  in  which  1m  is  obhged  to  admit  in  his 
jonnals,  that  it  was  hot  a  matter  of  ordinary  pru- 
jeaos  to  leave  his  fionily  behind,  rather  than  to 
apasetbsoi.    When  he  first  ascended  the  Gan^, 
lad  bsfefe  he  had  reached  the  termination  of  bis 
igyage,  Abdullah,  a  native  convert,  and  faithful 
crvant,  whom  he  had  first  met  in  England,  and 
vbo  had  aooompanied  him  to  India,  on  one  occa- 
son  captioned  him  tenderly  against  the  exposure 
towhieh  his  habits  of  ezextion  constantly  led  him, 
f^B^ing  with  the  remark,  **  This  has  caused 
JOB  hair  to  turn  so  gray  since  your  arrival  in  In- 
ik"  a  period  leas  than  a  year.    In  Oude,  when 
flB  his  way  to  the  Himalaya  mountains,  he  was 
\tkm  iU  on  the  road,  with  the  country  fever, 
hnqght  on  him,  doubtless,  by  exposure  to  r^n, 
ad  vaaoua  changes  of  the  atmosphere,  which  he 
kd  jwt  befixe  been  ooippelled  to  endure  on  horse- 
kdL    He  was  at  this  time  without  any  oom- 
fuions  bat  natives,  and  pspbably  two  days'  ride 
ftoB  any  physician.    It  pleased  Providence  to 
\km  the  wimwhfs  which  he  used,  as  he  admits,  in 
Mto  ignorance;  and  he  was  cheered  during  the 
ibM  or  iMir  days  in  which  he  lay,  almost  hope- 
bn,  in  his  palanquin,  at  the  road  side,  by  the  af- 
attentions,  and  kind  consideration  of  his 
rvants.    To  soch  an  extent  did  they 
any  this  last  particular,  that,  if  any  noise  was 
■ade,   even    accidentally,   within    his   hearing, 
■soal  voices  would  softly  urge  "silence!'*  upon 
lb  iavolontaiy  offender.    At  this  time  he  wrote 
to  his  mother  and  sister  under  the  strong  impres- 
Mi  of  impending  death.    His  natural  buoyancy 
of  Bindj  and  the  ardour  of  bis  spirit,  combined 
eidi  the  novel  character  of  the  circumstances  in 
vUeh  he  was  placed,  were  probably  the  causes 
^lifch  made  him  thus  thoughtless  of  himself.   He 
bvw,  moieover,  what  extensive  hopes  of  the  re- 
gMMcation  of  India  had  been  made  to  rest  upon 
him: — he  knew  that  he  was  looked  to  as  a  power- 
fd  hHtrameniin  the  hand  of  God  to  this  end;  that 
hem  his  talents,  his  disposition,  his  personal  habits, 
kii  principles,  and  above  all  his  almost  enthusias- 
lie  devotioo,  likening  him  in  all  these  respects  to 
tks  vsTf  chiefiest  of  the  apostles,  much  more  than 
hs  eonU  reasonably  expect  to  aocompUsh,  was  an^ 
tidpated.    He  had  set  before  him,  and  never 
to  be  absent  from  his  mind,  the  maxim  of 
Divine  Master, — /  must  work  the  tporka  of 
that  went  me  while  U  it  day ;  the  night  cometk 
vi4a  ma  man  can  work.    There  was  one,  howev- 
er, who  watched  with  an  anxious  eye  over  bis 
vd&re,  from  whom  it  could  not  be  concealed  that, 
hdbre  the  attack  which  proved  fuul  to  hijn,  decay 


had  commenced  its  work,  and  that  his  personal 
appearante  had  undergone  no  trifling  diange.  In- 
deed, it  would  seem  to  be  but  a  waste  of  human 
life  and  human  talent,  to  place  any  competent 
person,  of  sufficient  age,  whose  habits  have  been 
formed  in  Europe,  in  the  oversight  df  such  a  dio> 
cese  as  British  India,  with  Polynesia  and  Aus- 
tralasia, Ibrms.    And  yet  this  was  Bishop  0eber's 

Of  his  death  it  has  been  beautiAiIIy  said,  that 
"  EUs  sun  was  in  its  meridian  power ;  and  its 
warmth  most  genial  when  it  was  suddenly  eclipsed, 
forever.  He  fell  as  the  standard  bearer  of  the 
cross  should  ever  wirii  to  fall,  by  no  lingering  de- 
cay, but  in  the  firmness  and  vigour  of  his  age,  and 
in  the  very  act  of  combat  and  triumph.    His  Mas-. 


*  Of  the  sxtsQt  and  bunbensome  chandsr  erf  the  bosioHS 
details  of  his  office  he  fcave  the  fiiUowiJig  account  in  a  lettorio 
his  friend  and  successor  at  Hodnet,  ttaaRer.  J.  J.  Blunt 

"  I  do  not  thinly  that,  in  the  Regular  and  oedinary  fiUictioM 
of  mj  diooss^  there  is  more,  or  even  so  much  to  be  done,  as 
in  any  of  ths  more  extensive  bishoprlos  of  Englaad;  the  snail 
mmiber  of  tllScleigy  must  prevent  this  being  the  OBSB.  But 
oqi  the  othtf  hand,  every  thing  which  Is  done  must  be  doQB  by 
myseU;  both  bi  its  spirit  and  its  details;  and  partly  vnk^  to 
the  manner  In  which  we  are  acielered,  and  partly  to  the  ge- 
neral habit  of  the  country,  all  must  be  done  in  writing.  Ques- 
tions^ which  in  England  would  not  occupy  moss  than  Ave 
minutes  oonvenation,  may  hen  somettmss  call  for  a  letter 
of  six  or  eight  pages ;  and  as  nothing,  or  almost  nothing, 
which  concerns  the  interests  or  duties  of  the  clergy,  can  be 
sealed  without  a  reference  to  Government,'  I  have,  in  fact,  at 
least  two  sets  of  letters  towrite  and  receive,  In  every  impor- 
tant matter  which  oomee  before  me.  As  visiter  of  Biehop^ 
CoHege,  I  receive  almost  every  week  six  or  seven  sheets  of 
close  writing  on  Ijbesul^ect.  lamcaliedontogiveanopinioa 
on  the  architecture,  expense,  and  details  of  every  church 
which  is  buOt,  or  proposed  to  be  built,  in  India ;  every  appli- 
cation for  salsjy  of  either  clerk,  sexton,  schoolmaster,  or  MeU- 
ringer,  must  pass  through  my  hands,  snd  be  recommended  in 
a  letter  to  Government.  I  am  literally  the  coOfSctor  of  all 
the  miarions  in  the  three  presideocks;  and  what  is  moat  seri- 
ous of  all,  I  am  obligad  to  act  in  almost  every  thing  from  my 
own  single  judgment,  and  on  my  own  ringle  respooBibillty, 
without  any  more  experienced  prison  to  consult,  or  any  pre- 
cedent to  guMe  me.  I  have,  besides^  not  only  the  Indian 
clergy  and  the  Indian  government  to  conespuud  wkh,  but  the 
religious  societies  at  home,  whose  agem  I  am,  and  to  whom  I 
must  send  occasional  letters,  the  composition  of  each  otf'  which 
occupies  me  many  days :  while  in  the  scarcity  of  clergy  which 
is,  and  must  be  felt  here,  I  feel  myself  bound  to  presch,  hi 
some  one  or  other  of  the  churches  br  statiom^  no  less  freqiMiit- 
ly  than  when  I  was  In  England. 

"  AH  this,  when  ons  isstatlonKry  at  Calcutta,  may  be  done^ 
Indeed,  whboot  difficulty :  bat  my  joemeys  throw  me  ssdiy 
into  anean;  and  you  may  emily  MIG^ve,  therefore,  not  only 
that  I  am  obliged  to  let  slip  many  oppoituniiies  of  writing  to 
my  friends  at  home,  but  that  my  leisure  for  study  amounts  lo 
liul»  or  nothing ;  and  that  even  the  native  languages,  in  which 
it  has  been  my  earnest  deilie  to  perfect  myself,  I  am  com- 
pelled to  acqufre  very  slowly,  and  by  conversation  more  than 
by  reading.  With  all  tiiii^  however,  In  spite  of  the  many 
disadvantages  of  climate  and  baniahment,  I  am  bound  to 
confese  thai  I  like  both  my  employmenis  and  my  present 
country." 
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MEMOIR  OF  UEBER. 


tec  came  suddenly,  and  found  him  fidthful  in  his 
charge,  and  waiting  for  his  appearing.^^  His  last 
hour  was  spmt  in  his  Locd's  service,  and  in  min- 
istering to  Ihe  humblest  of  his  flock.  He  had 
Bcazcely  put  off  the  sacred  robes  with  which  he 
senred  at  the  altar  of  his  Qod  on  earth,  when  he 
was  suddenly  admitted  to  his  sanctuary  on  high, 
and  clothed  with  the  garments  of  immortality." 

Immediately  on  the  intelligence  of  his  death, 
public  meetings  were  called  at  Calcutta,  at  Mad- 
ras, and  at  Bombay,  in  which  eulogies  were  pro> 
noonoed  upon  his  character,  by  those  who  had 


known  him  long,*  and  who  gave  to  his  memory 
the  highest  expressions  of  their  f  raise. 

It  has  been  determined  to  orect  monuinefits  to 
the  memory  of  Bishop  Heber  at  Calcutta,  at  Mad- 
ras, and  in  St  Paul's  cathedral,  London,  and  at 
Oxford.  Several  scholarships  have  been  founded 
in  Bishop's  College,  near  Catoutta,  which,  from 
the  same  motive,  are  to  bear  his  name.  TI10 
monument  at  Madras  has  been  already  erected. 

*  The  chief  jusUcea  of  the  three  preridendeB  who  wen  pr»- 
eent  at  iheee  meetingi^  were  by  a  liDgaUur  coinddmoe  his 
oomemporariee  at  college. 


^vifmUu  to  tfie  memotfi  o€  38ffi(ftoD  l^rtier. 


BY  FELICIA  HCMiNS. 

If  it  be  sad  to  speak  of  treasures  gone, 
Of  sainted  genius  called  too  soon  away, 

Of  light,  from  this  world  taken  while  it  shone, 
Y^  kindling  onward  to  the  perfect  day — 

How  shall  our  grief,  if  mournftil  these  things  be, 

Flow  forth,  O  guide  and  gifted  friend !  for  thee? 

Hath  not  thy  voicaikbeen  here  amongst  us  heard? 

And  that  deep  soul  of  gentleness  and  power, 
Have  we  not  Uii  its  breath  in  every  word, 

Wont  from  thy  lip,  as  Heimon's  dew,  to  shower? 
Yes!  in  our  hearts  thy  fervent  thoughts  have 

burned — 
Of  heaven  thej^  were,  and  thither  aie  returned. 

Qpw  shall  we  mourn  thee? — With  a  lofly  trust. 

Our  life's  immortal  birthright  from  above ! 
With  a  ||lad  faith,  whose  eye,  to  track  the  just. 
Through  shades  and  mysteries  lifts  a  glance  of 
love. 
And  yet  can  weep! — for  Nature  so  deplores 
The  friend  that  leaves  us,  though  for  happier 
shores. 

And  one  high  tone  of  triumph  o'er  thy  bier. 
One  strain  of  solemn  rapture  be  allowed ! 

Thou  that,  rejoicing  on  thy  mid-career, 
Not  to  decay,  but  unto  death  hast  bowed ! 

In  those  bright  regions  of  the  rising  sun. 

Where  Victory  ne^r  a  crown  like  thine  hath  won. 

Praise,  for  yet  one  more  name,  with  power  en- 
dowed, 
To  cheer  and  guide  us  onwaid  as  we  press, 
Yet  one  more  image  on  the  heart  bestowed. 

To  dwell  there— beautiful  in  holiness ! 
Thine  I  Hebcr,  thine!  whose  memory  from  IhQ 

dead 
Shines  as  the  star,  which  to  the  Saviour  led. 


BT  AMELIA  OPIE. 

How  well  I  remember  the  day  I  first  met  thee! 
'T  was  in  scenes  long  forsaken,  in  moment* 
bng  fled. 
Then  little  thought  I  that  a  world  would  regret 
thee! 
And  Europe  and  Asidiboth  mourn  for  ^ee  dead. 

Ah  I  little  I  thought  in  those  gay  social  hours, 
That  around  thy  young  head  e'en  the  laurel 
would  twine. 
Still  less  that  a  crown  of  the  amaranth's  flowen» 
Enwreathed  with  the  palm^  would,  O  Heber  1 
be  thine. 


We  met  in  the  world,  and  the  light  tHat  shone 
round  thee 
Was  the  dangerous  blaze  of  wit's  meteor  ra^, 
But  e'en  then,  though  unseen,  mercy's  angel^ad 
found  thee, 
And  the  bright  star  of  Bethlehem  was  mArVfffg 
thy  way. 

To  the  banks  of  the  Isis,  h,  far  fitter  dwelling, 
Thy  footsteps  returned,  and  thy  hand  to  its  lyre, 

While  thy  heart  with  the  bard's  bright  ambition 
was  swelling. 
But  holy  the  theme  was  that  wakened  its  fire. 

Again  in  the  world  and  with  worldlings  I  met  thee, 
And  then  thou  wert  welcomed  as  Palestine^i 
bard, 
They  had  acomed  at  the  task  which  the  Saviour 
had  set  thee. 
The  Christian's  rough  labour,  the  martyr's  re- 
ward. 


TRreUTES  TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  BISHOP  HEBfiR. 
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Yd,*  the  one  was  my  calling,  thy  portion  the 
other; 
The  &r  shovee  of  India  receiyed  thee,  and  Meet, 
And  ite  bwlieet  of  teacben  dared  greet  as  a  bro- 
ther, 
And  kn«  thee,  though  dad  in  the  prelate's 
proud  vest 

h  the  meek  homble  Christian  forgot  was  thy 
greatness, 
The  fcOower  they  saw  of  a  crucified  Lord, 
For  thy  seal  showed  his  spirit,  thy  accents  his 


And  the  heart  of  the  heathen  drank  deep  of  the 
word. 

Blight  as  short  was  jthy  oonne,  when  "  a  coal 
fiomtheahar" 
Had  touched  thy  blest  Up,  and  the  voice  bade 
thee  "Go," 
Tbj  haste  could  not  pause,  and  thy  step  could 
not  falter, 
T9  o*er  India's  wide  seas  had  advanced  thy 
swift  prow, 

la  nin  her  fierce  sun,  with  its  cloudless  efful- 
gence, 
Seeoied  arrows  of  death  to  shoot  forth  with 
each  ray; 

TIj  &ith  gave  to  fear  and  fatigve  no  indulgf^^, 

But  OR  to  <A«  goal  urged  thy  perilous  \^yT 

And,  miityr  of  zeal  I  thou  e*en  here  wert  rewarded, 
When  the  dark  sons  of  India  came  round  thee 
'  in  throngs, 
Wh3e  thee  as  a  &ther  they  fondly  regarded. 
Who  taught  them  and  blessed  in  their  own  na- 
tive tongues. 

When  thou  heard'st  them,  their  faith's  awful  er- 
ron  disclaiming, 
Pwfesi  the  pure  creed  which  the  Saviour  had 
given, 
ThoK  moments  thy  mission's  blest  triumph  pro- 
claiming. 
Gave  joy  which  to  thee  aeemed  a  foretaste  of 
Heaven.t 

Slin  "On,"  cried  the  voice,  and  surrounding  their 
ahar, 

Triehooopoly's  sons  hailed  thy  labours  of  love: 
Ah  me !  with  no  lear  did  thine  accents  then  falter'; 

No  secret  forebodings  thy  conscious  heart  movel 


Thou  hadst  ceased — Shaving  taught  them  what 

rodL  to  rely  on, 
.  And  had  doft  the  proud  robes  which  to  prelates 

belong, 
But  the  next  robe  for  thee  was  the  vJute  robe  qf 
2SUm* 
The  next  hymn  thou  heard'st  was  "  the  seirar 
phim's  song." 


Here  hushed  be  my  lay  for  a  far  sweeter 
Thy  requiem  I'll  faveathe  in  thy  numbers  aJone, 

For  the  bard's  votive  offering  to  hang  on  thy  hearse, 
Should  be  formed  of  no  language  less  sweel 
than  thy  own. 

t  "Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not 
deplore  ,thee. 
Since  God  was  thy  refuge,  thy  ransom,  thy 
guide ; 
He  gave  tiite,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore 
thee, 
And  death  has  no  sting,  since  the  Saviour  has 
died." 


INONTMOUS. 


*At  flnt  be  refused  the  appointment,  but,  "aAer  devout 
Vn^cr"  he  accepted  it,  thinldng  it  was  his  duty  to  do  sol 

t  Whea  ibey  gathered  round  him  on  Enster-day  evening  u> 
A*  rmabei  of  thirteen  hundred,  and  he  bteawd  them  in  their 
Hh«  ioofiie,  be  exclaimed,  "that  he  would  gladly  purchan 
*■  day  with  yean  of  hia  lUe."— iZoWiMon'«  Sermon^ 
2 


How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  him  that 
bringcth  good  tidings^  that  publiaheth  pedce ;  that  bringeth 
good  tidings  of  good,  that  publiaheth  salvation !— /soioA,  liL  7. 


How  bright  and  glorious  are  the  sin's  first  gleams ' 
Above  yon  blue  horizon ! — Darkness  fiies 
Before    his    presence. — Mountains^  .  valliAs^ 
trees,  ..  \ 

Glow  with  resplendent  beauty. — And  the  streams 

Reflect  the  lustre  of  his  orient  beams. 

So  Heher  shone— for  unto  him  was  given 
To  spread  the  tidings  of  salvation  round. 
Whilst  heathen  nations  caught  the  joyful 
sound. 

And  learned  to  kneel  before  the  shrine  of  Heaven ; 

That  "cross  surmounted  shrine,"  where  Faith 
and  Prayer  . :v 

Point  to  the  crown  of  bfiss,  reserved  there 

For  those  whom  Jesus  loves — but  his  bright  sun 

Of  glory  set,  ere  yet  its  race  was  run. 

And  he  that  bliss  has  gained — that  crown  has  won  t 


'  He  had  scartely  p^  oflfhis  robes  in  which  he  officiated  at 
the  altar,  when  he  was  suddenly  called  away  "to  be  clothed 
with  immortality."— ilo6«9won'«  Sermon, 

t  Written  by  Bisbop  Heber  oo  the  death  of  a  fHead  Sea 
27. 
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LORD  BISHOP  OF  CALCUTTA. 


ipjarotinr; 


A  PRIZE  POEM,  RECITED  IN  THE  THEATRE,  OXFORD. 

IN  THE  TEAR  MDOCCm. 


af  thy  nof,  timd  thy  foes  finlom, 
,  widowed  queen,  fiwgotten  Sion,  mourn ! 
thy  pbce,  sad  City,  this  thy  throne, 
the  wild  dewrt  reaiB  its  craggy  atone  1 
auni  imblest  their  angry  lustre  fling, 
ly-wom  pilgrims  seek  the  scanty  spring? — 
now  thy  pomp,  which  kings  with  enTy 
wed7 
now  thy  might,  which  all  those  kings  sub- 

Bdl 

ftial  myriads  muster  in  thy  gate ; 
pliant  nations  in  thy  Temple  wait ; 
phet  bards,  thy  glittering  courts  among, 
the  full  lyre,  and  swell  the  tide  of  song : 
rleas  Force,  and  meagre  Want  is  there, 
e  quick-darting  eye  of  restless  Fear  j 
oold  OUiTion,  'mid  thy  ruins  laid, 
is  dank  wing(l)  ben^th  the  ivy  shade. 
lardian  saints!  ye  warrior  sonsof  heaveu,(2) 
im  high  care  Judsa's  state  was  given  I 
of  old  your  nightly  watch  to  keep, 
of  gods,  on  Sion's  towery  steep  !(3) 
rour  secret  footsteps  linger  still 
«'s  fount,  or  Tabor's  echoiRg  hill ; 
rour  song  on  Salem's  g|ories  dwell, 
oum  the  captive  land  you  loved  so  well ; 
1,  'tis  said,  in  Kedron's  palmy  vale 
bus  harpings(4)  swell  the  midnight  gale, 
lest  as  balmy  dews  that  Hermon  cheer, 
1  soft  cadence  on  the  pilgrim's  ear ;) 
!,  blest  spirits,  if  a  theme  so  high 
be  weak  notes  of  mortal  minstrelsy! 
|ht  your  aid  this  anxious  breast  inspire 
US  fidnt  spark  of  Milton's  seraph  fire, 
loold  my  Muae(5)asoend  with  bolder  flight, 
im  her  eacle^umes  exulting  in  the  light. 


O  happy  once  in  heaven's  peculiar  tove, 
Delight  of  men  below,  and  saints  above ! 
Though,  Salem,  now  the  spoiler's  ruffian  hand 
Has  loosed  his  hell-bounds  o'er  thy  wasted  land ; 
Though  weak,  and  whehned  beneath  the  storms 

of  fate. 
Thy  house  is  left  unto  thee  desolate  ;(6) 
Though  thy  proud  stones  in  cumbrmis  ruin  &11, 
And  seas  of  sand  o'ertop  thy  mouldering  wall) 
Yet  shall  the  Muse  to  Fancj^'s  ardent  view 
Each  shadowy  trace  of  faded  pomp  renew : 
And  as  the  Seer(7)  on  Pisgah's  topmost  brow 
With  glistening  eye  beheld  the  plain  below, 
With  prescient  ictlour  drank  the  scdnted  gale. 
And  bade  the  opening  glades  of  Canaan  hail ; 
Her  eagle  eye  shall  scan  the  prospect  wide, 
From  Carmel's  clifis  to  Almotana's  tide  ;(8) 
The  flinty  waste,  the  cedar-tufted  bill, 
The  liquid  health  of  smooth  Ardeni's  rill ; 
The  grot,  where,  by  the  watch-fire's  evening  blaie. 
The  robber  riots,  or  the  hermit  prays  ;(9) 
Or,  where  the  tempest  rives  the  hoary  stone, 
The  wintry  top  of  giant  Lebanon. 

Fierce,  hardy,  proud,  in  conscious  freedom  bold. 
Those  stormy  seats  the  warrior  Druses  hold  ;(10) 
From  Norman  blood  their  lofty  line  they  trace. 
Their  Hon  courage  proves  their  generous  race. 
They,  only  they,  while  all  around  them  kneel 
In  sullen  homage  to  the  Thracian  steel. 
Teach  their  pale  despot's  waning  moon  to  fear(ll) 
The  patriot  terrors  of  the  mountain  ^qpear. 

Yes,  valorous  chiefii,  while  yet  your  sabres 
shine, 
The  native  guard  of  feeble  Palestine, 
O,  ever  thus,  by  no  vain  boast  dismayed. 
Defend  the  birthright  of  the  cedar  shade !  ^ 
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What  though  no  more  for  yoa  th'  obedient  gale 
Swells  the  white  bosom  of  the  Tyrian  sail ; 
Though  now  no  more  your  glittering  marts  unfold 
Sidonian  dyes  and  Lusitanian  gold  ;(i2) 
Though  not  for  you  the  pale  and  sickly  slave 
Foists  the  light  in  Ophlr's  wealthy  cave ; 
Yet  yours  the  lot,  in  proud  contentment  blest, 
Where  cheerful  labour  leads  to  tranquil  rest. 
No  robber  rage  the  ripening  harvest  knows ; 
And  unrestrained  the  generous  vintage  flows  :(13) 
Nor  less  your  sons  to  manliest  deeds  aspire, 
And  Asia's  mountains  glow  with  Spartan  fire. 

So  when,  deep  sinking  in  the  rosy  main, 
The  western  sun  forsakes  the  Syrian  plain, 
His  watery  rays  refracted  lustre  shed, 
And  pour  their  latest  light  on  Carmel's  head. 

Yet  shines  your  praise,  amid  surrounding  gloom, 
As  the  lone  lamp  that  trembles  in  the  tomb :     * 
For  few  the  souls  that  spurn  a  tyrant's  chain. 
And  small  the  bounds  of  freedom's  scanty  reign. 
As  the  poor  outcast  on  the  cheerless  wild, 
Arabia's  paTent,(i4)  clasped  her  fainting  child. 
And  w^ideied  near  the  roof  no  more  her  home. 
Forbid  to  linger,  yet  afraid  to  roam : 
My  sorrowing  Fancy  quits  the  happier  height. 
And  southward  throws  her  half-averted  sight. 
For  sad  the  scenes  Judea's  plains  disclose, 
A  dreary  waste  of  undistinguished  woes : 
See  War  untired  his  crimson  pinions' spread. 
And  foul  Revenge,  that  tramples  on  the  dead  * 
Lo,  where  from  far  the  guarded  fountains  8hinc,(  15) 
Thy  tents,  Nebaioth,  rise,  and  Kcdar,  thine  !(1G) 
^  'T  is  yours  the  boast  to  mark  the  stranger's  way. 
And  spur  your  headlong  chargers  on  the  prey, 
Or  rouse  your  nightly  numbers  from  afar. 
And  on  the  hamlet  pour  the  waste  of  war; 
Nor  spare  the  hoary  head,  nor  bid  your  eye 
Revere  the  sacred  smile  of  infancy.(17) 
Such  now  the  clans,  whose  fiery  coursers  feed 
Where  waves  on  Kishon's  bank  the  whispering 

reed; 
And  theirs  the  soil,  where,  curling  to  the  skies,[(18) 
Sfllokes  on  Samaria's  mount  her  scanty  sacrifice. 
While  Israel's  sons,  by  scorpion  curses  driven. 
Outcasts  of  earth,  and  reprobate  of  heaven. 
Through  the  wide  world  in  friendless  exile  stray, 
Remorse  and  shame  sole  comrades  of  their  way. 
With  dumb  despair  their  country's  wrong  behold. 
And,  dead  to  glory,  only  burn  for  gold ! 

O  Thou,  their  Guide,  their  Father,  and  their  Lord, 
Loved  for  thy  mercies,  for  thy  power  adored  ! 
If  at  thy  name  the  waves  forgot  their  force,  [(19) 
And  refluent  Jordan  sought  his  trembling  source; 
If  at  thy  name  like  sheep  the  mountains  fled. 
And  haughty  Sirion  bowed  his  marble  head ; — 
To  Israel's  woes  a  pitying  car  incline. 
And  raise  frt>m  earth  thy  long-neglected  vine  !(20) 
Her  rifled  frnits  l>ehold  the  heathen  bear, 
And wikl-wood  boazB  her  mangled  cluflten  tear! 


Was  it  for  this  she  stretched  her  peopled  ragn 
From  far  Euphrates  to  the  western  main? 
For  this,  o'er  ma:&y  a  hill  her  boughs  she  threw 
And  her  wide  arms  like  goodly  cedars  grewl 
For  this,  proud  Edom  slept  beneath  her  shade, 
And  oW  the  Arabian  deep  her  branches  playedl 

O  feeble  boast  of  transitory  power ! 
Vain,  fruitless  trust  of  Judah's  happier  hour! 
Not  such  their  hope,  when  through  the  partaj 

main 
The  cloudy  wonder  led  th|B  warrior  train : 
Not  such  their  hope,  when  through  the  fields  of 

night 
The  torch  of  heaven  diflfused  its  friendly  light : 
Not,  when  fierce  Conquest  urged  the  onward  war, 
And  hurled  stem  Canaan  from  his  iron  car: 
Nor,  when  five  roonarchsled  to  Gibeon's  fight, 
In  rude  array,  the  harnessed  Amorite  :(2I) 
Yes — in  that  hour,  by  mortal  accents  stayed. 
The  lingering  sun  his  fiery  wheels  delayed ; 
The  moon,  obedient,  trembled  at  the  sound. 
Curbed  her  pale  car,  and  checked  her  mazy  round! 

Let  Sinai  tell — for  she  beheld  his  might, 
And  God's  own  darkness  veiled  her  mystic  height: 
(He,  cherub-borne,  upon  the  whirlwind  rode, 
And  the  red  mountain  like  a  furnace  glowed :) 
Let  Sinai  tell — but  who  shall  dare  recite 
His  praise,  his  power,— eternal,  infinite  t — 
Awe-struck  I  cease ;  nor  bid  ray  strains  aspire. 
Or  serve  his  altar  with  unhallowed  fire.(22) 
Such  were  the  cares  that  watched  o'er  Israel's 
fiite. 
And  such  the  glories  of  their  infant  state. 
— Triumphant  race !  and  did  your  power  decay  t 
Failed  the  bright  promise  of  your  early  dayl 
No: — ^by  that  feword,  which,  red  with  heathen 

gore, 
A  giant  spoil,  the  stripling  champion  bore ; 
By  him,  the  chief  to  farthest  India  known. 
The  mighty  master  of  the  iv'ry  throne  ;(23) 
In  heaven's  own  strength,  high  towering  o'er  her 

fora, 
Victorious  Salem's  lion  banner  rose : 
Before  her  footstool  prostrate  nations  lay, 
And  vassal  tyrants  crouched  beneath  her  sway. 
— And  he,  the  kingly  sage,  whose  restless  mind 
Through  nature's  mazes  wandered  unconfined  ;(24) 
Who  ev'ry  bird,  and  beast,  and  insect  knew. 
And  spake  of  every  plant  that  quaffs  the  dew; 
To  him  were  known — so  Hagar's  oflspring  tell— 
The  powerful  sigil  and  the  starry  spell, 
The  midnight  call,  hell's  shadowy  legions  dread, 
And  sounds  that  burst  the  slumbers  of  the  dead. 
Hence  all  his  might ;  for  who  could  these  oppose? 
And  Tadmor  thus,  and  Syrian  Balbec  ro8e.(25) 
Yet  e'en  the  works  of  toiling  Gknil  fall. 
And  vain  was  Estakhar's  enchanted  wall. 
In  frantic  converse  with  the  mournful  wind. 
There  ofi  the  hooaelMB  SantoD(S6)  rats  ndiiied ; 
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Btno^  ■hapaa  he  viawa,  and  drinka  with  won- 
dering emn 
Tha  ^roioaa  of  the  dead,  and  aonga  of  other  yean. 

Such,  the  fiunt  echo  of  departed  praiae, 
Still  acNind  Andna'a  legendary  lays ; 
Aad  thoa  their  fabling  barda  delight  to  tell 
How  lovely  were  thy  tenta,  O  Israel  1(27) 

For  thee  his  iv'ry  load  Behemoth  bore,(28) 
And  far  So&la  teemed  with  golden  ore  ;(29) 
Thine  all  the  arts  that  wait  on  wealth's  increase, 
Or  baak  and  wanton  in  the  beam  of  peace. 
When  Tyber  alept  beneath  the  cypress  gloom, 
And  alenoe  held  the  lonely  woods  of  Rome ; 
Or  ere  to  Gveeoe  the  builder's  skill  was  known, 
Or  the  light  chisel  broshed  the  Parian  stone ; 
Yet  here  £ur  Science  nursed  her  in&nt  fire, 
Fumed  by  the  artist  aid  of  friendly  Tyre. 
Then  towered  the  .palace,  then  in  awful  state 
The  tempfe  reared  its  everiasting  gate.(30) 
No  workman  steel,  no  pond'rous  axes  rung  ;(31) 
Like  some  tall  palm  the  noiseless  fabric  sprung. 
Ma^stic  silence  I — then  the  harp  awoke. 
The  cymbal  clanged,  the  deep-voiced  trumpet 

■poke; 
Aad  Safem  spread  her  suppliant  arms  abroad, 
Tawed  the  descending  flame,  and  blessed  the  pre- 
sent God  1(32) 
Nor  shrank  she  then,  when,  raging  deep  and 
kNid, 
Beit  (/er  her  aoul  the  billows  of  the  proud.(33) 
E'en  they  who,  dragged  to  Shinar's  fiery  sand, 
Tt&ed  with  reluctant  strength  the  stranger's  land ; 
Yho  sadly  told  the  slow-revolving  yean, 
Aid  steeped  the  captive's  bitter  bread  with  tean ; 
Tflt  oft  their  hearts  with  kindling  hopes  would 

bom. 
Their  destined  triamphs,  and  their  glad  return, 
Aad  their  sad  lyres,  which,  silent  and  unstrung, 
In  Doamfol  ranks  on  Babel's  willows  hung, 
Would  oft  awake  to  chant  their  future  fame, 
Aad  from  the  skies  their  ling'ring  Saviour  claim. 
Hif  promised  aid  could  every  fear  control ; 
This  nerved  and  warrior's  arm,  this  steeled  the 
martyr's  soul! 
Nor  vain  their  hope : — Bright  beaming  through 
the  sky, 
Bont  in  full  blaze  the  Day-spring  from  on  high ; 
Euth's  utmost  isles  exulted  at  the  sight. 
And  crowding  nations  drank  the  orient  light. 
Lo,  star-led  chiefs  Assyrian  odoun  bring, 
And  bending  Magi  seek  their  infant  King ! 
Marked  ye,  where,  hov'ring  o'er  his  radiant  head, 
The  dove'a  white  wings  celestial  glory  shedl 
Daqgfater  of  Sion!  virgin  queen!  rejcMce! 
Clap  the  glad  hand,  and  lift  the  exulting  voice! 
He  eomea, — biit  not  in  regal  splendour  drest. 
The  haughty  diadem,  the  Tyrian  vest ; 
Vot  aimed  in  fiame,  all  gkirious  from  afar, 
Ofhoata  the  chieftain,  and  the  k>rd  of  war: 


Messiah  comes:  let  forious  discoid  cease: 
Be  peace  on  earth  before  the  Prince  of  Peace! 
Disease  and  anguish  feel  his  blest  control. 
And  howling  fiends  release  the  tortured  soul; 
The  beams  of  gladness  hell's  dark  cavea  illume. 
And  Merey  broods  above  the  distant  gloom. 

Thou  palsied  earth,  with  noonday  night  o'er- 
spread! 
Thou  sick'ning  sun,  so  dark,  so  deep,  so  red! 
Ye  hov'ring  ghosts,  that  throng  the  starless  air, 
Why  shakes  the  earth  1  why  fades  the  light  7  de- 
clare! 
Are  those  his  limbs,  with  ruthless  scourges  torni 
His  brows,  all  bleeding  with  the  twisted  thorni 
His  the  pale  form,  the  meek  forgiving  eye 
Raised  from  the  cross  in  patient  agony? 
— Be  dark,  thou  sun — thou  noonday  night  arise 
And  bide,  oh  hide,  the  dreadful  sacrifice! 

Ye  faithful  few,  by  bold  affection  led, 
Who  round  the  Savipur's  cross  your  sorrows  shed. 
Not  for  hii  sake  your  tearful  vigils  keep ; —   [(34) 
Weep  for  your  country,  for  your  children  weep ! 
— Vengeance!  thy  fiery  wing  their; race  pursued; 
Thy  thinty  poniard  blushed  with  infant  blood. 
Roused  at  thy  call,  and  panting  still  for  game. 
The  bird  of  war,  the  Latian  eagle  came. 
Then  Judah  raged,  by  r-uffian  Discord  led, 
Drunk  with  the  steamy  carnage  of  the  dead ; 
He  saw  bis  sons  by  dubious  slaughter  fall, 
And  war  without,  and  death  within  the  wall. 
Wide-wasting  Plague,  gaunt  Famine,  mad  De^ 

spair, 
And  dire  Debate,  and  clamorous    Strife  were  • 

there: 
Love,  strong  as  Death,  jetained  his  might  no 

more, 
And  the  pale  pai^nt  drank  her  children's  gore.(35) 
Yet  they,  who  wont  to  roam  th' ensanguined  plain, 
And  spurn  with  fell  delight  their  kindred  slain ; 
E'en  they,  when,  high  above  the  dusty  fight, 
Their  burning  Temple  rose  in  lurid  light. 
To  their  loved  altare  paid  a  parting  groan. 
And  intheir  country's  woes  forgot  their  own. .  • 

As  'mid  the  cedar  courts,  and  gates  of  gokl, 
The  trampled  ranks  in  miry  carnage  rolled. 
To  save  their  Temple  every  hand  essayed, 
And  with  cold  fingere  grasped  the  feeble  blade: 
Through  their  torn  veins  reviving  fury  ran. 
And  life's  last  anger  warmed  the  dying  man! 

But  heavier  far  the  fettered  captive's  doom! 
To  glut  with  sighs  the  iron  ear  of  Rome : 
To  swell,  slow-pacing  by  the  car's  tall  side. 
The  stoic  tyrant's  philosophic  pride  ;(36) 
To  flesh  the  hon's  rav'nous  jaws,  or  feel 
The  sportive  fury  of  the  fencer's  steel ; 
Or  pant,  deep  plunged  beneath  the  sultry  mine. 
For  the  light  gales  of  balmy  Palestine. 

Ah!  fruitful  now  no  more,  an  empty  coast. 
She  mourned  her  sons  enslaved,  her  glories  lost :  * 
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In  her  wide  Btnets  the  lonely  raven  bted. 
There  barked  the  wolf,  and  dire  hysnae  fed. 
Yet  midst  her  towery  fanes,  in  ruin  laid, 
The  pilgrim  saint  his  mormnring  yespers  paid ; 
*T  was  his  to  climb  the  tufted  rocks,  and  rore 
The  chequered  twilight  of  the  olive  grove ; 
*T  was  his  to  bend  beneath  the  sacred  gloom, 
And  wear  with  many  a  kiss  Messiah's  tomb : 
While  forms  celestial  filled  his  tranced  eye, 
The  day-light  dreams  of  pensive  piety. 
O'er  his  still  breast  a  tearful  fervour  stole, 
And  softer  sorrows  charmed  the  mourner's  soul. 

Oh,  lives  there  one,  who  mocks  his  artless  zeal  7 
Too  proud  to  worship,  and  too  wise  to  feel  1 
Be  his  the  soul  with  wintry  Reason  blest, 
The  dull,  lethargic  sovereign  of  the  breast  I 
Be  his  the  life  that  creeps  in  dead  repose, 
No  joy  that  sparkles,  and  no  tear  that  flows  ![(37) 

Far  other  they  who  reared  yon  pompous  shrine, 
And  bade  Ihe  rock  with  Parian  marble  shine.(38) 
Then  hallowed  Peace  renewed  her  wealthy  reign. 
Then  altars  smoked,  and  Sbn  smiled  again. 
There  sculptured  gold  and  costly  gems  were  seen. 
And  all  the  bounties  of  the  British  queen ;  (39) 
There  barb'rous  kings  their  sandaled  nations  led. 
And  fetoel-clad  champions  bowed  the  crested  head. 
There,  when  her  fiery  race  the  desert  poured. 
And  pale  Byzantium  feared  Medina's  Bword,(40) 
When  cowaid  Asia  shook  in  trembling  wo. 
And  bent  appalled  before  the  Bactrian  bow ; 
From  the  moist  regions  of  the  western  staif 
The  wand'riog  hermit  waked  the  storm  of  war.(41) 
Their  limbs  all  iron,  and  their  sools  all  flame, 
A  countless  host,  the  red-crocs  warriors  came: 
E'en  iioary  priests  the  sacred  combat  wage, 
And  clothe  in  steel  the  palsied  arm  of  age ; 
While  beardless  youths  and  tender  maids  assume 
The  weighty  morion  and  the  gUncing  plurae.(43) 
In  sportive  pride  the  warrior  damsels  wield 
V  The  pond'rous  falchion,  and  the  sun-like  shield, 
And  start  to  see  their  armour's  iron  gleam 
Dance  with  blue  lustre  in  Tabaria's  stream.(43) 

The  bkxxl-red  banner  floating  o'er  their  van, 
All  madly  blithe  the  mingled  myriads  ran: 
Impatient  Death  beheld  his  destined  food, 
And  hovering  vultures  snufied  the  scent  of  blood. 

Not  such  the  numbers,  nor  the  host  so  dread, 
By  northern  Brenn  or  Scythian  Timur  led,(44) 
Nor  such  the  heart-inspiring  zeal  that  bore 
United  Greece  to  Phrygia's  reedy  shore! 
There  Gaol's  proud  knights  with  boastfiil  mien 

advaDoe,(45) 
Fonnthe  kMig  line,(46)  and  shake  the  cornel  lanoe ; 
Here,  linked  with  Thrace,  in  ckise  battalions  stand 
Auaonia's  sons,  a  soft  inglorious  band ; 
There  the  stem  Norman  joins  the  Austrian  train, 
And  the  dark  tribes  of  late-reviving  Spain ; 
Here  in  black  files,  advancing  firm  and  slow, 
Victorioiis  Albion  twangs  the  deadly  bow: — 


,AIbk>n,— still  prompt  the  captive's  wiong  to  aid, 
And  wield  in  freedom's  cause  the  ireeman's  gene- 
rous blade ! 
Ye  sainted  spirits  of  the  warrior  dead, 
Whose  giant  force  Britannia's  armies  led  !(47) 
Whose  bickering  falchions,  foremost  in  the  fight, 
S.till  poured  confusion  on  the  Soldan's  might; 
Lords  of  the  biting  axe  and  beamy  spear,(48) 
Wide-conquering  Exlward,  lion  Richard,  hear ! 
At  Albion's  call  your  crested  pride  resume. 
And  burst  the  marble  slumbers  of  the  tomb! 
Your  sons  behold,  in  arm,  in  heart  the  same, 
Still  press  the  footsteps  of  parental  fame, 
To  Salem  still  their  generous  aid  supply. 
And  pluck  the  palm  of  Syrian  cMvalry  I 

When  he,  from  towery  Malta's  jrielding  isle^ 
And  the  green  waters  of  reluctant  Nile, 
Th'   apostate    chief, — firom    Misndm's    subject 

shore 
To  Acre's  walls  his  trophied  banners  bore; 
When  the  pale  desert  marked  his  proud  array, 
And  Desolation  hoped  an  ampler  sway ; 
What  hero  then  triumphant  Gaul  dismkyedl 
What  arm  repelled  the  victor  renegade? 
Britannia's  champion ! — ^bathed  in  hostile  blood, 
High  on  the  breach  the  dauntless  seaman  stood: 
Admiring  Asia  saw  th'  unequal  fight, — 
E'en  the  pale  crescent  blessed  the  Christian's 

might. 
Oh  day  of  death !  Oh  thirst,  beyond  control, 
Of  crimson  conquest  in  th'  invader's  soul ! 
The  slain,  yet  warm,  by  social  footsteps  trod. 
O'er  the  red  moat  supplied  a  panting  road; 
O'er  the  red  moat  our  conquering  thunders  flew, 
And  loftier  still  the  grisly  rampire  grew. 
While  proudly  glowed  above  the  rescued  tower 
The  wavy  cross  that  marked  Britannia's  power 

Yet  still  destruction  sweeps  the  lonely  plain 
And  heroes  lift  the  generous  sword  in  vain. 
Still  o'er  her  sky  the  clouds  of  anger  roll, 
And  Gk>d's  revenge  hangs  heavy  on  her  soul. 
Yet  shall  she  rise ; — but  not  by  war  restored. 
Not  built  in  murder, — planted  by  the  sword. 
Yes,  Salem,  thou  shalt  rise :  thy  Father's  aid 
ShaU  heal  the  wound  his  chastening  hand  has 

made; 
Shall  judge  the  proud  oppressor's  ruthless  sway. 
And  burst  his  brazen  bonds,  and  cast  his  cords 
away.(49)  [(50) 

Then  on  your  tops  shall  deathless  verdure  spring; 
Break  forth,  ye  mountains,  and,  ye  valleys,  sing ! 
No  more  your  thirsty  rocks  shall  frown  forlorn, 
The  unbeliever's  jest,  the  heathen's  scorn; 
The  sultry  sands  shall  tenfold  harvests  yidd, 
And  a  new  Eden  deck  the  thorny  fieki. 
E'en  now,  perohanoe,  wide>waving  o'er  the  land, 
That  mighty  Angel  lifts  his  golden  wand. 
Courts  the  bright  vision  of  descending  power,(51) 
T^b  every  gate,  and  measases  every  tower  ;(&3) 
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hSdm  the  tazdy  Mab  thai  yet 
Lioo,  Jodah,  firom  hit  destined  reignl 
(  who  it  Hel  the  vait,  the  awfbl  ibrm,(S3) 
ith  the  whiriwind,  sandaled  with  the  itofiii? 
tern  clotid  around  his  limbs  is  spread, 
own  a  rainbow,  and  a  sun  hip  head. 
;hest  heaven  he  lifts  his  kingly  hand, 
eads  at  onoe  the  ocean  and  the  land ; 
tark !  his  v(»ce  amid  the  thunder's  roar, 
Badiul  voice,  that  time  shall  be  no  more ! 
cherub  hands  the  golden  courts  prepare, 
lones  arise,  and  every  saint  is  there  ;(54) 
( utmost  bounds  confess  their  awful  sway, 
ountains  worship,  and  the  isles  obey; 
in  nor  moon  they  need, — nor  day,  nor  night ; 
their  temple,  and  the  Lamb  their  light  :(&5) 
taO  not  Israers  sons  exulting  come, 
B  glad  beam,  and  claim  their  ancient  home  1 
rid's  throne  shall  David's  ofipring  reign, 
e  dry  bones  be  warm  with  life  again.(56) 
white-robed  crowds  their  deep  hoaannas 

e  hoarse  flood  repeats  the  sound  of  praise ; 
oosand  harps  attune  the  mystic  song, 
oQsand  thousand  saints  the  strain  prolong  *, 
hy  the  Lamb !  omnipotent  to  save, 
died,  who  lives,  triumphant  o'er  the  grave !" 


Note6,  pagel,col.  2. 

Hij  houst  ti  left  unio  tliee  dBMlsta 
St  Mataiew,  xziv.  38. 

Note  7,  page  1,  col.  3. 
Thei 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  1,  coL  L 
FddihiidankwlAS. 
ding  to  the  usual  manner  in  which  Sleep 
sented  in  ancient  statues.    See  also  Pindar, 
.  V.  16, 17.  wma^m  i/y^o?  vmtof  mu^^ 

Hfole  2,  page  1,  coL  1. 

Ye  WBxriar  loas  of  heaven, 
lorities  lor  these  celestial  warriors  may  be 
Josh.  V.  13.    2  Kings  vi.  2.    2  Mace  v.  3. 
L    Joseph.  Ed.  Hnds.  vLp.  1282.  etalibi 

Not^  3,  page  1,  ool.  1. 
fiSoQ^  lowery  Meep. 
scarody  necessary  to  mention  the  lofty  site 
■skn.    "  The  hUl  of  God  is  a  high  hiU, 
high  hin  as  the  hiU  of  Bashan." 

Note  4,  page  1,  coL  1. 
M7«erioai  herpioga 
3aiid3rB,  and  other  travellers  into  Asia. 

Note  5,  page  1,  col.  1. 
Then  BhoQU  ray  Mam. 
Doo  pnctioe,  and  the  authority  of  Miltoi|^ 
iffieieBt  to  justify  osing  this  term  as  a  per- 
doD  of  poetry. 


Moses. 

Note  8,  page  1,  col.  2. 
Almocana'e  tide. 

Almotana  is  the  oriental  name  for  the  Dead 
Sea,  as  Ardeni  is  for  Jordan. 

Note  9,  page  1,  col.  2. 

The  robber  xkAa,  or  the  hermit  jnaja 

The  mountains  of  Palestine  are  full  of  caverns, 

which  are   generally  occupied  in  one  or  other  of 

the  methods  here  mentioned.  Yide  Sandys,  Maun- 

drel,  and  Calmet,  Passim. 

Note  10^  page  1,  ool.  2. 
Tliaieilonny  seats  the  wurior  Dnisei  hold. 
The  untameable  spirit,  feodal  customs,  and  af- 
fection for  Europeans,  which  distinguished  this 
extraordinary  race,  who  boast  themselves  to  be  a 
remnant  of  the  Crusaders,  aro  well  described  in 
Pag6s.  The  account  of  their  celebrated  Emir, 
Facciardini,  in  Sandys,  is  also  very  interesting. 
Puget  de  S.  Pierre  compiled  a  small  volume  on 
their  history;  Paris,  1763. 12mo. 

Note  11,  page  1,  col.  2. 
TiBSch  their  psle  despofs  wanhig  moon  to  ftir. 
"  The  Turkbh  Sultans,  whose  moon  seems  fast 
approaching  to  its  wane."    Sir  W.  Jones's  Ist  • 
Discourse  to  the  Asiatic  Society. 

Note  12,  page  2,  cot.  1. 
Sidoolan  dyes  and  Losltaniangold. 
The  gold  of  the  Tyrians  chiefly  came  from  Por- 
tugal, which  was  probably  their  Tarshish. 

Note  13,  page  2,  col.  1. 
And  mmstraiiied  the  fseoaom  vinta^  flowa 
In  the  southern  parts  of  Palestine  the  inhabi- 
tants reap  their  com  green,  as  they  are  not  sure 
that  it  will  ever  be  allowed  to  come  to  maturity. 
The  oppression  to  which  the  cultivators  of  vine- 
yards are  subject  throughout  the  Ottoman  empire 
is  well  known. 

Note  14^  page  2;  col.  1. 
Axabla's  pannL 
Hagar. 

Note  15,  page  2;  ool.  L 

The  foarded  IbuBlaiiis  AioB. 

The  watering  places  are  generally  beset  with 

Arahs,  who  exaet  toll  from  all  eomera    See  ilbr- 
mer  end  Pagfis. 
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Note  16,  page  2;  col.  1. 
Thj  tentfl^  Nebaioch,  rim,  and,  Kefiar,  thine  I 
See  Ammianiu  Marcellinus,  lib.  xiv.  p.  43. 
Ed.  Vales. 

Note  17.  page  2,  col.  1. 

Nor  spare  the  hoary  head,  nor  bid  your  eye 
Revere  the  sacred  smile  of  infancy. 

<*  Thine  eye  shall  not  spore  them." 

Note  18,  page  3,  col.  1. 
Smokes  on  Samaria's  mount  her  scanty  aaaifioe. 
A  miserable  remnant  pf  Samaritan  worship  still 
exists  on  Mount  Gerizim.    Maundrell  relates  his 
conversation  with  the  high  priest. 

Note  19,  page  2,  col.  1. 
And  refluent  Jordan  sought  his  tiemblhig  souresL 
Psalm  cxiv. 

Note  20,  page  2,  col.  1. 

To  Israel's  woes  a  pitying  ear  incline. 

And  raise  from  earth  thy  l<nig-neglected  vine ! 

See  Psalm  Ixxx.  B— 14. 


Note  21,  page  2,  col.  2. 
The  harnessed  Amorita 


Josh.  X. 


"^       Note  22,  page  2,  col.  2. 

Or  serve  his  ahar  with  unhallowed  Are. 
Alluding  to  the  fate  of  Nadab  and  Abihu. 

Note  23,  page  2,  col.  2. 
.  The  mighty  master  of  the  iv'ry  throne. 
Solomon.    Ophir  is  by  most  geographers  placed 
in  the  Aurea  Chersonesus.    See  Tavemier  and 
Raleigh. 

Note  24,  page  2,  col.  2. 
Through  nature's  mazes  wandered  unconfined. 
The  Arabian  mythology  respecting  Solomon  is 
in  itself  so  fascinating,  is  so  illustrative  of  the  pre- 
sent state  of  the  country,  and  on  the  whole  so 
agreeable  te  Scripture,  that  it  was  judged  improper 
to  omit  ail  mention  of  it,  though  ite  wildness  might 
have  operated  as  an  objection  to  making  it  a  prin- 
cipal object  in  the  poem. 

Note  25,  page  2,  col.  2. 
And  Tadmor  thus,  and  Syrian  Balbec  rosb. 
Palmyra  ("  Tadmor  in  the  desert")  was  really 
built  ^y  Solomon,  ( 1  Kings  ix.  2  Chron.  viii.)  and 
universal  tradition  marks  him  out,  with  great  pro- 
bability, as  the  founder  of  Balbec.  Estakhar  is 
also  attributed  to  him  by  the  Arabs.  Sec  the  Ro- 
mance of  Vathek,  and  the  various  Travels  into  the 
East,  more  particularly  Chardin's,  in  which,  aAer 
a  minute  and  interesting  description  of  the  majes- 


tic ruins  of  Estajjshar,  or  Persepolis,  the  anaenl 
Capital  of  Persia,  an  account  follows  of  the  wild 
local  traditions  just  alluded  to.  Vol.  iL  p.  190.  Ed. 
Amst.  1735, 4to.  Vide  also  Sale's  Koran ;  D'Her- 
belot,  Bibl.  Orient,  (article  Soliman  Ben  Dao  ad); 
and  the  Arabian  Nighte'  Ehtertainmente,  passim. 

Note26,  page2,col.  2. 
^ouaelesB  SantcHL 
It  is  wen  known  that  the  Santons  are  real  or  af- 
fected madmen,  pretending  to  extraordinaiy  sanc- 
tity, who  wander  about  the  country,  sleeping  in 
caves  or  ruins. 

Note  27,  page  3,  ool.  1. 
How  lovely  were  thy  tenta^  O  Imeli 
Numbers  xxiv.  5.  • 

Note  28,  page  3,  ooL  1. 
For  thee  his  iv'ry  load  Behemoth  bora. 
Behemoth  is  sometimes  supposed  to  mean  the 
elephant,  in  which  sense  it  is  here  used. 

t        Note  29,  page  3,  col.  1. 
And  tax  Sofala  teemed  with  golden  ore. 
An  African  port  to  the  south  of  Bab-el-mandeb, 
celebrated  for  gold  mines. 

Note  30,  page  3,  col.  1. 
Hw  temple  reared  its  everlasting  gate. 
Psalm  xxiv.  7. 

Note  31,  page  3,  col.  1. 
No  workman  steel,  no  pond'rous  axes  rung. 
"  There  was  neither  hammer,  nor  axe,  nor  any 
tool  of  iron,  heard  in  the  house  while  it  was  in 
building."   1  Kings  vi.  7. 

Note  32,  page  3,  ool.  1. 
Viewed  the  descending  flame,  and  bleosed  the  piesoiu  Cktd. 
•  "And  when  all  the  children  of  Israel  saw  how 
the  "fire  came  down,  and  the  gk>ry  of  the  Lord  up- 
on the  house,  they  bowed  themselves  with  their 
faces  to  the  ground  upon  the  pavement,  and  wor- 
shipped." 2  Chron.  vii.  3. 

Note  33,  page  3,  col.  1. 
Beat  o*er  her  soul  the  billows  of  the  proud. 
Psalm  cxxiv.  4. 

Note  34,  page  3,  col.  2. 
Weep  for  your  country,  for  your  children  weep. 
Luke  xxiii.  27, 28. 

Note  35,  page  3,  col.  2. 
Antf'the  pale  parent  drank  her  childran's  gore. 
Joeephus  vi.  p.  1275.  EaI.  Huds. 

Note  36,  page  3,  col.  2.  • 
The  stole  tyrant's  phUoso^c  pride. 
The  Roman  notions  of  humanity  can  not  have 
I  been  very  exalted  when  they  ascribed  so  large  s 
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fkan  to  TiftOiL ,,  For  the  hcfrribleHletailf  of  his  con- 
duct daring  the  siege  of  Jenualera  and  after  its 
captOTe,  tk»  reader  i»  referred  to  Joaephos.   When 
ve  feam  that  so  many  captives  were  0nicified,that 
Jk  re  srx»&ef  ;(^flf«  ft.  ffFiXurrro  nu   rrdOffOK  neu 
rtwafu  'ntc  emfjLA^n ;  and  that  after  all  was  over, 
ia  eoU  blood  and  merriment,  he  celebrated  his  bro- 
ther's birthday  with  similar  sacrifices;  we  can 
hsnUy  doubt  as  to  the  nature  of  ^at  untold  crime, 
vhkh  distiirbed  the  dying  moments  j»f  the  "  dar- 
ing of  the  human  race."    After  all,  the  cruelties 
€  this  man  are  probably  softened  in.  the  high 
pint's  Bwnlive.    The  fall  of  Jerusalem  nearly 
iBonfafes  that  of  Zaragoxa,  hut  it  is  a  Moria  who 
tels  the  tale. 

Note  37,  page  4,  col  1. 
Ton  pompous  duioe. 
The  temple  of  the  Sepulchre. 

Note  38,  page  4.  col.  1. 

Aad  bads  the  rock  with  Ftoian  marble  shine. 

Sa  Cotovicus,  p.  179,  and  firom  him  St^bdys. 

Note  39,  page  4,  coL  1. 
The  Briti^  queen. 
StEelena,  who  was,  according  to  Camden,  horn 
atColcieatec    See  also  Uowol's  History  of  the 
WffU. 

Note  40,  page  4,  ooL  1. 
Aad  pals  ByanUum  feared  Bledina'S  swoid. 
The  invasions  of  the  civilixed  parts  of  Asia  hy 
Ihf  Arabian  and  Turkish  Mahometans. 


Note  41,  pagb  4,  col.  1. 
The  wandering  hennit  waked  the  ttonn  of  war. 
Peter  the  hermit.  The  world  has  been  so  long 
•oniitomed  to  hear  the  Crusades  considered  as  the 
height  of  phrenzy  and  injustice,  that  to  undertake 
^  ^doMOt  might  be  perhaps  a  hazardous  task. 
Wc  most  however  recollect,  that,  had  it  not  been 
ftr  these  extraordinary  eiertions  of  generous  cou- 
nge,  the  whole  of  Europe  would  perhaps  have 
hBa,  and  Christianity  been  buried  in  the  ruins, 
k  was  not,  as  Voltaire  has  falsely  or  weakly  as- 
Krted,  a  conspiracy  of  robbers ;  it  was  not  an  un- 
provoked attack  on  a  diptant  and  inoffensive  nation ; 
it  was  a  blow  aimed  at  the  heart  of  a  moet  power- 
iU  and  active  enemy.  Had  not  the  Christian 
kingdoms  of  Asia  been  established  as  a  check  to 
the  Mahometans,  Italy,  and  the  scanty  remnant  of 
Christianity  in  Spain,  must  again  have  fallen  into 
their  power  *,  and  France  herself  have  seeded  all 
the  heroism  and  good  fortune  of  a  Charles  Martel 
to  deliver  her  £rom  subjugation. 

Note  43,  page  4,  col.  1.. 
While  beaidlefli  Ttwdu  and  tender  maids  asnime 
T\m  weighty  nvHfon  Ind  the  i^^andng  phime. 

See  VertoL  Hist.  Chev.  Malthe.  liv.  1. 


Note  43,  page  4t  col.  1. 

Tafaarii^  stnam. 

Taharia  (a  corruption  of  Tiberias)  is  the  name 
used  iat  the  Sea  of  Galilee  in  the  old  romances. 

Note  44,  page  4,  col.  1. 
By  noithem  Brenn,  or  Scfthian  Timtir  lad. 
Brennus,  and  Tamerlane. 

Note  45,  page  4,  coL  1. 

There  Gaul's  proud  knights  with  boastful  mien  adraaea. 

The  insolence  of  the  French  nobles  twice  caused 
th<$  ruin  of  the  army ;  once  by  refusing  to  serve 
imder  Richard  Cceur  de  Lion,  and  again  by  re- 
proaching the  English  with  cowardice  in  St.  Louis's 
expedition  to  Egypt  SeeKnollee'sHistoiyof  the 
Turks. 

Note  46,  page  4,  coL  I. 

Form  the  long  tine. 

The  line  {combat  a  la  haye\  according  to  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh,  was  characteristic  of  French  tac- 
tics ;  as  the  colmnn  {herte)  was  of  the  English. 
The  English  at  Cr6ci  were  drawn  up  thirty  deep. 

Note  47,  page  4,  col.  3. 
Whose  giant  force  Britannia's  armieeled. 
All  the  British  nations  served  under  the  same 
banner. 

fikmo  gl'  Inglesi  sagittarii  ed  lianno 
Gente  con  lor,  ch'd  pid  vicina  al  polo, 
Questi  da  I*alte  aelve  irsuti  roanda 
La  diviaa  dal  mondo,  ultima  Irlanda. 

Tbjbo^  GierusaL  !&>.  1. 44. 

Ireland  and  Scotland,  it  is  scarcely  nece«ary  to 
observe,  were  synonymous. 

Note  48,  page  4,  col.  3. 
Lords  of  the  biting  axe  and  beamy  apear. 
The  axe  of  Richard  was  very  famous.    See 
Warton's  Hist,  of  Anc.  Poetry. 

Note  49,  page  4,  coL  3. 
And  bniBi  his  brazen  bonda^  and  cast  his  conli  vmcj. 
Psalm  ii.  3.  cvii.  16. 

Note  50,  page  4,  coL  3. 
TTten  on  yoor  topi  afaall  deathleaa  vankne  spring. 
"  I  will  multiply  the  fruit  of  the  tree,  and  the  in- 
crease of  the  field,  that  ye  shall  receive  no  more 
the  reproach  of  famine  among  the  heathen." — And 
they  shall  say,  This  land  that  was  desolate  is  be- 
come like  the  garden  of  Eden,"  &c.    Ezek.  szxvi. 

Note  51,  page  4,  col.  2. 
Couitsthe  bright  viaion  ofdRendlng  power. 
"  That  great  city,  the  holy  Jenisalom,  -descend- 
ing out  of  heaven  from  God,  having  the  gkwy  of 
God."    Rev.xxi.lO. 
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Note  53,  pa^  4,  ool.  2l 

TeDi  emy  gate  and  maMora  emy  towMT. 

EnkielxL 

Note  53,  page  5,  col.  1. 
AndwbolaHet  lbs  nat,  the awAil  fnL 
Rev.  X. 

Note  54,  page  5,  col.  1. 
Lof  thioneaariaa^andeTeryBRiDtlBthen. 

Rev.  ZJL 

Note  55,  page  5,  col.  1. 
God  fa  their  tempie,  and  the  Lamb  their  light 

"  Azid  I  saw  DO  temple  thereiii :  for  the  Lord 


Qod  Almighty  and  the  Lamb  are  in  the  tonple  of 
it  And  the  city  had  no  need  of  the  sun,  neither 
of  the  moon,  to  shine  in  it:  for  the  glory  of  Qod. 
did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  if  the  light  thereof." 
Rev.  XXL  22. 

Note  56,  page  5,  col.  L 

And  the  dry  bonea  be  warm  with  Uia  again. 

"  ThtiB  saith  the  Lord  God  unto  these  bones, 
Behold  I  will  cause  breath  to  enter  into  you,  ao^ 
ye  shall  live." — "  Then  he  said  unto  me,  Son  o^ 
m&n,  these  bones  are  the  whole  houae  of  IsraeL' 
Eiek.  xxxviL 


LINES  ON  THE  PRESENT  WAR. 

WRITTEN  IN  1809. 


.> 


ID.  aVANDO.  JkCCIDERfT.  NOV.  SATIS.  AYDEO 
EFFABI.  SiaVIDEM.  NGN.  CLAKITS.  MIHI 
P£B.  BACROB.  TRXPODES.  CERTA.  REFERT.  DEYS 
NBC.'SERVAT.  PaKITVB.  FIDEM 

arOD.  BI.  aVID.  LICEAT.  CREDERE.  ADHTC.  TAMEN 
NAM.  LAEVtM.  TOKTIT.  NON.  FVERIT.  PROCVL. 
aTAfRENDTB.  CBLERI.  aVL  PBOPERET.  ORAOT 
«T.  OALLTM.  REPBIUAT.  FERaX 

PETRYB.  CRINITYS.  IN.  CARMINE 
AD.  BER.  CABAPHAM. 


At  that  dread  season  when  th'  indignant  North 
Poured  to  vain  wars  her  tardy  numbers  forth. 
When  Frederic  bent  his  ear  to  Europe's  cry. 
And  fanned  too  late  the  flame  of  liberty ; 
By  fererish  hope  oppressed,  and  anxious  thought. 
In  Dresden's  grove  the  dewy  cool  I  sought.(l) 
Through  tangled  boughs  the  broken  moonshine 

played, 
And  Elbe  slept  soft  beneath  his  linden  shade : — 
Yet  slept  not  all ; — I  heard  the  ceaseless  jar. 
The  rattling  wagons,  and  the  wheels  of  war ; 
The  sounding  lash,  the  march's  mingled  hum. 
And,  lost  and  heard  by  fits,  the  languid  drum; 
O'er  the  near  bridge  the  thundering  hoo£i  that 

trode. 
And  the  fiii^Ustant  fife  that  thrilled  along  the 

load. 
Tes,  sweet  it  seems  across  some  watery  dell 
To  catch  the  music  of  the  pealing  beU; 
And  sweet  to  fist,  as  on  the  beach  we  stray, 
The  ship-bey's  carol  in  the  wealthy  bay: 
Bat  sweet  no  less,  when  Justioe  points  the  spear, 
Of  martial  wrath  the  gtoriou  din  to  bear, 


To  catch  the  war-note  oh  the  qui?ering  gale. 
And  bid  the  blood-red  paths  of  conquest  hall. 
Oh !  song  of  hope,  too  long  delusive  strain ! 
And  hear  we  now  thy  flattering  voice  again  1 
But  late,  alas !  I  left  thee  cold  and  still, 
Stunned  by  the  wrath  of  heaven,  on  Pralaen's 

hm,(3) 
Oh!  on  that  hill  may  no  kind  month  renew 
The  fertile  rain,  the  sparkling  summer  dew! 
Accursed  of  God,  may  those  bleak  summits  tell 
The  field  of  anger  where  the  mighty  fell. 
There  youthful  Faith  and  high-bom  Courage  rest, 
And,  red  with  slaughter.  Freedom's  humUed 

crest -,(3) 
There  Europe,  soiled  with  Uood  her  tresses  gray, 
And  ancient  Honour's  shield — all  Tilely  thrown 

awa^. 
Thus  mused  my  soul,  as  in  soccession  drear 
Rose  each  grim  shape  of  Wrath  and  Doubt  and 

Fear; 
Defeat  and  shame  in  grisly  vision  paaed, 
And  Vengeance,  bought  with  bkKid,  and  glofidiii 

Death  tbBkaL 
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u  mj  gmae  their  waTing  eagles  met, 
irongh  the  night  each  sparkling  bayonet, 
emoiy  told  how  Austria's  evil  hour 
k  on  Praga's  field  a  Frederic's  power, 
Tsllia's  vaunting    train,(4)  and   Moeco's 
*de, 

ished  the  maiden  steel  of  Brunswic's  sword, 
it,  I  deemed,  that  Fate,  by  justice  led, 
wreathe  once  more  the  veteran's  silver  head ; 
Europe's  ancient  pride  would  yet  disdain 
imbrous  sceptre  of  a  single  reign; 
oDscious  right  would  tenfold  strength  afford, 
Leaven  assist  the  patriot's  holy  sword, 
ok  in  mercy  through  the  auspicious  sky, 
■  the  saviour  host  of  Germany. 
are  they  dreams,  these  bodings,  such  *18 
id 

eoely  comfort  o'er  the  hermit's  bed? 
e  they  dreams?  or  can  the  Eternal  Mind 
r  a  sparrow,  yet  neglect  mankind? 
f  the  dubious  battle  own  his  power, 
e  red  sabre,  where  he  bids,  devour, 
len  can  one  the  curse  of  worlds  derid^ 
illions  weep  a  tyrant's  single  pride?  _ 
I  sadly  musing,  fitr  my  footsteps  strayed, 
I  the  visions  of  the  Aonian  maid, 
not  she,  whose  lonely  voice  I  hear  ^ 
H>ft  whispers  on  my  lovo-lom  ear ; 
ly  guest,  who  wont  my  steps  to  guide 
[h  the  green  walks  of  scented  even-tide, 
;ched  with  me  in  noonday  ease  along, 
the  reaper's  chaunt,  or  throstle's  song: 
» of  loftier  port;  whose  grave  control 
be  fierce  workings  of  the  patriot's  soul; 
lose  high  presence,  o'er  the  midnight  oil, 
ime's  bright  promise  cheers  the  student's 

• 

ime  was  she,  whose  ancient  lore  refined 
xr  hardihood  of  Sydney's  mind. 

0  her  wing,  no  more  I  seemed  to  rove 
sden's  glittering  spires,  and  linden  grove ; 
B  the  giant  Elbe,  all  silver  bright, 
his  broad  bosom  to  the  £ur  OKwnlight, 
iie  still  maigent  of  his  ample  flood 
e  dark  image  of  the  Saxon  wood — 

1  happy  once,  that  heard  the  carols  firee 
c  love,  and  cheerful  industry; 
lU  and  joyless  lie  their  alleys  green, 
lenoe  marks  the  track  where  France  has 

B.) 

a  scenes  than  these  my  fancy  viewed: 
obed  in  ioe^  a  mountain  solitude; 
on  Helvetian  hills,  in  godlike  states 
•d  awful,  Europe's  Angel  sate: 
nd  stem  he  sate;  then,  bending  k>w, 
1  the  aswnding  plaints  of  human  wo. 
iving  as  in  giief  his  towery  head, 
Bt,  not  yet  the  day  of  rest,"  he  said; 


"  It  may  not  be.    Destruction's  gory  wing 
Soars  o'er  the  banners  of  the  younger  king. 
Too  rashly  brave,  who  seeks  with  single  sway 
To  stem  the  lava  on  its  destined  way. 
Poor,  glittering  warriors,  only  wont  to  know 
The  bloodless  pageant  of  a  martial  show; 
Nurselings  of  peace ;  for  fiercer  fights  prepare, 
And  dread  the  step-dame  sway  of  unaccustomed 

war! 
They  fight,  they  bleed!— Oh !  had  that  blood  been 

shed 
When  Charles  and  Valour  Austria's  armies  led; 
Had  these  stood  forth  the  righteous  cause  to  shield, 
When  victory  wavered  on  Moravia's  field; 
Then  France  had  mourned  her  conquests  made  in 

vain. 
Her  backward  beaten  ranks,  and  countless  slain; 
Then  had  the  strength  of  Europe's  freedom  stood, 
And  still  the  Rhine  had  rolled  a  German  flood! 

"  Oh!  nursed  in  many  a  wile,  and  practised  long. 
To  spoil  the  poor,  and  cringe  before  the  strong; 
To  swell  the  victor's  state,  and  hovering  near, 
Like  some  ^se  vulture  in  the  battle's  rear, 
To  watch  the  carnage  of  the  field,  tin|l  share 
Each  loathsome  alms  the  prbudfer  eagles  spare: 
A  curse  is  on  thee  Brandenburgh  I  the  sound 
Of  Poland's  wailings  drags  thee  to  the  ground; 
Afid,  drunk  with  guilt,  thy  harlot  lips  shall  know 
The  bitter  dregs  of  Austria's  cap  of  wo. 
*'  Enough' of  .vengeance!  O'er  the  ensanguined 
plain   '  •       « 

I  gaxe  and  seeklheir  qumerous  host  in  vain; 
Gone  like  the  locust  band  when  whirlwinds  bear 
Their  flimsy  regions  through  the  waste  of  air. 
Enough  of  vengeance! — By  the  glorious  dead, 
Who  bravely  fell  where  youthful  Lewis  led;(5) 
By  Blucher's  sword  in  fiercest  danger  tried, 
And  the  true  heart  that  burst  when  Brunswic  died; 
By  her  whose  charms  the  coldest  zeal  might 

warm,(6) 
The  manliest  firmness  in  the  fiiirest  form — 
Save,  Europe,  save  the  remnant ! — Yet  remains 
One  glorious  path  to  firee  the  world  from  chains. 
Why,  when  your  northern  band  in  Eylau's  wood 
Retreating  struck,  and  tracked  their  course  with 

blood. 
While  one  firm  rock  the  floods  of  ruin  stayed. 
Why,  generous  Austria,  were  thy  wheels  delayed? 
And  Albion!" — Darker  sorrow  veiled  his  brow — 
**  Friend  of  the  friendless — Albion !  where  art  thou? 
Child  of  the  Sea,  whose  wing-hke  sails  are  spread, 
The  covering  cherub  of  the  ocean's  bed  1(7) 
The  storm  and  tempest  render  peace  to  thee. 
And  the  wikl-roaring  waves  a  stem  security. 
But  hope  not  thou  in  Heaven's  own  strength  to  ride. 
Freedom's  loved  ark,  o'er  broad  oppression's  tide ; 
If  virtue  leave  thee,  if  thy  careless  eye 
Glance  in  contempt  on  Europe's  agony. 
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Alas !  where  now  the  banda  who  wont  to  pour 
Thdr  strong  deliverance  on  th'  Egyptian  shore  1 
Wing,  wing  your  courae,  a  prostrate  world  to  save, 
Triomphant  squadrons  of  Trafalgar's  wave. 

"  And  thou,  blest  star  of  Europe's  darkest  hour, 
Whose  words  were  wisdom,  and  whose  counsels 

power, 
Whom  earth  applauded  through  her  peopled  shores ! 

(Alas!  whom  earth  too  early  lost  deplores;—) 
Young  without  follies,  without  rashness  bold, 
And  greatly  poor  amidst  a  nation's  gold  1 
In  every  veering  gale  of  faction  true. 
Untarnished  Chatham's  genuine  child,  adieu ! 
Unlike  our  common  suns,  whose  gradual  ray 
Expands  from  twilight  to  intenser  day. 
Thy  blaze  broke  forth  at  once  in  full  meridian  sway, 
O,  proved  lb  danger !  not  the  fiercest  flame 
Of  Discord's  rage  thy  constant  soul  could  tame; 
Not  when,  far-striding  o'er  thy  palsied  land, 
GHgantic  Treason  took  his  bolder  stand ; 
Not  when  wild  Zeal,  by  murderous  Faction  led. 
On  Wicklow's  hills,  her  grase-gieen  banner  spread ; 
Or  those  stem  conquerors  of  the  restless  wave 
Defied  the  native  soil  they  wont  to  sate. — 
Undaunted  patriot!  in  that  dreadful  hour, 
When  pride  and  genius  own  a  sterner  power; 
When  the  dimmed  eyeball,  and  the  struggling 

breath, 
And  pain,  and  terror,  mark  advancing  death ; — 
Still  in  that  breast  thy  country  held  her  throne, 
Thy  toil,  thy  fear,  thy  pra;fer  were  hers  alone, . 
Thy  last  faint  effort  'hers,  and  kers  thy  parting 
groan. 
"  Yes,  from  those  lips  while  fainting  nations  drew 
Hope  ever  strong,  and  courage  ever  new ; — 
Yet,  yet,  I  deemed,  by  that  supporting  hand 
Propped  in  her  fall  might  Freedom's  ruin  stand ; 
And  purged  by  fire,  and  stronger  from  the  storm, 
Degraded  Joitfioe  rear  her  reverend  form. 
Now,  hope,  adieu  1 — adieu  the  generous  caie 
To  shield  the  weak,  and  tame  the  proud  in  war ! 
The  goklen  ehain  of  realms,  when  equal  awe 
Poised  the  strong  balance  of  impartial  law; 
When  rival  states  as  federate  suters  shone, 
Alike,  yet  various,  and  though  many,  one; 
And,  bright  and  numerous  as  the  spangled  sky, 
Beamed  each  fiur  star  of  Europe's  galaxy — 
All,  all  are  gone,  and  after-time  shall  trace 
One  boundless  rule,  one  undistinguished  race ; 
Twilight  of  worth,  where  nought  remains  to  move 
The  patriot's  ardour,  or  the  subject's  love. 

**  Behold,  e'en  now,  while  every  manly  lore 
And  ev'ry  muse  forsakes  my  yielding  shore ; 
Faint,  vapid  fruits  of  slavery's  sickly  clime, 
Each  tinsel  art  succeeds,  and  harlot  rhyme ! 
To  gild  the  vase,  to  bid  the  purple  spread 
In  sightly  fbldings  o'er  the  Ghrecian  bed, 
Their  mimir  guard  wheie  sculptured  gryphons  keep, 
And  Memphian  idols  watch  o'er  beituty's  sleep ; 


To  rouse  the  slumbering  sparks  of  fidnt  denie 
With  the  base  tinkling  of  the  Teian  lyre ; 
While  youth's  enervate  glance  and  gloating  age 
Hang  o'er  the  mazy  waltz,  or  pageant  stage; 
Each  wayward  wish  of  sickly  taste  to  please, 
The  nightly  revel  and  the  noontide  ease — 
These,  Europe,  are  thy  toils,  thy  trophies  these! 
"  So,  when  wide-wasting  hail, -or  whelming  rain 
Have  strewed  the  bearded  hope  of  golden  grain, 
From  the  wet  furrow,  struggling  to  the  skies, 
The  tall,  rank  weeds  in  barren  splendour  rise ; 
And  strong,  and  towering  o'er  the  mildewed  ear, 
Uncomely  flowers  and  baneful  herbs  appear; 
The  swain's  rich  toils  to  useless  poppies  yield, 
And  Famine  stalks  along  the  purple  field. 
"And    thou,  the   poet's  theme,  the  patriofi 

prayer! 
Where,  France,  thy  hopes,  thy  gilded  promisi 

where; 
When  o'er  Montpefier's  vines,  and  Jura's  snows, 
All  goodly  bright,  young  Freedom's  planet  roset 
What  boots  it  now,  (to  our  destruction  brave,) 
How  strong  thine  arm  in  war?  a  valiant  slave 
Wh&t  boots  it  now  that  wide  thine  eagles  sail, 
Fanned  by  the  flattering  breath  of  conquest's  gale' 
What,  that,  high-piled  within  yon  ample  dome. 
The  bk)od-bought.  treasures  rest  of  Greece  am 

Rome? 
Scourge  of  the  highest,  bolt  in  vengeance  hurled 
By  Heaven's  dread  justice  on  a  shrinking  world! 
Go,  vanqubhed  victor,  bend  thy  proud  helm  down 
Before  thy  sullen  tyrant's  steely  crown. 
For  him  in  Afric's  sands,  and  Poland's  snows, 
Reared  by  thy  toil  the  shadowy  laurel  grows ; 
And  rank  in  German  fields  the  harvest  springs 
Of  pageant  councils  and  obsequious  kings. 
Such  purple  slaves,  of  glittering  fetters  vain, 
Linked  the  wide  circuit  of  the  Latian  chain ; 
And  slaves  like  these  sHall  every  tyrant  find, 
To  gild  oppression,  and  debase  mankind. 

"  Oh !  live  there  yet  whose  hardy  souls  and  hig^ 
Peace  bought  with  shame,  and  tranquil  bonds  de^ 
Who,  driven  from  every  shore,  and  lords  in  vain 
Of  the  wide  prison  of  the  lonely  main. 
Cling  to  their  country'*  rights  with  freebom  zeal, 
More  strong  from  every  stroke,  and  patient  of  th 

steel? 
Guiltless  of  chains,  to  them  has  Heaven  consigne 
Th'  entrusted  cause  of  Europe  and  mankind! 
Or  hope  we  yet  in  Sweden's  martial  snovra 
That  Freedom's  weary  foot  may  find  repose? 
No ; — ^f^m  yon  hermit  shade,  jron  cypress  dell, 
When  fiiintly  peals  the  distant  matin-bell ; 
Where  bigot  kings  and  tjnnt  priests  had  shed 
Their  sleepy  venom  o'er  his  drnulful  head ; 
He  wakes,  th'  avenger — ^hark !  the  hills  around, 
Untamed  Austria  bids  her  clarion  sound ; 
And  many  an  ancient  rock,  and  fleecy  plain, 
And  many  a  vafiant  heart  letums  the  strain: 
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bj  Ihat  shore,  where  Calpe's  anned  steep 
its  long  shadow  o'er  th'  H^iculean  deep, 
ocum  glsdes,  whose  hoary  poplars  wave 
sad  marmars  over  Inez'  grave.(8) 
less  the  call  who  dared  the  first  with8tand(9) 
oslem  wasters  of  their  bleeding  land, 
firm  in  &ith,  and  red  with  slaughtered  Ibes, 
ear-endrcled  crown,  Astaria(  10)  rose, 
ise  alone ;  as  load  the  war-notes  swell, 
Dcba's  shepherd  quits  his  cork-built  cell ; 
k*s  strength  is  there,  and  those  who  till 
ly  nee !)  Morena's  scorched  hill ; 
rude  arms  through  wide  Gallicia's  reign, 
narthy  vintage  pours  her  vigorous  train. 
w  ye  those  tribes?  not  theirs  the  plumed 


;hdy  trappings  of  a  marshalled  host ; 
ping  nations  curse  their  deadly  skill, 
in  danger,  and  inured  to  kill : 
ixs  the  kindling  eye,  the  strenuous  arm ; 
the  dark  cheek,  vrith  patriot  ardour  warm, 
cbed  by  sluggard  ease,  or  slavish  fear, 
CNxl  and  pure  the  blood  that  mantles  there. 
from  the  birth  is  toil ; — o'er  granite  steep, 
athy  wild,  to  guard  the  wandering  sheep ; 
9  the  labouring  mule,  or  bend  the  spear 
the  night-prowling  wolf,  or  felon  bear ; 
ll's  hoarse  rage  in  dreadful  sport  to  mock, 
wt  with  single  sword  his  bellowing  shock. 
lartial  chant  they  know,  each  manly  rhyme, 
incient  lays  of  Spain's  heroic  time.(ll) 
in  Xere's  carnage  fearless  found,(I2) 
littering   brows  with  hostile  spear-heads 
inand;) 

it  chajrte   king   whose   hardy  mountain 
train(13) 

ew  the  knightly  race  of  Charlemagne ; 
liefest  him  who  reared  his  banner  tall(14) 
ious  exile!)  o'er  Valencia's  wall ; 
ied  by  kings,  whose  Moorish  title  rose 
ii-earned  homage  of  his  wondering  foes. 
•  ;  every  mould'ring  tower  and  haunted 
flood, 

e  wild  munnurs  of  the  waving  wood ; 
andy  waste,  and  orange-scented  dell, 
d  Buraba's  field,  and  Lugo,(15)  tell, 
teir  brave  fethers  fought,  how  thick  the  in- 
vaders fell. 

!  virtue  kmg  forgot,  or  vainly  tried, 
t  a  bigot's  ttal,  or  tyrant's  pride ; 
lined  in  distant  dimes  to  bleed  and  die 
le  dank  poisons  of  Tlascala's(16)  sky ; 
en   stem  Austria  stretched  her  lawless 
reign, 

lent  in  northern  fights  the  flower  of  Spain ; 
'9  htmiBB  fiiries  yelled  on  YseU's  shore, 
Jva't  mfiian  sword  was  drunk  vrith  gore. 
led  not  then  Tlascala's  chiefs  withstand 
fty  daring  of  Castiha's  band; 


And  weeping  France  her  captive  king(17)  de- 
plored. 
And  cursed  the  deathful  point  of  Ebro's  sword.  ' 
Now,  nerved  vrith  hope,  their  night  of  slavery  past, 
Each  heart  beats  high  in  freedom's  buxom  blast ; 
Lo  I  Conquest  calls,  afid  beck'ning  from  afiur, 
Uplifts  his  laurel  wreath,  and  waves  them  on  to 

war. 
— Wo  to  th'  usurper  then,  who  dares  defy 
The  sturdy  wrath  of  rustic  loyalty! 
Wo  to  the  hireling  bands,  foredoomed  to  feel 
How  strong  in  labour's  homy  hand  the  steel  1(18) 
Behold  e'en  now,  beneath  yon  Bootic  skies 
Another  Pavia  bids  her  trophies  rise  ;— 
E'en  now  in  base  disgliise  and  friendly  night 
Their  robber-monarch  speeds  his  secret  flight; 
And  with  new  zeal  the  fiery  Lusians  r«ar, 
(Roused  by  their  neighbour's  worth,)  the  long-ne- 
glected spear. 

"  So  when  stern  winter  chills  the  April  showen^ 
And  iron  frost  forbids  the  timely  flowers ; 
Oh!  deem  not  thdu  the  vigorous  herb  below 
Is  crushed  and  dead  beneath  the  incumbept  snow; 
Such  tardy  suns  shall  wealthier  harvests  bring 
Than  all  the  early  smiles  of  flattering  spring." 

Sweet  as  the  martial  trampet's  silver  swell, 
On  my  charmed  sense  th'-  unearthly  accents  feU ; 
Me  wojfider  held,  and  joy  chastised  by  fear. 
As  one  who  wished,  yet  hardly  hoped  to  hear. 
"  Spirit,"  I  cried,  "  dread  teacher,  yet  declare. 
In  that  good  fight,  shall  Albion's  arm  be  there? 
Can  Albion,  brave,  and  wise,  and  proud,  refrain 
To  hail  a  kindred  soul,  and  link  her  fate  with 

Spain?  ' 

Too  long  her  sons,  estranged  from  war  and  toil, 
Have  loathed  the  safety  of  the  sea-girt  isle; 
And  chid  the  waves  which  pent  their  fire  vrithin, 
As  the  stalled  war-horse  woos  the  battle's  din. 
Oh,  by  this  throbbing  heart,  this  patriot  glow. 
Which,  well  I  feel,  each  English  breast  shall 

know; 
Say,  shall  my  country,  roused  finom  deadly  sleep, 
Crowd  with  her  hardy  sons  yon  western  steep  ^ 
And  shall  once  more  the  star  of  France  grow 

pale. 
And  dim  its  beams  in  Ronoesvalles'  vale  7(19) 
Or  shall  foul  sloth  and  timid  doubt  conspire 
To  mar  our  zeal,  and  waste  our  manly  fiie  ?" 

Still  as  I  gazed,  his  lowering  features  spread, 
High  rose  his  form,  and  darkness  veiled  hb  head ; 
Fast  from  his  eyes  the  mddy  lightning  broke,  . 
To  heaven  he  reared  his  arm,  and  thus  he  spoke : 

'*  Wo,  trebly  wo  to  their  slow  zeal  who  bore 
Delusive  comfort  to  Iberia's  shore! 
Who  in  mid  conquest,  vaunting,  yet  dismayed, 
Now  gave  and  now  withdrew  their  laggard  aid ; 
Who,  when  each  bosom  glowed,  each  heart  beat 

high, 
Chilled  the  pure  stream  of  England's  energy, 
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And  lost  in  coartly  fonns  andl  blind  delay 
The  loitered  houxB  of  glory's  short-lived  day. 

'  "  O  peerless  island,  generous,  bold,  and  ficee, 
Liost,  mined  Albion,  Europe  mourns  for  theel 
Hadst  thou  but  known  the  hour  in  mercy  given 
To  slay  thy  doom,  and  W9d  the  ire  of  Heaven ; 
Baied  in  the  cause  of  man  thy  warrior  breast, 
And^crushed  on  yonder  hills  th'  approaching  pest, 
Then  jiad  not  ipurder  sacked  thy  smiling  plain. 
And  wealth,  and  worth,  and  wisdom,  all  been  vain. 

"Yet,  yet  awake!  while  fear  and  wonder  wait. 
On  the  poised  balance,  trembling  still  with  &tel(20) 
If  aught  their  worth  can  plead,  in  battle  tried, 
Who  tinged  with  slaughter  Tajo's  curdling  tide; 
(What  time  base  truce  Um  wheels  of  war  could 

■Uy, 
And  the  weak  victor  flung  his  wreath  away  ;)— 
Or  theirs,  who,  doled  in  scanty  bands  afar, 
Waged  without  hope  the  disproportioned  war, 
And  cheerly  still,  vad  patient  of  distress. 
Led  their  forwasted  files  on  numbeis  number- 
Iess!(21) 

"  Yes,  through  the  march  of  many  a  weary  day, 
As  yon  dark  column  toils  its  seaward  way; 
As  bare,  and  shrinking  from  th'  inclement  sky. 
The  languid  soldier  bends  him  down  to  die ; 
As  o'ei  those  helpless  limbs,  by  murder  gored, 
The  base  pursuer  waves  his  weaker  sword. 
And,  trod  to  earth,  by  trampling  thousands  pressed, 
The  horse-hoof  glances  firom  that  nuuigled  breast; 
E'en  in  that  luHir  his  hope  to  Enghind  flies, 
And  fame  and  vengeance  fire  his  closing  eyes. 

"Oh!  if  such  hope  can  plead,  or  his,  whose 
bier 
Drew  from  his  conquering  host  their  latest  tear; 
Whose  skill,  whose  matchless  valour,  gilded  flight ; 
Entombed  iA  foreign  dust,  a  hasty  soldier'k  rite ; — 
Oh!  rouse  thee  yet  to  conquer  and  to  save. 
And  Wisdom  guide  the  sword  which  Justice  gave  I 

"  And  yet  the  end  is  not!  from  yonder  towers 
While  one    Saguntum(22)   mocks   the   victor's 

powers; 
While  one  brave  heart  defies  a  servile  chain, 
AJid  one  true  soldier  wields  a  lance  for  Spain; 
Trust  not,  vain  tyrant,  though  thy  spoiler  band 
In  tenfold  myriads  darken  half  the  land ;    ^*, 
(Vast  as  that  power,  against  whose  impious  lord 
Bethulia's  matron(23)  shook  the  nightly  sword ;) 
Though  ruth  and  fear  thy  woundless  soul  defy. 
And  fatal  genius  fire  thy  martial  eye; 
Yet  trust  not  here  o'er  yielding  realms  to  roam. 
Or  cheaply  bear  a  bloodless  Haurel  home ! 

*'No!  by  His  viewless  arm  whose  righteous 
care 
Defends  the  orphan's  tear,  the  poor  man's  prayer; 
YHio,  UMtd  of  nature,  o'er  this  changeful  ball 
Decfees  the  rise  of  tnpires,  and  the  fall ; 
Wondrous  in  all  his  ways,  unseen,  unknown,(24) 
Who  tieadi  the  wine-piess  of  the  work!  akme; 


And  robed  in  darkness,  and  surroimdiiig  fears, 
Speeds  on  their  destined  road  the  march  <^ yean! 
No! — shall  yon  eagle,  firom  the  snare  set  finka, 
Stoop  to  thy  wrist,  or  cower  his  wing  for  theel 
And  shall  it  tame  despair,  thy  strong  control, 
Or  quench  a  nation's  still  reviving  soull — 
Go,  Jbid  the  force  of  countless  bands  conspire 
To  curb  the  wandering  wind,  or  grasp  the  fire ! 
Cast  thy  vain  fetters  on  the  troublous  sea ! — 
But  Spain,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  shall  be  firee." 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  8,  coL  1. 
In  DroBden^  grove  the  dewy  cool  I  BoaghL 

The  opening  linesof  this  poem  were  really  com- 
posed in  the  situation  (the  Park  of  Dresden),  and 
under  the  influence  of  the  fieelings,  which  they 
attempt  to  describe.  The  disastrous  issue  of  King 
Frederic's  campaign  took  away  fitMn  the  author 
all  inclination  to  continue  them,  and  they  remained 
neglected  till  the  hopes  of  Europe  were  again  re- 
vived by  the  illustrious  eflRnts  of  the  Spanish  people. 

Note  2,  page  8,  col.  2. 

Flatien'fe  hilL 

The  hUI  of  Praizen  vras  the  point  most  obsti- 
nately contested  in  the  great  battle  which  his 
taken  its  name  from  the  neighbouring  town  of 
Austerhtz;  and  here  the  most  drtodful  slaughter 
took  place,  both  of  French  and  Russians.  The 
author  had,  a  few  weeks  before  he  wrote  the 
above,  visited  every  part  of  this  celebrated  field. 

Note  3,  page  8,  coL  2. 

And,  red  with  dsugliter,  Freedom's  humble  crest 

It  is  necessary  perhaps  to  mention,  that,  by 
freedom,  iii  this  and  in  other  passages  of  the  pre- 
sent poem,  poUtical  liberty  is  understood  in  oppo- 
sition to  the  usurpation  of  any  single  European 
state.  In  the  particular  instance  of  Spain,  how- 
ever, it  is  a  hope  which  the  author  has  not  yet 
seen  reason  to  abandon,  that  a  struggle  so  nobly 
maintained  by  popular  energy,  must  terminate  in 
the  establishment  not  only  of  national  independ- 
ence, but  of  civil  and  rehgious  Uberty. 

Note  4,  page  9,  col.  1. 
GtUlafs  vsondng  umin. 

The  confidence  and  shameful  luxury  of  the 
French  nobles,  during  the  seven  years'  war,  are 
very  saremitically  noticed  by  Templeman. 

Note  5,  page  9,  col.  2. 
Where  youthful  Lewis  led. 

Prince  Lewis  Ferdinand  of  Prussia,  who  feU 
gloriously  with  almost  the  whole  of  his  reghnent. 
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Note  6,  ptge  9,  col.  9.     , 

Bj  BMP  wnoiB  ownni^  Ac> 

Tht  CUwen  of  PrasBia;  beautiful,  onfiirtiinate, 
aD^mmbdued  by  the  nreiest  rerenes. 

Note  7,  page  9,  ool.  2. 

Tbe  covering  cherub^  Ac 

"  Tboa  art  the  anointed  cherub  that  coyerest" — 
Addreaed  to  Tjre,  by  Ezekiel,  xxviii.  14. 

Note  8,  page  11,  col.  1. 
Inei'fraTe. 

IiMide  Caitfo,  the  beloved  mistreas  of  the  Infant 
Don  Ptalfo,  Mm  of  Alphonso  lY .  King  of  Portugal, 
lad  itabbed  by  the  orders,  and,  according  to  Ca- 
in the  pretence  of  that  monarch.  A  foun- 
Coimbra,  the  icene  of  their  loves  and 
is  still  pointed  out  by  tradition,  and 
cded  Amoics.— I>e  la  Oede,  Hut.  de  PortugaUe, 
#0L  t«L  i  page  983-7:— and  Camoeru?  Lwiad, 
S,  stama  exxxT. 

Note  9,  page  11,  cd  1. 

Who  duvd  ths  fint  withnBd 

of  their  bleeding  land. 


Tte 

Tbs  Astmians,  who  under  Pelagius  first  op- 
poad  te  career  of  Mahometan  sucoes. 

Note  10,  page  11,  col.  1. 

II17  ipeBr-enctrcled  crown,  A«uria. 

'La  coaroone  de  fer  de  Dom  P61age,— cette 
cwRime  si  simple  raaii  si  glorieuse,  dont  chaque 
fcmm  este  'fi>rm6  du  fer  d'une  Umce  arrach£e 
■I  Chevaliers  Maures  que  se  heros  avoit  fait 
taabn  toas  ses  coups."—*  Roman  de  Dom  Urtmo 
ir.ViMrtfK,  TVeMan,  torn.  iz.  &2. 

Note  11,  page  11,  col.  1. 
Rode  aadeot  bye  of  Spafai'c  heroic  time. 

SsBthe  two  elegant  spectmens  given  by  Bishop 
1^  in  his  Rehques;  and  the  more  accurate 
tnsrisiians  of  Mr.  Rodd  in  his  CivU  Wars  of 
Gnoada. 

Note  13,  page  11,  ool.  1. 

Him  In  XevBB' carnage  fearleas  found. 

The  Gothic  monaicby  in  Spain  was  overthrown 
by  the  MusBubnans  at  the  battle  of  Xeres,  the 
Cbiiliah  army  being  defeated  with  dreadful 
iiu^ghter,  and  the  death  of  their  King,  the  un- 
%py  and  fioentioas  Roderigo.  Pelagius  aasem- 
IW  te  small  band  of  those  fugitives  who  despised 
amid  the  mountains  of  the  Asturias, 
the  name  of  King  of  Ovieda 

Note  13,  page,  11,  col.  1. 
or  that  eha«e  Idng,  Ac 

AloDflo^  somamed  the  Chaste,  with  ample  rea- 
B,  if  w«  befieve  hk  historians;  who  defeated,  ac- 


cording to  the  Spanish  VMnances,  and  the  graver 
authority  of  Mariana,  the  whole  force  of  Charle- 
magne and  the  twelve  iweni  of  France  at  Ronces- 
valles.  Bertrand  del  Carpio,  the  son  -of  Alonzo's 
sister,  Ximena,  was  his  general;  and  according  to 
Don  Cluixote  (no  incoinpetent  authority  on  such 
a  subject)  put  the  celebrated  Ordando  to  the  same 
death  as  Hercules  inflicted  on  Antaus.  His  rea- 
son was,  that  the  nephew  of  Ciarlemagne  was 
enchanted,  and  like  Achilles  only  Vulnerable  in 
the  heel,  to  guard  which  he  wore  always  iron 
shoes.  See  Mariana,  1.  vii.  c.  xi. ;  Don  Cluixote, 
book  i.  c.  1.;  and  the  notes  on  Mr.  Southey's 
Chronicle  of  the  Cid  j  a  work  replete  with  power- 
ful description,  and  knowledge  of  ancient  history 
and  manners,  and  which  adds  a  new  wreath  to 
one,  who  **  nullum  fere  soribendi  genus  intactum 
reliquit,  nulliun  quod  tetigit  non  omavit." 

Note  14,  page  11,  ooL  1. 

CUefat  him  who  reand  hli  banaar  taB,  *e. 

Rodfigo  Diaz,  of  Bivar,  sumamed  th«  CU  by 
the  Moors. — See  Mr.  Southey's  Chronicle 


Note  15,  page  11,  col.  1. 
Red  Bsraba^  flekl,  and  Lugo— 

Buraba  and  Lugo  were  renowned  scenes  of 
Spanish  victories  over  the  Moors,  in  the  reigkis 
of  Bermudo,  or,  as  his  name  is  Xjatinized,  Yere- 
mnndus,  and  Alonso  the  Chaste^  Of  Lugo  the 
British  have  since  obtained  a  melancholy  know- 
ledge. 

-  Note  16^  page  11,  col.  1. 


An  extensive  district  of  Mexico  *,.  its  inhabitants 
were  the  first  Indians  who  submitted  to  the  Spa- 
niards under  Cortei. 

Note  17,  page  11,  col.  2. 

Her  capthre  king. 

.    Francis  I.  taken  prisoner  at  the  battfe  ofPavia. 

Note  18;  page  11,  coL  S. 

"^  Ton  B«otie  Aka 

Andalusia  fomw  a  part  of  the  ancient  Hispania 
Boetica. 

Note  18,  page  11,  ooL  9. 
BoaeetfaOei^  vale. 
See  the  fenner  note  on  Alonso  the  Chaste. 

Note  30,  page  IS,  ooL  I. 

The  potad  bakaoe  uembltag  mil  wfch  1^ 

Thk  line  b  imitated  fimn  oHe  of  Mr.  Roseoels 
spirited  verses  on  the  oofflnNMttement  of  tht  FMMh 
levohition. 
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Note  21,  p&ge  12,  col.  1. 

Namben  nomberleoi. 
"Ho  kwkad  vtd  nw  what  numben  nomtMriMs.*' 

Milton,  Paradke  Regained, 

Note  22,  page  12,  col.  1. 

One  SaguntunL 

The  ancient  siege  of  Saguntum  has  been  now 
rivalled  bj  Zaragont.  The  author  if  happy  to 
refer  his  xeaden  to  the  interesting  narrative  of  his 
firiend  Mr.  Vaughan. 


Note  23,  page  12,  ool.  1. 

BethoUa's  matxon. 


Judith. 


Noto  24,  page  12,  col  1. 

Who  treads  the  wine>prMi  of  the  worid  alMM. 

"1  have  trodden  the  vnne-piess  alone,  and 
the  people  there  was  none  with  me,  for  I  will  tr 
them  in  mine  anger,  and  trample  them  in 
fury." — Isaiah  bdii.  3. 


^S^mmnu 


WRITTEN  FOR  THE  WEEKLY  CHURCH  SERVICE 

OF  ISE  TEAR. 


fiSevenI  of  theeo  hjinns  were  originally  published  in  the  I 
Chrialian  Observer,  in  the  yean  1811  'and  1812,  and  were 
then  accompanied  by  the  ff^owing  prefatory  notice,  which  it 
is  thought  due  to  the  author,  should  be  here  preserved. 

"  The  following  Hymns  are  port  of  an  intended  series,  ap- 
propriate to  the  Sundays,  and  principal  holidays  of  the  year ; 
connected  in  some  degree  with  their  particular  Collects  and 
Gospels,  and  designed  to  be  syng  between  the  Nicene  Creed 
and  the  Sermon.  Thi^  .affect  of  an  arrangement  of  this  kind, 
though  only  partially  adopted,  fs  very  strilcing  in  the  Romish 
liturgy ;  and  its  place  should  seem  to  be  imperfectly  supplied 
by  a  few  venes  of  a  Psalm,  entirely  unconnected  with  the 
peculiar  devotions  of  the  day,  and  selected  at  the  discretion  of 
a  clerk  or  organist  On  the  merits  of  the  present  imperfect 
essays^  the  author  is  unaffectedly  diffident ;  and  as  his  labours 
are  intended  for  the  use  of  his  own  congregation,  he  will  be 
tbankftU  for  any  suggestion  which  may  advance  or  correct 
them.  In  one  respect,  at  least,  he  hopes  the  following  poems 
will  not  be  found  reprehensible ;— no  fulsome  or  indecorous 
language  has  been  knowingly  adopted :  no  erotic  addreases  to 
him  whom  no  unclean  Up  can  approach,  no  allegory  ill  un- 
derMood,  and  wone  applied.  It  is  not  enough,  in  his  opinion, 
to  objea  to  such  expressionfl  that  they  are  fanatical ;  they 
are  positively  profane.  When  our  Saviour  was  on  earth  and 
in  great  humility  conversant  with  mankind ;  when  he  sat  at 
the  taUes,  and  washed  the  feet,  and  healed  the  diseases  of  his 
creatures;  yet  did  not  his  disciples  give  him  any  more  fami- 
liar name  than  Master  or  Jjord.  And  now  at  the  right  hand 
of  his  Father's  majesty,  shall  we  address  him  with  ditties  of 
embraces  and  passion,  or  language  which  it  wotild  be  dis- 
graceful in  an  earthly  sovereign  to  endure  1  Such  expressions^ 
it  to  aak),  are  taken  Irom  Scripture ;  but  even  if  the  original 
application,  which  to  often  doubtful,  were  clearly  and  un- 
equivocally ascertained,  yet,  though  the  ooUecUve  Christian 
church  may  very  properly  be  personified  as  the  spouse  of 
Christ,  an  apidication  of  such  language  to  individual  beUevets 
to  as  dangerous  as  it  to  absurd  and  unauthorized.  Nor  to  it 
going  too  far  to  aarert,  that  the  brutalities  of  a  common  swearer 
can  hardly  bring  religion  into  more  sure  contempt,  or  more 
scandalously  profane  the  Name  which  is  above  every  name 
in  heaven  iod  earth,  tlian  certain  epithets  applied  to  Christ  in 
our  popular  ooUectiona  of  religiouB  poetry." 

Btahop  Heber  subsequently  arrtmged  these  hymns,  with 
atSM  oihea  by  various  writen^  in  a  regular  aeries  adapted  to 
iheswviosBof  the  Cburdi  of  England  throughout  the  year, 
and  it  was  hto  imentkn  to  publiih  them  soon  after  hto  arrival 


in  India ;  but  the  arduous  duties  of  hto  station  left  little  tl 
during  the  short  life  there  alkxtod  to  him,  for  any  employn 
not  immediately  connected  with  his  diocese.  Thto  arrai 
nient  of  them  has  been  published  in  Elngland  since  hto  de 
and  republished  hi  thto  coimi^y. 


ADVENT  SUNDAY. 
Matt.  xxi. 

HosAKNA  to  the  living  Lord ! 
HoeaAna  to  the  incarnate  Word! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  Hosanna  sing  f 
Hosanna!  Lord!  Hosanna  in  the  highest 

Hosanna,  Lord !  thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord!  thy  saints  reply; 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around, 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound ; 
Hosanna !  Lord !  Hosanna  in  the  highest ! 

Oh,  Saviour !  with  protecting  care, 
Return  to  this  thy  house  of  prayer ! 
Assembled  in  thy  sacred  name. 
Where  we  thy  parting  promise  claim 
Hosanna!  Lord!  Hosanna  in  the  highest 

• 

But  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal !  bid  thy  spirit  rest. 
And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  thee ! 
Hosanna!  Lord!  Hosanna  in  the  highesi 

So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again, 
Hosanna!  Lord!  Hosanna  in  the  highest 
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SECOND  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT. 

John  i. 

Ths  Lord  will  come !  the  earth  shaU  quake, 
The  hills  their  fixed  teat  fonake; 
And,  withering,  from  the  Tault  of  night 
The  etan  withdraw  their  feeUe  light 


The  Lord  will  come !  hat  not  the  same 

Ai  ODoe  in  kiwlj  fimn  he  came, 

A  olent  lamb  to  elaughter  led, 

The  IriBMd,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  oome  I  a  dreadful  form. 
With  wreath  i>f  flame,  and  robe  of  storm. 
On  cfaemb  wings,  and  wings  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judge  of  haman4dnd  I 

Can  this  be  Thee  who  wont  to  stray 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway ; 
By  power  oppressed  and  mocked  by  pride  1 
Oh,  God!  is  this  the  crucified'} 

Go,  tyrants !  to  the  rocks  complain ! 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain ! 
But  fidth,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb, 
Shill  mng  kn  joy — the  Lord  is  come ! 


SECOND  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT. 
Luke  xxi. 

bi  the  ran  and  moon  and  stars 
Signs  and  wonders  there  shall  be; 

Enth  shall  quake  with  inward  wars, 
Natioos  with  perplexity. 

Soon  ahall  ocean's  hoary  deep. 
Tossed  with  stronger  tempMs,  rise : 

Dufcer  storms  the  mountain  swi^p. 
Redder  lightning  rend  the  skies. 

Evil  thoughts  shall  shake  the  proud, 
Racking  doubt  and  restless  fear ; 

And  amid  the  thunder  cloud 
ShaD  the  Judge  of  men  appear. 

Bat  thoogh  from  that  awiul  face 
Heaven  shall  fitde  and  earth  shall  fly, 

Feu  not  ye,  hb  chosen  race, 
Your  redemption  draweth  nigh  I 


THIRD  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT. 

Matt.  xi. 

Oh,  Saviour,  is  thy  promise  fled? 

No  longer  might  thy  grace  endure. 
To  heal  the  sick  and  raise  the  dead, 

And  preach  thy  gospel  to  the  poor? 
3 


Come^  Jesus !  oome  I  return  again ; 

With  brighter  beam  thy  servants  bless. 
Who  long  to  feel  thy  perfect  reign. 

And  share  thy  kingidom's  happiness ! 

A  feeble  race,  by  passion  driven, 
In  darkness  sjkI  in  doubt  we  roam, 

And  lift  our  anxious  eyes  to  Heaven, 
Our  hope,  our  harbour,  and  our  home ! 

Yet  mid  the  vrild  and  wiht'ry  gale. 
When  Death  rides  darkly  o'er  the  sea, 

And  strength  and  earthly  daring  fail. 
Our  prayers,  Redeemer!  rest  on  Thee! 

Come,  Jesus !  come !  and,  as  of  yore 
The  prophet  went  to  clear  thy  way, 

A  harbinger  thy  feet  before^ 
A  dawhing  to  thy  brighter  day : 

So  now  my  grace  with  heavenly  shower 
Our  stony  hearts  fer  troth  prepare ;. 

Sow  in  our  souls  the  seed  of  power, 
Then  come  and  reap  thy  harvest  there ! 


THE  FOURTH  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT. 

Tiv  world  is  grown  pld,  and  her  pleasures  are 

past; 
The  world  is  grown  old,  and  her  form  may  not  last ; 
The  world  Ib  grown  old,  and  trembles  for  fear; 
For  sorrows  abound  and  judgment  is  near ! 

The  sun  in  the  heaven  is  languid  and  pale ; 
And  feeble  and  few  are  the  fruits  of  the  vale ; 
And  the  hearts  of  the  nations  &il  them  for  fear, 
For  the  world  is  grown  old,  and  judgment  ia  near  I 

The  king  on  his  throne,  the  bride  in  her  bower, 
The  children  of  pleasure  all  feel  the  sad  hour; 
The  roses  are  faded,  and  tasteless  the  cheer. 
For  the  world  is  grown  old,  and  judgment  is  near ! 

The  world  is  grown  old !— but  should  weicomplain, 
Who  have  tried  her  and  know  that  her  promise  is 

vaini 
Our  heart  is  in  heaven,  our  home  is  not  here, 
And  we  look  for  our  crown  when  judgment  is 

near! 


CHRISTBiAS  DAY. 

Oh,-  Saviour,  whom  this  holy  mom 
Gave  to  our  world  below ; 

To  mortal  want  and  labour  bom, 
And  more  than  mortal  wo! 

Incarnate  Word !  by  every  grief. 
By  each  temptation  tried, 

Who  lived  to  yield  our  ills  relief, 
And  to  redeem  us  died ! 
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If  gaily  dolhed  and  proudly  fed, 
In  dangerous  wealth  we  dweU, 

Remind  ua  of  thy  manger  bed. 
And  lowly  cottage  cell  1  « 

If  prest  by  poverty  aereiei 

In  enviooa  want  we  pine, 
Oh  may  thy  spirit  whisper  pear, 

How  poor  a  lot  was  thine! 

Through  fickle  ibrtuoe's  ▼arious  scene 

From  sin  preslrve  ns  free ! 
Like  as  thou  haal' ft  mourner  been. 

May  we  rejoice  with  Thee  1 


ST.  STEPHEN'S  DAY. 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war, 

A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 
His  blood-red'banner  streams  afar! 

Who  follows  in  his  train  1 
Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  wo. 

Triumphant  over  pain, 
Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below. 

He  foUows  in  his  train ! 

The  inartyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 

Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave ; 
Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky. 

And  called  on  him  to  save. 
Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue 

In  midst  of  mortal  pain, 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong ) 

Who  follows  in  lus  traini 

A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few. 

On  whom  the  spirit  came ; 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they  knew. 

And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame.     ^ 
They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel. 

The  lion's  gory  mtbne : 
They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  to  foel  I 

WhJ'^ows  in  their  train  1 

A  noble  army — ^men  and  boys, 

The  matron  and  the  maid, 
Around  the  Saviour's  throne  rejoice. 

In  robes  of  light  arrayed. 
They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  Heaven, 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain ! 
Oh,  Qod  I  to  us  may  grace  be  given 

To  follow  in  their  train! 


ST.  JOHN  THE  EVANGEUST'S  DAY. 

Ob,  God  I  who  gav'st  thy  servant  graoe^ 

Amid  the  storms  of  life  distrest, 
To  Uxk  on  thine  incarnate  foce, 

And  lean  on  thy  protecting  breast : 


To  see  the  light  that  dimly  shone, 
Eclipsed  for  us  in  sorrow  pale, 

Pure  Image  of  the  Eternal  One  I 
Through  shadows  of  thy  mortal  veil  I 

Be  ours,  oh.  King  of  Mercy!  still 
To  fisel  thy  presence  from  above, 

And  in  thy  word,  and  in  thy  will, 
To  hear  thy  voice  and  know  thy  love; 

And  when  the  toils  of  life  are  done. 
And  nature  waits  thy  dread  decree. 

To  find  our  rest  beneath  thy  throne. 
And  k)ok,  in  humble  hope,  to  Thee  I 


INNOCENT'S  DAY. 

Oh  weep  not  o^er  thy  children's  tomb. 

Oh,  Rachel,  weep  not  so  I 
The  bud  is  cropt  by  martyrdom 
'  The  flower  in  heaven  shall  blow ! 

Firstlings  of  faith  t  the  murderer's  knife 
Has  missed  its  deadliest  aim : 

The  Gh)d  for  whom  they  gave  their  life. 
For  them  to  suflfer  came  I 

Though  feeble  were  their  days  and  few. 

Baptized  in  Uood  and  pain. 
He  knows  them,  whom  they  never  knew, 

And  they  shall  live  again. 

Then  weep  not  o'er  thy  children's  tomb, 

Oh,  Radiel,  weep  not  so ! 
The  bud  is  cropt  by  martyrdom, 

The  flower  in  heaven  shall  blow ! 


SUNDAY  AFTER  CHRISTMAS ; 
CIRCUMCISION. 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might ! 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  light ! 
Maker,  teacher  infinite  1 

Jesus!  hear  and  save! 

Who^  when  sin's  tremendous  doom 
Gkive  Creation  to  the  tomb. 
Didst  not  scorn  the  Virgin's  womb, 
Jesus  I  hear  and  save! 

Mighty  monarch  I  Saviour  miU ! 
Humbled  to  a  mortal  child. 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled, 

Jesus !  hear  and  save  f 

Throned  above  celestial  things. 
Borne  aloft  on  angel's  wings, 
Lofd  of  Lords,  and  King  of  kings ! 
Jesus !  hear  and  save ! 
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ho  ahaU  yet  rotitm  firom  high, 
bed  in  might  and  majesty, 
ar  na !  help  us  when  we  cry! 

Jeaoa  I  hear  and  save ! 


EPIPHANY. 

ht  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning  I 
I  on  our  daikness  and  lend  ns  thine  aid  I 
he  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
)  when  our  in&nt  Redeemer  is  laid ! 

his  cradle  the  dew  drops  are  shining, 
Bes  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall, 
idore  him  in  slumber  reclining,  **' 

r  and  Monarch  and  Saviour  of  all! 

tD  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devotbn, 
rs  of  Eldom  and  offerings  divine  1 
'  the  momitain  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
i  firom  the  forest  or  gold  from  the  miuel 

ife  ofier  each  ample  oblation ; 

y  with  gifts  would  his  favour  secure  : 

yy  fiur  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 

ft  to  Qcd  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

It  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  rooming ! 
I  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid  I 
the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
» where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid ! 


r  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 

LUKB  II. 

iiiHED  be  all  the bo^  of  age! 
Be  hoary  learning  dumb ! 
[pounder  of  the  mystic  page, 
Behold  an  Infimt  come  I 

1,  Wisdom,  whose  unfading  power 
Bende  th'  Eternal  stood, 
)  frame,  in  nature's  earliest  hour, 
The  land,  the  sky,  the  flood; 

i  didst  not  Thoa  disdain  awhile 
hn  infant  form  to  wear; 
lUesi  thy  mother  with  a  smile, 
ind  lisp  thy  Altered  prayer. 

t,  in  thy  Father^  own  abode, 
With  Israd's  eiders  round, 
Bvening  high  with  Israel's  God, 
Thy  chkfest  joy  was  fiNmd. 

may  omr  youth  adore  thy  name ! 
Lnd,  Saviour,  deign  to  bless 
th  fceteiing  grace  the  thnid  flame 
)f  early  boltiMM! 


FIRST  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 

Bt  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  sweet  the  lily  grows ! 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill   v 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 

Lo  I  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod ; 

Whose  secret  h«^  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  Obd  1 

By  cool  Siloajh's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  tint  hQl 

Must  shortly  &de  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  vrintVy  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power. 

And  stormy  passion's  rage !  * 

O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  thy  Father;s  shrine ! 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crowned, 

Were  all  alike  divine. 

Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath. 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age  and  death, 

To  keep  us  still  thine  own ! 


SECOND  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 

OB,'hand  of  bounty,  hugely  spread. 
By  whom  our  every  want  is  fed, 
Whate'er  we  touch,  or  taste,  or  see. 
We  owe  them  all»  oh  Lord !  to  Thee; 
The  com,  the  oil,  the  purple  wine. 
Are  ffl  thy  gifts,  and  only  thine ! 

The  stream  t||p'word  ti^nectar  dyed, 
The  bread  thy  blessing  multiplied, 
The  stormy  wind,  the  whehning  floodj 
That  silent  at  thy  mandate  stood, 
How  well  they  luiew  thy  voice  divine. 
Whose  works  they  were,  and  only  thine ! 

Though  now  no  more  on  earth  we  trace 
Thy  fiwtsteps  of  celestial  grace. 
Obedient  to  thy  word  and  will 
We  seek  thy  daily  mercy  still ; 
Its  blessed  beams  around  us  shine. 
And  thine  we  are,  and  only  thine ! 


FOR  THE  SAME. 

Incarnate  Word,  who,  wont  to  dwell 
In  lowly  shape  and  cottage  cell. 
Didst  not  refuse  a  guest  to  be 
At  Cana's  poor  festivity : 
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Oh,  when  our  foul  from  care  is  free, 
Then,  SaTioor,  may  we  think  on  Thee, 
And  aeated  at  the  festal  l)oaid. 
In  Fancy*!  eye  behold  the  Lord. 

Then4Bay  wa  aeem,  in  Fancy's  ear, 
Thy  manna-diopping  tongue  to  hear, 
And  think/^-erennaw,  thy  searching  gaie 
Ea^  secret  of  our  soul  surveys ! 

So  magr  each  joy,  chastised  axjid  pure. 
Beyond  the boundi  of  earth  e^jlore; 
Nor  pleasure  in  the  wounded  mind 
Shall  ^ve  A  rankling  sting  behind  I 


FOR  THE  SAME. 

Wh£N  on  her  Maker's  bosom 
The  new-bom  earth  was  laid, 

And  nature's  opening  blossom  . 
Its  fairest  bloom  displayed ;  " 

When  all  with  fruit  and  flowers 
The  laughing  soil  was  drest, 

And  Even's  fragrant  bowers 
Received  their  human  guest; 

No  sin  his  face  defiling, 
The  heir  of  Nature  stood, 

And  Qod,  benignly  smiling. 
Beheld  that  all  was  good! 


Yet  in  that  hour  of  blesdng, 
A  single  want  was  known ; 

A  wish  the  heart  distressing; 
For  Adam  was  alone  t 

Oh,  Qod  of  pure  aflfection  I 
By  men  and  indnts  adored. 

Who  gavest  thy  protection  * 

To  Cana's  nuptial  bqipd. 

May  such  thy  bounties  ever 
To  wedded  love  be  shown. 

And  no  rude  hand  dissever 
Whom  thou  hast  linked  in  one. 


THIRD  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 

Matt.  tiii. 

Lord  I  whose  love,  in  power  ezoeUii^ 

Washed  the  leper's  stain  away. 
Jesus  I  from  thy  heavenly  dwelling. 

Hear  us,  help  us,  when  we  pray! 

From  the  filth  of  vice  and  ibUy, 

From  infuriate  passion's  rage, 
Evil  thoughts  and  hopes  unholy, 

Heedless  youth  and  selfish  age ; 


From  the  lusts  whose  deep  poUutions 
Adam's  ancient  taint  disclose, 

From  the  tempter's  dark  intrusions, 
Restless  doubt  and  blind  repose; 

From  the  miser's  cuned  treasure, 
From  the  drunkard's  jest  obscene, 

From  the  world,  its  pomp  and  pleasure, 
Jesus  I  Master  I  make  us  clean  I 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPI- 
PHANY. 

Wben  through  the  torn  sail  the  vrild  tempest  is 

'  streaming, 
When  o'er  the  dariL  Wave  the  red  lightning  is 

gleaming. 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray  the  poor  seamen  to  cheririi. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker—'*  Help,  Lord !  or  we  pe^ 

Oh,  Jesus !  once  tossed  on  the  breast  of  the  billow. 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  thy  pQlow, 
Now,  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 
Who  cries  in  his  danger — "  Help,  Lord  I  or  we 
perish!" 

And  oh,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  ragiag, 
When  hell  in  our  heart  his  wild  warfare  is  waging, 
Arise  in  thy  strength  thy  redeemed  to  cherish, 
Rebuke   the   destroyer—**  Help,  Lord!  or  we 
perish  1" 


SEPTUAQESIMA  SUNDAY. 

The  God  of  glory  wal^  hb  round. 
From  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year, 
And  warns  us  each  vrith  awful  sound, 
"  No  longer  stand  ye  idle  here! 

"  Ye  whose  young  cheeks  are  rosy  bright, 
Whose  hands  are  strong,  whose  hearts  are  clear. 
Waste  not  of  hope,  the  morning  light  I 
Ah,  fools!  why  stand  ye  idle  here  1 


"  Oh,  as  the  griefii  ye  would  assuage. 
That  vrait  on  life's  declining  year. 
Secure  a  blearing  fat  your  age. 
And  work  your  Bilker's  businen  heie ! 


*'  And  ye,  whose  loeksof  scanty  gray 
Fovetell  your  latest  tra^raU  near. 
How  swiftly  fides  your  worthless  day! 
And  stand  ye  yet  so  idle  here  1 

"  One  hour  remains,  there  is  but  one ! 
But  many  a  shriek  and  many  a  tear 
Through  ondbss  years  the  guilt  must 
Of  moments  lost  and  wasted  hiQie !" 
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Oh  TlioQ,  b^  in  thy  works  adored, 
To  whom  die  ■luier'f  loul  b  dear, 
BcetO  Of  to  tbf  vineyard,  Lord ! 
iad  gruift  us  grace  to  pleaae  thee  here  t 


SBXAOBSlliA  SUNDAY. 

h^  God  I  by  whom  the  eeed  ii  given; 

ly  whom  the  harveat  bleit; 

Hioae  word  like  manna  ahoweied  ftom  heaven, 

i  pkoled  hi  our  bieaat ; 


it  from  the  paanng  feet, 
nd  phmdereri  of  the  air; 
he  niltzy  ami's  intenser  heat, 
od  weeds  of  worldly  care ; 

hopgh  bmisd  deep  or  thinly  stiewn, 
0  thoQ  thy  grace  supply ; 
be  hope  in  earthly  fiurowB  sown 
liaDnpeiiin  tbsiky! 


CiniNaUAGESIBiA. 

LosD  of  meiey  and  of  mi|^ 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  li^U, 
Blaker,  teacher,  infinite, 
Jeans,  hear  and  lavel 

Who,  when  sin's  ptimsTal  doom 
Gave  creation  to  the  tomh, 
Didft  not  scorn  a  Vligin's  womb, 
Jesns,  hear  and  save ! 

Strong  Creator,  Savioor  mild, 
Hmnbied  to  a  mortal  child, 
Captive,  beaten,  boond,  reviled, 
Jeans,  hear  and  save! 

Throned  above  celestial  things. 
Bone  akift  on  angeb*  wings, 
Losdafhnds,  and  Kingofkiogi, 
Jesii%  hear  and  lave! 

Soon  to  come  to  earth  again, 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
Hear  as  now,  and  bear  as  then, 
hear  and  iavet 


THIRD  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 

Vnom-boml  we  bow  before  thee! 
Bbnd  was  the  womb  that  bom  thee  I 
Hny,  mother  meek  and  mild, 
BkMed  was  dM  in  her  child ! 

Bkand  was  the  breast  that  fed  thse  I 
tliB  hand  that  led  thse  1 


Bloned  was  the  parent's  eye 

That  watchljd  thy  slumbering  in&ncy ! 

Bkawd  she  by  all  creation. 

Who  brought  forth  the  world's  salvation ! 

And  blessed  they,  for  ever  blest. 

Who  k>ve  thee  most  aaid  serve  tliee  bestl 

'^nrgin-bom  t  we  bow  before  thea! 
Blessed  was  the  womb  that  bore  thee  I     ^ 
Mary,  mother  meek  and  mild. 
Blessed  wasL  sHa  |n  tier  child  I 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  tN  LESTf, 

Oh,  King  of  earth  and  air  and  sea! 
The  hungry  ravens  cry  to  thMI; 
To  thee  the  scaly  tribes  that  sweep 
The  bosom  of  the  boundless  deep ; 

To  thee  the  lions  roaring  call. 
The  common  Father,  kind  to  all ! 
Then  grant  thy  servanti^  Lord !  we  pray. 
Our  daily  bread  firom  day  to  day! 


The  fishes  may  for  food  w».|«»., 
The  ravens  spread  their  winga  in  vain ; 
The  roaring  lions  lack  and  pine; 
But  God !  thou  carest  still  for  thfbe  I 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  food  can  bless 
The  bleak  and  lonely  v?ildeniess ; 
And  thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord !  to  pray 
For  daily  bread  firom  day  to  day ! 

And  oh,  when  through  the  wilds  we  roam 
That  part  us  ftom  our  heavenly  Mdm; 
When,  k)st  in  danger,  wmK^-and  wo^ 
Our  faithleas  teats  begin  to  flow ; 

Do  thou  thy  gracious  comfort  gtfe, 
By  which  alone  the  soul  may  live ; 
And  grant  thy  servants.  Lord !  wepny. 
The  bread  of  life  firom  day  to  day! 


FIFTH  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 

Oh  Thou,  whom  neither  time  nor  space 
Can  dxtfe  in,  unseen,  unknown. 

Nor  feith  in  boldest  ffight  can  traoe^ 
Save  through  thy  Spirit  and  thy  Son ! 

And  Thou  that  firam  thy  bright  abode. 
To  us  in  mortal  weakness'shown. 

Didst  graft  the  manhood  into  God, 
Etenial, po-etemal  Son! 

And  Thou  whoae  nnetkNH  firam  on  high 
'    By  comfort,  light,  and  km)  is  known ! 
Who^  with  the  parent  Deity, 
Dnad  Spirit!  ait  for  ever  one! 
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Great  First  and  Lastl  thy bleesiiig  give ! 

And  grant  us  faith,  thy  gift  alone, 
To  love  and  praise  thee  while  we  live, 

And  do  whatever  thou  would'st  have  done ! 


SIXTH  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 

The  liord  of  might,  from  Sinai's  brow, 
Gave  forth  his  voice  of  thunder ; 

And  Israel  lay  on  earth  below. 
Outstretched  in  fear  and  wonder. 

Beneath  to  feet  was  pitchy  night, 

And,  at  his  left  hand  and  his  right, 
The  rocks  were  rent  asunder  I 

The  Lord  of  Ipve,  on  Calvary, 
A  meek  and  suJSering  stranger, 

Upraised  to  heaven  his  languid  eye, 
In  nature's  hour  of  danger. 

For  us  he  bore  the  weight  of  wo. 

For  us  he  gave  his  blood  to  flow, 
And  met  his  Father's  anger. 

The  Lord  of  love,  the  Lord  of  might. 

The  king  of  all  created, 
Shall  back  return  to  claim  his  right, 

On  ebuds  of  glory  seated ; 
With  trumpet-sound  and  angel-song, 
And  halleli^ahs  loud  and  long* 

O'er  Death  and  Hell  defeated  I 


GOOD  FRIDAY. 

Oh  more  than  merciful !  whose  bounty  gave 
Thy  guiltless  self  to  glut  the  greedy  grave ! 
Whose  heart  was  rent  to  pay  thy  people's  price, 
The  great  High-priest  at  once  and  sacrifice ! 
Help,  Saviour,  by  thy  cross  and  crimson  stain, 
Nor  let  thy  glorious  blood  bo  spilt  in  vain ! 

When  sin  with  flow'ry  garland  hides  her  dart, 
When  tyrant  force  would  daunt  the  sinking  heart, 
When  fleshly  lust  assails,  or  worldly  care, 
Or  the  soul  flutters  in  the  fowler's  snare, — 
Help,  Saviour,  by  thy  cross  and  crimson  stain, 
Nor  let  thy  glorious  blood  be  spilt  in  vain  I 

And  chiefest  then,  when  nature  yields  the  strife, 
And  mortal  darkness  wraps  the  gate  of  life, 
When  the  poor  spirit,  from  the  tomb  set  free, 
Sinks  at  thy  fleet  1^  lifts  ito  hope  to  thee— 
Help,  Saviour,  by  thy  cross  and  crimson  stain  I 
Nor  let  thy  glorious  bkwd  bo  spilt  in  vain ! 


EASTER  DAY.    . 

God  is  gone  up  with  a  tnerry  noise 

Of  saints  that  sing  on  high ; 
With  his  own  right  hand  and  his  holy  arm 

He  hath  woo  the  victory! 


Now  empty  are  the  courts  of  death, 
'  And  caished  thy  sting,  despair : 
And  roses  bloom  in  the  desert  tomb^ 
For  Jesus  hath  been  there  I 

And  he  hath  tamed  the  strength  of  hell, 
And  dragged  him  through  the  sky. 

And  captive  behind  his  chariot  wheel, 
He  hath  bound  captivity! 

God  is  gone  up  with  a  meriry  noise 

Of  saints  that  sing  on  high; 
With  his  own  right  hand  and  his  holy  ai 

He  hath  won  the  victory! 


FIFTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  EAST] 

Life  nor  Death  shaU  us  dissever 
From  his  love  who  reigns  for  ever  I 
Will  he  fail  usl  Never !  never! 
When  to  him  we  cry ! 

Sin  may  seek  to  snare  us. 
Fury  passion  tear  us ! 
Doubt  and  fear,  and  grim  despair, 
Their  fangs  against  us  try; 

But  his  might  shall  still  defend  us, 
And  his  blessed  Son  befriend  us. 
And  his  Holy  Spirit  send  us 
Comfort  ere  we  die ! 


ASCENSION  DAY,  AND  SUND 
AFTER. 

"  Sit  thou  on  my  right  hand,  my  Son !"  sai 
Lord. 

"  Sit  thou  on  my  right  hand,  my  Son ! 
Till  in  the  fatal  hour 
Of  my  wrath  and  my  power, 

Thy  foes  shaU  be  a  footstool  to  thy  throiie! 

"  Prayer  shall  be  made  to  thee,  my  Son !' 

the  Lord. 
"  Pn^er  shall  be  made  to  thee,  my  Son ! 

From  earth  and  air  and  sea, 

And  all  that  in  them  be, 
Which  thou  for  thine  heritage  hast  won !" 

"  Daily  be  thou  praised,  my  Son !"  saith  the 
"  Daily  be  thou  praised,  my  Son ! 
And  all  that  live  and  move, 
Let  them  bless  thy  bleeding  k)ve. 
And  the  work  which  thy  worthiness  hath  i 


WHITSUNDAY. 

Spirit  of  Truth  I  on  this  thy  day 

To  thee  for  help  we  cry ; 
To  guide  us  through  the  dreary  way 

Of  dark  mortality! 
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We  Mk  not,  Lord!  thy  cloven  flaBMi^ 

Or  tongues  of  varioui  tone ; 
Boi  long  thy  pniies  to  proclaim 

Whh  fenrour  in  oar  own.  • 

We  moam  not  thit  prophetic  ikUl 

If  fiMmd  on  earth  no  more ; 
Enoqgfa  for  na  to  trace  thy  wiD 

In  Scriptore'a  acred  lore. 

We  Bother  hav«  nor  aeek  the  power 

in  demom  to  eootvol ; 
But  thou  in  dark  temptation's  hour, 

ShaU  chase  them  fitom  the  sool. 

No  heavenly  harpings  sooth  cfoi  ear, 

No  mystic  dreams  we  share  \ 
Tet  hope  to  feel  thy  comfort  near, 

And  hiess  thee  in  our  prayer. 

WhoB  tongues  shall  cease,  and  power  decay, 

And  knowledge  empty  prove, 
Do  thoo  thy  trembling  servants  stay 

With  F«ith,  with  Hope,  with  Love ! 


TRINITY  SUNDAY. 

Holt,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty, 
Early  in  the  morning  onr  song  shall  rise  to  thee; 

Bflif,  holy,  holy,  mercifiil  and  mighty  I 
God  in  three  persoos,  blessed  Trinity  1 

Bflif,  holy,  holy!  all  the  saints  adore  thee^ 
Cisting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the 

CheiTibim  and  seraphim  foiling  down  before  thee, 
weit  and  art  and  evermore  shall  be ! 


Balj,  holy,  holy  I  though  the  darkness  hide  thee, 
Thoiigh  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  may 
not  see, 

M^fhoo  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  thee, 
Pafoct  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity  I 

Haiy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Ahnighty  I 
AD  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name  in  earth 
and  sky  and  sea. 

Holj,  holy,  holy,  roerdfol  and  m!|^hty! 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity ! 


WEST  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Room  for  the  proud  I  Yesonsofday, 
From  for  his  sweepmg  pomp  survey. 
Nor,  rashly  eurk>us,  dog  the  way 
His  chariot  wheels  before  1 

Ld!  with  what  seom  his  lolly  eye 
Gknoee  o'er  age  and  poverty. 
And  bids  intrudfflg  consdenoe  fly 
Far  from  his  pabee  door! 


Room  for  the  proud!  but  sbw  the  feet 
That  bear  his  coffin  down  the  street: 
And  dismal  seems  his  winding  sheet 
Who  purple  lately  wore!  " 

Ah!  where  must  now  his  spirit  fly 
In  naked,  trembling  agony  1 
Or  how  shall  he  for  mercy  cry 
Who  showed  it  not  before  t 

Room  for  the  proud  fin  ghastly  state. 
The  lords  of  hell  his  coming  wait, 
And  flinging  wide  the  dreadfolfate^ 
That  shuts  to  ope  no  more. 

"Lo  here  with  us  the  seat,"  they  cry, 
"  For  him  who  mocked  at  poverty, 
And  bade  intruding  consdence  fly 
Far  from  his  palace  door!" 


FOR  THE  SAilE. 

Tbi  feeble  pulse,  the  gasping  breath. 
The  denched  teeth,  the  glazed  eye. 

Are  these  thy  sting,  thou  dreadful  death! 
O  grave,  are  these  thy  victory  1 

The  mourners  by  our  parting  bed, 
The  wife,  the  children,  weejung  olj^ 

The  dismal  pageant  of  the  dead, — 
These,  these  are  not  thy  victory ! 

But,  from  the  much-loved  world  to  part, 
Our  lust  untamed,  our  spirit  high, 

All  nature  struggling  at  the  heart, 
Which,  dying,  feels  it  dare  not  die  1 

To  dieam  through  life  a  gaudy  dream 
Of  pride  and  pomp  and  luxury, 

Till  wakened  by  the  nearer  gleam 
Of  burning,  boundless  agony; 

To  meet  o'er  soon  our  angry  king, 
Whose  love  we  past  unheeded  by; 

Lo  this,  O  Death,  thy  deadliest  sting! 
O  Gbave,  and  this  thy  victory ! 

O  Searcher  of  the  secret  heart, 

Who  deigned  for  shifhl  man  to  die ! 
Restore  us  ere  the  spirit  part. 
Nor  give  to  heH  the  victory  f 


SECOND  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Forth  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky, 
Lord,  to  thine  altar's  shade  we  fly; 
Forth  from  the  woiid,  its  hope  and  fear 
Savkyur,  we  seek  thy  shdter  here: 
Weary  and  weak,  thy  grace  wie  pray; 
Turn  not,0  Lord!  thy  guests  away  f 
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Long  bftve  we  roamed  in  want  and  paini 
Long  have  we  iought  thy  rest  in  vain ; 
Wildered  in  doubt,  in  darkness  lost, 
Long  have  our  souls  been  ten^iest-tost ; 
Low  at  thy  feet  our  sins  we  lay ; 
Turn  not,  O  Lord  !  thy  guests  away ! 


THIRD  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Thbrb  was  joy  in  heaven! 
There  wae  joy  in  heaven! 
When  this  goodly  world  to  frame 
The  Lord  of  might  and  mercy  came: 
Shouts  of  joy  were  heard  on  high, 
And  the  stars  sang  from  the  sky — 
"  Glory  to  GKxl  in  heaven !" 

There  was  joy  in  heaven! 
There  was  joy  in  heaven! 
When  the  billows,  heaving  dark, 
Sank  around  the  stranded  ark, 
~    And  the  rainbow's  watery  span 
Spake  of  mercy,  hope  to  man. 
And  peace  with  God  in  HeavenI 

There  was  joy  in  heaven ! 
There  was  joy  in  heaven ! 
When  of  love  the  midnight  beam 
Dawaed  on  the  towers  of  Bethlehem ; 
And  along  the  echoing  hill 
Angels  sang — "  On  earth  good  will. 
And  glory  in  the  Heaven !" 

There  is  joy  in  heaven! 
There  b  joy  in  heaven! 
When  the  sheep  that  went  astray      * 
Turns  again  to  virtue's  way; 
When  the  soul,  by  grace  subdued. 
Sobs  it  prayer  of  gratitude, 
Then  is  there  joy  in  Heaven ! 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

I  PRAISED  the  earth,  in  beauty  seen 
With  garlands  gay  of  various  green ; 
I  praised  the  sea,  whose  ample  field 
Shone  gkvious  as  a  silver  shield ; 
And  earth  andkwean  seemed  to  say, 
"  Our  beauties  are  but  for  a  day !" 

I  praised  the  sun,  whose  chariot  rolled 
On  wheeWof  amber  and  of  gold ; 
t  praised  the  moon,  whose  softer  eye 
GUeamed  sweetly  through  the  summer  sky! 
And  moon  and  sun  in  answer  said, 
"  Our  days  of  light  tie  numbered !" 

OGod!  O  good  beyond  Qfinpllw! 
If  thus  thy  meaner  woiks  are  fair! 


If  thus  thy  bounties  gild  the  span 
Of  ruined  earth  and  sinful  man, 
How  glorious  must  the  mansion  be 
YHiere  thy  redeemed  shall  dwell  with  Thee! 


FIFTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Creator  of  the  rolling  flood ! 

On  whom  thy  people  hope  alone; 
Who  cam'st,  by  water  and  by  blood, 

For  man's ofienoes to  atone; 

Who  from  the  labours  of  the  deep 
Didst  set  thy  servant  Peter  free, 

To  feed  on  earth  thy  chosen  sheep, 
And  build  an  endless  church  to  thee. 

Glrant  us,  devoid  of  worldly  care, 
And  leaning  on  thy  bounteous  hand 

To  seek  thy  help  in  humble  prayer, 
And  on  thy  sacred  rock  to  stand: 

And  when,  our  livebng  toil  to  croiwn. 
Thy  call  shall  set  the  spirit  free^ 

To  cast  with  joy  our  burthen  down, 
And  rise^  O  Lord!  and  follow  thee! 


SEVENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

When  spring  unlocks  the  flowers  to  pamt  the 

laughing  soil ; 
When  summer's  balmy  showers  refresh  the  mow* 

er's  toil ; 
When  winter  binds  in  frosty  chains  the  ftOow  and 

the  flood, 
In  God  the  earth  rejoioeth  stiD,  and  owns  his 

Maker  good. 

The  birds  that  wake  the  morning,  and  those  that 

love  the  shade ; 
The  winds  that  sweep  the  mountain  or  lull  the 

drowsy  glade; 
The  sun  that  from  his  amber  bower  tejoioeth  on 

his  way,     ' 

The  moon  and  stars,  their  Master's  name  in  silent 
pomp  displky. 

Shall  man,  the  lord  of  nature,  expectant  of  the  sky. 
Shall  man,  abne  unthankftU,  his  Mttle  praise  deny  1 
No,  let  the  year  forsake  his  Louise,  the  sewons 

cease  to  be. 
Thee,  Master,  must  we  always  k>vQ^  and,  Savioor, 

honour  thee. 

The  flowen  of  spring  may  wither,  tlw  hope  of 

summer  frtde. 
The  autumn  droop  m  winter,  the  btvAi  fiwiake 

the  shade; 


HYMNS. 


odi  be  lolled — the  mm  and  moon  forget 

rolddeeiee, 

innatore's  latest  hour,  O  Lord!  will  ding 

liee. 


H  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

EM,  Jenualem !  enthroned  once  on  high, 

vmed  home  of  God  oo  earth,  thoQ  heaien 

irthedcy! 

oght  to  bondage  with  thy  eona,  a  cone 

grief  to  aee, 

1,  Jenaakm  I  our  teaza  ahall  flow  for  tbfe. 

t  thoo  known  thy  day  of  grace,  and 

ed  beneath  the  wing 

ho  eaUad  thee  lovingly,  thine  own  anoint- 

I  the  tiibei  of  all  the  world  gone  up  thy 
» to  aee, 

r  dweh  within  thy  galea,  and  aU  thy  sons 
fipeef 

lo  art  thoa  that  moomest  me?"  replied 

Bin  gray, 

ir'at  not  rather  that  thyaelf  may  prove  a 

way? 

ied  and  abject  branch,  my  place  is  given 

»; 

•  eveij  bamo  graft  of  thy  wild  oliv»4ree ! 
r  of  grace  is  sank  in  night,  our  time  of 

f  was  my  children's  crime,  and  strange 

punishment; 

not  idly  on  our  fidi,  but,  sinner,  warned 

red  not  his  chosen  seed  may  send  his 
ion  thee! 

f  of  grace  is  smik  in  night,  thy  noon  is 
prime; 

and  seek  thy  Saviour's  face  in  this  ac- 
d  time! 

le,  may  Jerusalem  a  lesson  prove  to  thee, 
e  new  Jerusalem  thy  home  for  ever  be !" 


SENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI- 
NITY. 

yonder  on  the  desert  heath, 
plains  in  feeble  tone  1" 
xlgrim  in  the  vale  of  death, 
t,  bleeding,  and  alone !" 

eam'at  thou  to  tins  dismal  strand 
ingctTi  grief,  and  shame  ?" 
■n  blessed  GHon's  holy  land, 
Ay  led,  I  camel" 


"  What  ruffian  hand  hath  stript  thee  baie) 

Whose  fury  laid  thee  low  ?" 
— *"  Sin  for  my  footsteps  twined  her  snare. 

And  death  has  dealt  the  bbw  I" 

"  Can  art  no  medicine  for  thf  wound, 

Nor  nature  strength  sv^yplyT' 
— **  They  saw  me  bleeding  on  the  ground, 

And  passed  in  silence  by !" 

•"But,  sufferer!  is  no  comfort  near 

Thy  terrors  to  remove  1^^ 
— ^'^  There  Ib  to  whoiji  my  soul  was  dear. 

But  I  have  scomedrj^s  love." 

"  What  if  his  hand  were  nigh  to  save 
From  endless  death  thy  days  ?" 

— "  The  soul  he  ransomed  ftom  the  grave 
Should  live  but  to  his  praise  P* 

"Rise  then,  O  rise !  his  health  embrace, 
With  heavenly  strength  renewed; 

And  such  as  is  thy  Saviour's  grace, 
Such  be  thy  gratitndel" 


FIFTEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI- 
NITY. 

Lo!  the  Ulies  of  the  field. 

How  their  leaves  instruction  yield  I 

Hark  to  nature's  lesson  given 

By  the  blessed  birds  of  Heaven ! 

Every  bush  and  tufted  tree 

Warbles  sweet  philosophy ; 

"  Mortal,  fly  from  doubt  and  sorrow : 

Grod  provideth  for  the  morrow ! 

"  Say,  with  richer  crimson  glows 

The  kingly  mantle  than  the  rose? 

Say,  have  kings  more  wholesome  fare 

That  we,  poor  citizens  of  air? 

Barns  nor  hoarded  grain  have  we, 

Yet  we  carol  merrily. 

Mortal,  fly  ftom  doubt  and  sorrow! 

GKxl  provideth  for  the  morrow! 

« 
"  One  there  lives  whose  guardian  eye 

GKiides  our  humble  destiny ; 

One  there  lives  who,  Lord  of  all. 

Keeps  our  feathers  lest  they  fell: 

Pass  we  blithely,  then,  the  time, 

Fearless  of  the  snare  and  limft^ 

Free  from  doubt  and  faithless  sorrow; 

Qod  provideth  for  the  morrow !' 


i» 


SIXTEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI- 
NITY. 

Wake  not,  oh  mother  I  sou^s  of  lamentation ! 

Weep  not,  oh  widow!  weep  not  hopelessly ! 
Strong  is  his  arm,4he  bringer  of  salvation. 

Strong  b  the  word  of  Qod4o  succour  theef 
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Bear  finth  the  cold  corpie,  slowly,  slowly  bear 
him: 

^de  his  pale  features  with  the  sable  pall : 
Chide  not  the  sad  one  wildly  weeping  near  him : 

Widowed  and  childless,  she  has  lost  her  all ! 

Why  pause  the  moomersl'  Who  forUds  our 
weeping  1 
Who  the  dark  pomp  of  sorrow  has  delayed  1 
"  Set  down  the  bier— he  is  not  dead  bat  sleeping ! 
"Yoong  man,  arise!*'— He  spake,  and  was 
obeyed! 

Change,  then,  oh  sad  one!  grief  to  exultation, 
Wondiip  and  fidi  before  Messiah's  knee. 

Strong  was  his  arm,  the  bringer  of  salvation, 
Strong  was  the  word  of  God  to  succour  thee! 


NINETEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI- 

NITY. 

Ob  blest  were  the  accents  of  eariy  creation, 
When  the  word  of  Jehovah  came  down  from 
above; 

In  the  clods  of  the  earth  to  infiise  animation, 
And  wake  their  edd  atoms  to  life  and  to  love ! 

And  mighty  the  tones  which  the  firmament  rended, 
When  on  wheels  of  the  thunder,  and  wings  of 
the  wind, 
By  lightning,  and  hail,  and  thick  darkness  at- 
tended, 
He  uttered  on  Sinai  his  laws  to  mankind. 

And  sweet  was  the  voice  of  the  First-bom  of 
beaten, 
(Though  poor  his  apparel,  though  earthly  his 
form,) 
Who  said  to  the  mourner,  "Thy  sins  are  for- 
given!" 
"Be  whole!"  to  the  sick,— and  "Be  still!"  to 
thestorm# 

Oh,  Judge  of  the  worid!  when,  arrayed  in  thy 

Thy  summons  again  shall  be  heard  from  on 
high, 
While  nature  stiuids  trembling  and  naked  before 
thee, 
And  waits  on  thy  sentence  to  live  or  to  die; 

When  the  heaven  shall  fly  fast  from  the  sound  of 
thy  thunder. 
And  the  sun,  in  thy  lightnings,  grow  languid 
and  pale, 
And  the  sea  yield  her  dead,  and  the  tomb  cleave 
asunder, 
Id  the  hour  of  thy  tenolB,  let  mercy  prevail  I 


TWENTY-FIRST  SUNDAY  APTI 
TRINITY. 

The  sound  of  war !  In  earth  and  air 

The  volleying  thunders  ijpll : 
Their  fiery  darts  the  fiends  prepare, 
And  dig  the  pit,  and  spread  the  snare, 
Against  the  Christian's  soul 
The  tyrant's  sword,  the  rack,  the  flame, 

The  soomer's  serpent  tone, 
Of  bitter  doubt,  the  barbed  aim. 
All,  all  conspire  his  heart  to  tame: 
Foroe,  fraud,  and  hellish  fixes  assail 
The  rivets  of  his  heavenly  mail, 

Amidst  hii  foes  alone. 

Gk)ds  of  the  world !  ye  warrior  host 

Of  darkness  and  of  air. 
In  vain  b  all  your  impbus  IxMst, 
In  vain  each  missile  lightning  tost, 

In  vain  the  tempter's  snare! 
Though  fast  and  far  your  arrows  fly, 

Though  mortal  nerve  and  bone 
Shrink  in  convulsive  agony. 
The  Christian  can  your  rage  defy ; 
Towers  o'er  his  head  salvation's  crest, 
Fai^h,  like  a  buckler,  guards  his  breitft. 

Undaunted,  though  alone. 

'T  is  past!  t  is  o'er!  in  foul  defeat 

The  demon  host  tie  fled! 
Before  the  Saviour's  mercy-seat, 
(His  live-long  work  of  faith  complete,) 

Their  conqueror  bends  hb  head. 
"  The  spoils  thyself  hast  gained.  Lord! 

I  lay  before  thy  throne: 
Thou  wert  my  rock,  my  shield,  my  sword; 
My  trust  was  in  thy  name  and  word : 
'T  was  in  thy  strength  my  heart  was  strong 
Thy  spirit  went  with  mine  along; 

How  was  I  then  akme  1" 


TWENTY-SECOND   SUNDAY   AFT 

TRINITY, 

Oh  GK)d!  my  sins  are  manifold,  against  mj 

they  cry. 
And  all  my  guilty  deeds  foregone,  up  to  thy  1 

pie  fly ; 
Wilt  thou  release  my  trembling  soul,  that  to 

spair  is  driven? 
"Forgive!"  a  blessed  voice  repUed,  "and  I 

^lalt  be  forgiven!" 

My  foemen,  Lord !  are  fierce  and  fell,  they  qi 

me  in  their  pride, 
They  render  evil  for  my  good,  my  (latieDce  t 

deride; 


HYMNS. 


AnH,  oh  King!  and  be  the  pioud  to  righteoos 

mndiiweal 
"Foghe!"  an  awfiil  answer  came,  "as  thoo 

woold'st  be  Ibigiven  i" 

Seim  tzmes,  Oh  Lord!  I  pardoned  them,  seven 

tmes  thej  sinned  again; 
Thej  pnctke  still  to  work  me  wo,  they  trimnph 

in  my  psin; 
Bvllat  them  dread  my  vengeance  DOW,  tojostie- 

nolment  driven  I 
'Foqiver  the  voice  of  thunder  spake,  "  or  never 

befocgivenl" 


TWENTY-THIRD  SUNDAY  AFTER 
TRINITY. 

PiOM  fees  that  woold  the  land  devour; 
From  guilty  pride,  and  lust  of  power ; 
Fnm  wikl  sedition's  lawless  hour ; 

From  yoke  of  slaveiy ; 
From  blinded  zeal  by  faction  led; 
From  giddy  change  by  fimcy  bred ; 
From  poisonous  error's  serpent  head. 

Good  Lord,  preserve  us  free ! 

Defimd,  oh  Qod  I  with  guardian  hand. 

The  laws  and  ruler  of  our  land, 

And  grant  our  church  thy  grace  to  stand 

In  fiuth  and  unityl 
The  spirit* s  help  of  thee  vre  crave. 
That  thou  whose  blood  was  shed  to  save, 
May'st,  at  thy  second  coming,  have 

A  ikck  to  welcome  thee ! 


TWKNTY-POURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER 
TRINITY. 

To  Moqner  %|id  to  save,  the  Son  of  Gkxl 
Cme  to  his  own  in  great  humility. 
Who  wont  to  ride  on  cherub  wings  abroad, 
And  round  him  wrap  the  mantle  of  the  sky. 
The  mountains  bent  their  necks  to  form  hii  road ; 
The  douds  dropt  down  their  fatness  from  on  high; 
BciK>ath  his  leet  the  wild  waves  softly  flowed. 
And  the  winds  kissed  his  garment  tremblingly ! 

The  grave  unbolted  half  his  grisly  door, 

(For  daikness  and  the  deep  had  heard  his  fione, 

Nior  longer  might  their  ancient  role  endure;) 

The  mightiest  of  mankind  utood  hushed  and  tame: 

And,  tvooping  on  strong  vving,  his  angels  came 

To  worit  his  win,  and  kingdom  to  secure : 

No  ilicii^th  he  needed  save  his  Father's  name ; 

Bahes  wcfe  his  heralds,  and  his  friends  the  poor  I 


FOR  ST.  JAMES'S  DAY. 

Thodor  sorrows  rise  and  dangers  roll 
In  waves  of  darkness  o'er  my  soul. 
Though  friends  are  fiJse  and  love  decays, 
And  few  and  evil  are  my  days. 
Though  conscience,  fiercest  of  my  fi)es. 
Swells  with  remembered  guilt'  my  woes, 
Yet  ev'n  in  nature's  utmost  ill, 
I  bve  thee,  Lord!  I  love  thee  itiD! 

Though  Sinai's  cutm,  in  thunder  dread, 
Peals  o'er  mine  unpllDtected  head. 
And  memory  points,  vrith  busy  pain, 
To  grace  and  mercy  given  in  vain, 
Till  nature,  shrieking,  in  the  strife. 
Would  fly  to  hell,  to'suipe  from  life. 
Though  every  thought  has  power  to  kill, 
I  bve  thee,  Lord!  I  bve  theeitiDl 

Oh,  by  the  pangs  thyself  hast  home, 
The  ruffian's  bbw,  the  tyrant's  scorn ; 
By  Sinai's  curse,  whose  dreadful  doom 
Was  buried  in  thy  guiltlees  tomb : 
By  these  my  pangs,  whose  healing  smart 
Thy  grace  hkth  planted  in  my  heart; 
I  know,  I  feel  thy  bounteous  will  I 
Thou  loveet  me.  Lord !  tho«  loveSt  me  still  1 


MICHAELMAS  DAY. 

Oh,  captain  of  God's  host,  whose  dreadful  might 
Led  forth  to  war  the  armed  Seraphim, 

And  from  the  starry  height, 

Subdued  in  burning  fight. 
Cast  down  that  ancient  dragon,  dark  and  grim ! 

• 

Tf^ine  angels,  Christ !  we  laud  in  solema  lays. 
Our  elder  brethren  of  the  crystal  sky, 

WhOt  'mid  thy  glory's  Maze, 

The  ceaselees  anthem  raise, 
And  gird  thy  throne  in  faithful  ministry  I 

We  celebrate  their  bve,  whose  ^wless'  wing 
Hath  left  for  us  so  oft  their  mansbn  high, 

The  mercies  of  their  king, 

To  mortal  saints  to  bring. 
Or  guard  the  couch  of  slumbering  infency. 

But  Ihee,  the  first  and  last,  vre^orify, 
Who,  when  thy  world  was  sunk  in  death  and  sin. 

Not  vrith  thhie  hioMirchy, 

The  armies  of  the  sky, 
But  didst  with  thine  ovnf  arm  the  battb  win. 

Alone  didst  pass  the  dark  and  dismal  shore 
Abne  didst  tre«u]  the  wine-press,  and  abne, 

AU  glorious  in  thy  gore. 

Didst  light  an^tife  restore. 
To  OB  who  by  in  darkness  aiid  undone! 


HEBER'S  POEMS. 


Therefiire,  with  angels  and  archangels,  we 
To  thy  dear  love  our  thankful  chorus  raise, 

And  tune  our  songs  to  thee 

Who  art,  and  ought  to  be, 
And,  endiesf  as  thy  mercies,  sound  thy  pnusel 


IN   TIMES   OF   DISTRESS   AND 
DANGER. 

Oh  God,  that  madest  eaSthand  sky,  the  darkness 
andtheday, 

GKve  ear  to  this  thy  family,  aai  help  us  when  we 
pray! 

For  widfl^the  waves  of  bitterness  anrand  omr  ves- 
sel roar. 

And  heavy  iprows  the  pik}f  s  heart  to  view  the 
rocky  shore! 

The  cross  our  master  bore  for  us,  for  him  we  fain 
would  bear, 

But  mortal  strength  to  weaknew  turns,  and  cour- 
age to  despair! 

Then  mercy  on  oar  failings,  Lord!  our  sinking 
fiuth  renew! 

And  when  thy  sonows  visit  us,  oh  send  thy  pa- 
tienoetoo! 


INTENDED  TO  BE  SUNG 

ON  OCCASION  OP  HIS  PREACRINO   A  SERMON  POR 

THE  CHURCH'  MISSIONARY  SOCIETY,  IN 

APRIL,  1820. 

From  Grreenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Aerie's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand ; 
Fifa  many  an  andenl  river,  -4 

From  many  a  palmy  plain,        ' 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain  I 

What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  mai^  is  vile : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown,  «, 

The  heslha^i  in  his  blindness, 
'    ^ows  down  to  wood  and  stone !    • 

Can  we,  vi^oii'soQli  are  lighted 

With  wisdem  fironftm  high, 
Can  we  to  men'benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  1 
Salvation !  oh  salvktbn ! 

Th*  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Tin  eaeh  remotest  nation 

Has  laamed  Messiah'^  name! 


Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  stoiy, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pofe  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 
-    The  lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bKss  retans  to  reign  t 


AN  INTROIT 

TO  BE  BONO  BETWEEN  THE  LITANT  AND  COM 
NION  SERVICE. 

Oh  most  merciful ! 

Oh  most  bountiful ! 

God  the  Father  Afanighty ! 

By  the  Redeemer's 

Sweet  intercession 

Hear  us,  help  us  when  we  ay! 


BEFORE  THE  SACRAMENT. 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken  1 
Wine  of  the  soul  in  mercy  shed ! 

By  whom  the  words  of  life  weie  spoken, 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead  I 

Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed. 

And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token 
That  by  thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed ! 


AT  A  FUNERAL. 

Beneath  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head 

Is  equal  warning  given ; 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead, 

Above  us  is  the  heaven! 

Their  names  are  graven  on  the  stone. 
Their  bones  are  in  the  clay ;  * 

And  ere  another  day  is  done. 
Ourselves  may  be  as  they. 

Death  rides  on  every  passing  braess^^ 

He  hiriu  in  every  flower; 
E2ach  Reason  has  its  own  disease, 

Its  peril  every  hour! 

Our  eyes  have  seen  the  rosy  light 
Of  youth's  soft  cheek  decay. 

And  Fate  descend  in  sudden  night 
On  manhood's  middle  day. 

.Our  eyes  have  seen  the  steps  of  age 
Halt  feebly  towards  the  tomb, 

And  yet  stall  earth  our  hearts  engage^ 
And  dreams  of  days  to  OGme? 


HYMNS. 
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mortal,  torn !  thy  danger  koow ; 
ne'er  thy  foot  can  tread 
iith  rings  hoUow  from  below, 
1  wama  thee  of  b^r  dead  I 

Chriatian,  taml  thy  aonl  apply 
trutha  divinely  given ; 
DOM  that  underneath  thee  fie 
1  live  f(>r  hell  or  heaven  I 


STANZAS 

)N  TBS  DBATH  OF  A  FRIBNa 

;one  to  the  grave  I  but  we  will  not  de- 

hee, 

inowa  and  darknev  (encompaaa  the 

ir^aa  passed  through  its  portal  before 

up  of  his  bve  is  thy  guide  through  the 

I 

one  to  the  grave !  we  no  kmger  behold 

be  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  eide ; 
le  anns  oS  Miercy  are  spread  to  eofold 

a  may  die,  for  the  sinless  has  died ! 
one  to  the  grave !  and,  ita  mansion  for- 

thy  vreak  spirit  in  foar  lingered  bug  j 
tiki  rays  of  paradise  beamed  on  thy 

und  which  thou  heardst  was  the  sera- 
I  song! 

{ooe  to  the^  grave !  but  we  will  not  de- 

liee, 

)d  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian  and 

» 

ihee,  he  XoA,  thee,  and  he  will  restore 
has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died!* 


iring  tfanzM  were  written  as  an  addition  to  the 
^7  an  EogUah  cleigyman,  on  heating  of  the  de* 
nifaar. 


ON  RECOVERY  FROM  SICKNESS. 

Ob,  Saviour  of  the  fidthful  dead, 
With  whom  thy  servants  dwell, 

Though  cold  and  green  the  turf  is  spread 
Above  their  narrow  cell,— 

No  more  we  cling  to  mortal  clay, 

We  doubt  and  fear  no  more. 
Nor  shrink  to  tread  the  darksome  way 

Which  thou  hast  trod  before ! 

'Twas  hard  bom  lihose  1  loved  to  go. 

Who  knelt  around  my  bed, 
Whoae  tean  bedewed  my  burning  brow, 

Whose  arms  upheld  my  head! 

As  fitding  from  my  dizzy  view, 

I  sought  their  forms  in  vain. 
The  bitterness  of  death  I  knew. 

And  groaned  to  live  again.     . , 

Twas  dreadful  when  Ch'  accuser'^  ^wer 

Assailed  my  sinking  heart, 
Recounting  every  wasted  hour. 

And  each  unworthy  part : 

But,  Jesus  I  in  that  mortal  fray. 

Thy  blessed  comfort  stol^ 
Like  sunshine  in  a  stormy  day, 

Across  my  darkened  soul! 

When  soon  or  late  this  feeble  breath 

No  more  to  thee  shall  pray, 
Support  me  through  thebaic  of  death, 

Ajid  in  the  darksome  way! 

When  clothed  in  fleshly  weeds  again 

I  wait  thy  dread  decree, 
Juijge  of  the  world  I  bethink  thee  then    - 

That  t|u>u  hast  died  for  me. 


Thoa  art  gtme  to  the  grave!  and  whole  nations  bemoan  thee^ 
Who  caught  from  thy  lips  the  glad  tidii^  of  peiffe : 

Yet  grateful,  they  atill  \si  their  hearta  ehall  enthronatfiee^ 
And  ne'er  diall  thy  name  Iran  their  raemories  ( 


Thou  an  gone  to  the  grave!  but  thy  work  shall  not  periBh, 
That  work  which  the  spirit  of  wia(||m  hath  bkist ; 

His  strength  dudl  sustain  it,  his  comforts  rfiall  choish. 
And  make  it  to  prosper,  though  thou  an  « iML 
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Sratifi(latcon0  ot  ^innuv. 


THE  FIRST  OLYBCPIC  ODE. 

TO  HIEBO  OF  SYRACUSE,  VICTOR   IN   THE   HORSE 

RACE. 

Can  earth,  or  fire^  or  liquid  air, 
Vnidk  water's  sacred  stream  compare  % 
Can  aught  that  wealthy  tyrants  hold 
Surpass  the  lordly  blaze  of  gold  7~ 
Or  lives  there  one,  whose  restless  eye 
Would  seek  along  the  empty  sky, 
Beneath  the  sun's  meridian  ray, 
A  warmer  star,  a  purer  dayl — 
O  thou,  my  soul,  whose  choral  song, 
Would  tell  of  contests  sharj^  and  strong, 
Elztol  not  other  lists  above 
The  circus  of  Olympian  Jore ; 
Whence  borne  on  many  a  tuneful  tongue, 
So  Saturn's  seed  the  anthem  sung. 
With  harp,  and  flute,  and  trumpet's  call, 
Hath  sped  to  Hiero's  feirtival.-^ 

Over  sheep-dad  ^idly 
Who  the  righteous  sceptre  beareth. 

Every  flower  of  virtue's  tree 
Wove  in  various  wreath  he  weareth.— 

But  the  bud  of  poesy 
Is  the  fidrest  flower  of  all; 

Which  the  balds,  Asocial  glee, 
Strew  round  Hiero's  wealthy  haD. — 
The  harp  on  yonder  ptn  suspended. 

Seize  it,  boy,  for  Pisa's  sake ; 

And  that  good  steed's,  whose  thought  will  wake 
A  joy  with  anxious  fondness  blended : — 
No  sounding  lash  his  sleek  side  rended ; — 

By  Alpheus'  brink,  with  feet  of  flame, 
SelMriven,  to  the  goal  hb  tended : 

And  darned  the  olive  wreath  of  fiune 

For  that  dear  brd,  whose  righteous  name 
The  sons  of  Syracusa  tell : — 
Who  k)ves  the  generous  courser  well : 
Beloved  himself  by  all  who  dwell 
In  Pebp's  Lydian  colony. — 
— Of  earth-embracing  Neptune,  he 
The  darling,  when,  in  days  of  yore, 
All  lovely  from  the  caldron  red 
By  Clotho's  spell  delivered. 
The  youth  an  ifory  shoulder  bore.— • 


Can  honour  give  to  actions  ill. 
And  fidth  to  deeds  incredible ;— 
And  bitter  bUme,  and  praises  high, 
FaU  truest  from  posterity.—- 

But,  if  we  dare  the  deeds  reheaxse 

Of  thtse  that  aye  endure^ 
'T  were  meet  that  in  such  dangerous  vene 

Our  every  word  were  pure. — 
Then,  son  of  Tantalus,  receive 
A  plain  unvarnished  lay! — 
My  song  shall  elder  fables  leave. 
And  of  thy  parent  say. 
That,  when  in  heaven  a  fitvoured  guest, 
He  called  the  gods  in  turns  to  feast 
On  Sipylus,  his  mountain  home: — 
The  sovereign  of  the  ocean  foam, 
— Can  mortal  from  such  favour  prove  1 
Rapt  thee  on  golden  car  above 
To  highest  house  of  mighty  Jove ; 

To  which,  in  after  day,  ' 
Came  golden-haired  Ghmymede, 
As  Sard  in  ancient  story  read. 

The  dark-winged  eagle's  prey.— 


— ^Well! — these  ue  tales  of  mystery  t — 
And  many  a  daddy-woven  lie 
With  men  will  easy  credence  gain; 
While  truth,  calm  truth,  may  speak  in  vain; 
For  eWquence,  whose  honeyed  sway 
Our  frailer  mortal  wits  obey, 


And  when  no  earthly  tongue  could  teU 
The  fUe  of  thee,  invisible  ;— 
Nor  friends,  who  sought  thee  wide  in  vain, 
To  soothe  thy  weeping  mother's  pain, 
Could  bring  the  wanderer  home  again; 

Some  envious  neighbour's  spleen. 
In  distant  hints,  and  darkly;  said. 
That  in  thb  caldron  hissing  red. 
And  on  the  god's  great  table  spread. 

Thy  mangled  limbs  were  seen. — 
But  who  shall  tax,  I  dare  not,  I, 
The  blessed  gods  with  gluttony? — 
Full  oft  the  sland'rous  tongue  has  felt 
By  their  high  wrath  the  thunder  dealt;— 
And  sure,  if  ever  mortal  head 
Heaven's  holy  watchers  honoured. 

That  head  was  Lydia's  lord.— 
Yet,  could  not  mortal  heart  digest 
The  wonders  of  that  heavenly  fisast ; 
Elate  with  pride,  a  thouglit  unblest 

Above  hb  iiature«»ared. —  ' 

And  now,  condemned  to  endless  dread, 

(Such  is  tfai*  righteous  doom  of  fide,) 
He  eyes,  above  his  guilty  head, 

The  shaidowy  rocks'  impending  weight: 

The  fourth,  with  that  tormented  thiee(l) 
In  horrible  society !— 
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;  in  frantic  theft, 

tar  cup  he  reft, 

octal  peers  in  feasting  poured 

m  a  sin  it  were 

ntal  liie  to  share 

ainties  of  th'  inmoital  boaxd: 

y  by  policy 

B  to  'scape  the  eye 

its  above  by  men  and  gods  adored? 

nee,  a  doom  severe, 
B  son  to  sojourn  here 
Beting  race  of  man; — 
he  curly  down  began 
cheek  in  darker  shade, 
Pisa's  royal  maid(3) 
ler  service  paid.^ 
rkness  first  he  stood 
an's  hoary  flood, 
him  the  suppliant  ciy, 
izth-ahaking  deity. — 

Tain,  through  cloud  and  storm 

lUge  and  shadowy  form, 

of  waters  came. — 

»n  thus  the  youth  addressed — 

that  inmiortal  breast 

t  a  lover's  flame^ 

er  in  pity  hear, 

uit's  braien  spear 

irds  my  tovely  dame! — 

»r  whose  roUing  speed 

ver  at  his  need; 

fPba's  hand  to  bleed 

the  envied  meed 

teld  of  fame! — 

tiful  knights  thirteen 

lave  slaughtered  been, 

vexing  vrith  perverse  delay. — 

I  coward's  eye 

I  augury;^ 

sward's  heart  the  strife  essay! 

B  alike  to  all 

a  of  death  must  fell, 

e,  sitting  in  unseemly  shade, 

t  a  nameless  tife, 

rom  noble  lirife, 

reet  applause  to  valour  paidi — 

lare  the  course!  but,  thou, 

kd,  my  prayer  allow !"~ 

rain,  his  grief  Jk?  told —  , 
#thewat'ry  space 
ondrous  car  ofgdd,  i» 

I  steeds  of  vringed  pace. — 
be  deathftil  race, 
he  strength  of  Pisa's  king, 
I  bfide  of  beauteous  face. 


Beheld  a  stock  of  warriors  spring, 

Six  valiant  sons,  as  legends  sing. — 
And  noWi  with  ftume  and  virtue  crowned, 

Where  Alpheus'  stream  in  wat^  ring, 
Encircles  half  hb  turfy  mound, 
Hq^  sleeps  beneath  the  piled  ground  ;(3) 

Near  that  blest  spot  where  strangers  move 
In  many  a  long  procession  round 

The  altar  of  protecting  Jove. — 
Yet  chief|  in  yonder  lists  of  lame, 
Survives  the  noble  Pelop's  name; 
Where  strength  of  hands  and  nimble  feet 
In  stem  and  dubious  contest  meet; 
And  high  renown  and  honeyed  praise^ 
And  following  length  of  honoured  days, 
To  victor's  weary  toil  repays. — 

But  what  are  past  or  future  joys  1 

The  present  is  our  own ! 
And  he  is  wise  who  best  employs 

The  passing  hour  alone.-^ 
To  crown  with  knightly  wreath  the  king, 

(A  grateful  task,)  be  mine ; 
And  on  the  smooth  .£olian  string 

To  praise  his  ancient  line ! 
For  ne'er  shall  wandering  minstrel  find 
A  chief  so  just, — a  friend  so  kind ; 
With  every  grace  of  fortune  Mest ; 
The  mightiest,  wisest,  bravest,  best !~ 

God,  who  beholdeth  thee  and  all  thy  deeds,(4) 
Have  thee  in  charge,  king  Hiero !— so  again 
The  bard  may  sing  thy  homy-hoofed  steeds 
In  frequent  triumph  o'er  theOljrmpian  plain; 
Nor  shall  the  Baid  awake  a  lowly  strain, 
His  vrild  notes  flinging  o^er  tho  Cronian  steep 
Whose  ready  muse,  and  not  invoked  in  vain. 
For  such  high  mark  her  strongest  shaft  shall  keep.  * 

Etich  hath  hb  proper  eminence ! 
To  kings  indulgent.  Providence 
(No  ferther  search  the  will  c^  Heaven) 
The  glories  of  the  earth  hath  given. — 
Still  roay'st  thou  reign !  enough  for  me 
To  dwell  with  herofs  like  to  thee, 
Myself  the  chief  of  Grecian  minstrelsy. — 


II. 

TO  THERON  OF  AGRAGAS,  VICTOR 
IN  THE  CHARIOT  RACE. 

O  BONO !  whose  voice  the  harp  obeys. 
Accordant  aye  with  answering  string; 
What  god,  what  hero  wilt  thou  praise. 
What  man  of  godlike  prowess  singjfl— 
Lo,  Jove  himself  is  Pisa's  king; 
And  Jove's  strong  son  the  first  to  raise 
The  barriers  of  th'  Olympic  ring.—  ^ 
And  now,  victorious  on  the  wing  . 
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Of  sounding  wheeler  ourlmrdB  pxwiidm 
The  rtranger  Thetony,honoarad  nam9| 
The  flower  of  no  Ignoble  race,(li) 
And  prop  of  ittident  Agngas  !^ 

His  patient  dies,  for  many  a  year, 
Where  thai  Uae  riter  rolls  its  flood, 
Mid  fimitlesawar  and  civil  blood 

Essayed  their  sacred  home  to  rear, — 
Titf'time  aiteigned,  in  &tal  hour, 
Their*iiativ# virtues,  wealth  and  power; 
And  made  them  from  their  low  degree, 
The  eye  of  warlike  SicUy. 

* 

And,  may  that  power  of  ancient  bhth, 
From  Satora  sprung,  and  parent  Earth, 

Of  tall  Olympus' lord. 
Who  sees  with  still  benignant  eye 
The  games'  long  splendour  sweeping  by 

His  Alpheus'  holy  ford : — 
Appeased  with  anthems  chanted  high. 
To  Theron's  late  posterity 

A  happier  doom  accord !~ 
Or  good  or  ill,  the  past  is  gone. 
Nor  time  himself  the  parent  one, 
Can  make  the  former  deeds  undone 

But  who  would  these  recall, — 
When  happier  days  would  fain  efface 
The  memory  of  each  past  disgrace. 
And,  from  the  gods,  on  Theron's  race 

Unbounded  blessings  fall 


Example  meet  for  such  a  song, 
The  sister  queens  of  Laius*  blood ; 
Who  sorrow's  edge  endused  long, 
Made  kemer  by  remembered  good ! — 
Yet  now,  shfe  breatlfbs  the  air  of  Heaven 
•(On  earth  by  smouldering  thunder  riven.) 
Long-haired  Semele : — 
To  PaUas  dear  is  she ; — 
Dear  to  the  sire  of  gods,  and  dear 
To  him,  her  son,  in  dreadful  glee 
Who  shakes  the  ivy-wreathed  spear. — 

And  thus,  they  tell  that  deep  below 
The  sounding  ocean's  ebb  and  flow. 
Amid  the  daughters  of  the  sea, 
A  sister  nymph  must  Ino  be, 
And  dwell  in  bliss  eternally  :— 

But,  ignorant  and  blind, 
We  little  know  the  coming  hour ; 
Or  if  the  latter  day  shall  lower; 
Or  if  to  nature's  Idndly  power 

Our  life  in  peace  resigned, 
Shall  sink  like  fidl  of  smnmer  eve, 
And  on  the  faee  of  darkness  leave 

A  mddy  smile  behind. — 
For  grief  and  joy  with  fitful  gale 
Our  craxy  bark  by  tiffm  assail. 

And,  whence  our  blessings  flow, 


That  same  tremendous  Providence 
¥nU  oft  a  varying  doom  dispense, 
And  lay  the  mighty  low. — 

To  Theban  Laios  that  befeU, 
Whose  son,  with  nrarder  dyed. 
Fulfilled  the  former  oracle. 

9 

Unconscious  parricide  !>— 
UnoofUKious! — ^yet  avenging  hell 
Pursued  th'  ofifender's  stealthy  pace, 
And  heavy,  sure,  and  hard  it  fell, 
The  curse  of  blood,  on  aD  his  race !— - 
Spared  firom  their  kindred  stiifii. 
The  young  Thersander's  life, 
Stem  Polynioes'  heir,  was  left  alone : 
In  every  martial  game. 
And  in  the  field  of  fame, 
For  early  force  and  matchless  prowess  knoi 
Was  left,  the  pride  and  prop  to  be 
Of  good  Adrastus*  pedigree. 
And  hence,  through  kyins  of  ancient  k 
The  warrior  blood  of  Theron  springs ; 
Exalted  name !  to  whom  belong 
The  minstrel's  harp,  the  poet's  song, 
In  fair  Olympia  crowned ; 
And  where,  mid  Pythia's  olives  blue, 
An  equal  ki  his  brother  drew : 
And  where  his  twice-twain  oouraere  flew 

The  isthmus  twelve  times  round. — 
Such  honour,  earned  by.tofl  and  care, 
May  best  his  ancient  wroifgs  repair, 

And  wealth,  unstained  by  piide. 
May  laugh  at  fortune's  fickle  power. 
And  blameless  in  the  tempting  hour 

Of  syren  ease  abide : — 
Led  by  that  star  of  heavenly  raj^ 
Which  best  may  keep  our  darkling  way 
O'er  life's  unsteady  tide  !— 

For,  whoso  holds  in  righteousness  the  tbiDQf 

He  in  his  heart  hath  known 
How  the  foul  spirits  of  the  guilty  j|nd, 

In  chambers  dark  and  dread. 
Of  nether  earth  abide,  and  penal  flame 

Where  he,  whom  none  may  aanie,(6) 
Lays  bare  the  soul  by  stem  necessity ; 

Seated  in  judgment  high ; 
The  minister  of  God  whose  arm  is  there, 
In  heaven  alike  and  hell,  almighty  every  wh 

But,  ever  bright,  by  day,  by  tSghi, 
Exultmg  in  excess  of  light ; 
From  labour  free  and  k)ng  distress, 
The  goifl  enjoy  their  happiness. — 
No  more  the  stubbom  soil  they  cleave^ 
Nor  st6m  for  scanty  food  the  wave ; 

But  with  the  venerable  gods  they  dwell :— 
No  tear  bedims  their  thankful  eye. 
Nor  man  their  long  tranquillity; 

While  those  accursed  bowl  in  pangs  unspeal 
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But,  tat  who  the  thiice-renewed  probation 
Ofdtherworid  may  well  endure; 
And  keep  with  righteous  destination 
The  soul  from  all  transgres^n  pure ; 
To  nch  and  such  alone  is  given, 
To  wilk  the  rainbow  paths  of  heaven, 
To  that  tan  city  of  almighty  time, 
Whoe  Ocean's  balmy  breezes  play, 
And,  flaahing  to  the  western  day, 
Tbe  gofgeons  blossoms  of  such  blessed  clime, 
Now  in  the  happy  isles  are  seen 
SpizkfiBg  thioogh  the  groves  of  green ; 
And  now,  all  glorioas  to  behold, 
Tiqge  the  wave  with  floating  gold. — 

Heoee  are  their  garlands  woven — hence  their 

bands 
FVed  with  triumphal    boughs; — the   righteous 

doom 
Of  Rhadamanthos,  whom,  o'er  these  hiiti  lands, 
A  hiiroeJfSB  judge  in  every  time  to  come, 
ChroDos,  old  Chxtmos,  sire  of  gods  hath  placed ; 

Who  with  hie  consort  dear, 

Diead  Rhea,  reigneth  here, 
On  doody  throne  vrith  deathless  honour  graced. 

And  still,  Uiey  say,  in  high  communion, 

Pdeus  and  Odmns  here  abide ; 

And,  vrith  the  blest  in  blessed  union, 

(Nor  Jove  ha^^Thetis*  prayer  denied.X7) 

The  daughter  of  the  ancient  sea 

Hith  brought  her  warrior  boy  to  be; 

Him  whose  stem  avenging  blow 

Liid  the  prop  of  Diam  low. 

Hector,  trained  to  slaughter,  ftU, 

6j  dl  but  hia  invindbltf ; — 

And  sea-born  Cycnus  tamed;  and  slew 

Aorora's  knight  of  Ethiop  hoe. — 

Bc&eiill  my  rattling  belt  I  wear 
A  dteaf  eTarrows  keen  and  clear. 
Of  lical  sfa^  that  wildly  fly. 
Nor  ken  the  base  their  import  high, 
Ya  to  the  vrise  they  breathe  no  vulgar  melody. 
Vei,  he  is  wise  whom  nature's  dower 

Htih  raieed  above  the  crowd. — 
Bd,  trained  in  study's  formal  hour, 
There  are  who  hate  the  minstrel's  power,(8) 
As  daws  who  mark  the  eagle  tower, 

And  ooak  i^  envy  loud ! — 
So  let  them  rail !  but  thou,  my  heart ! 
Kelt  on  the  bow  thy  levelled  dart ; 

Nor  seek  a  worthier  aim  , 

For  uiow  sent  on  friendship's  win^ 
Than  him  the  Agragantine  king 

Who  best  thy  song  may  claim. — 

Par,  by  eternal  troth  I  swear, 

Hii  parent  town  shall  scantly  bear 

A  loiil  to  every  friend  so  dear, 

A  biewt  so  void  of  blame ; 
4 


Though  twenty  lustres  rolling  round 
With  rising  youth  herjoatiqi)  crowned, 
In  heart,  in  luutd,  should  none  be  found 

Like  Theron's  honoured  nadK.^ 
Yes  I  we  have  heard  the  factious  liel— 
But  let  the  babbling  vulgar  try 
To  blot  his  worth  with  tyranny.-^  - 

Seek  thou  the  ocean  strand  1 — 
And  when  thy  soul  would  fidn  record 
The  bounteous  deeds  of  yonder  lofd. 

Go— reckon  up  the  sand  I 


^in. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

May  my  solemn  strain  ascending 

Please  the  long-haired  Helen  well, 

And  those  brave  twins  of  Leda's  shell 

The  stranger's  holy  cause  defending ! 

With  whose  high  name  the  chorus  handing 

To  ancient  Agragas  shall  rise, 

And  Theron  for  the  chariot  prize 

Again,  and  not  in  vain,  contending. — 

The  muse,  in  numbers  bold  and  h^^ 

Hath  taught  my  Dorian  note  to  fly, 

Worthy  of  silent  awe,  a  strange  sweet  harmony. 

Yes ! — as  I  fix  mine  eager  view 

On  yonder  wreath  of  paly  blue. 

That  ohve  wreath,  whose  shady  round 

Anud  the  courser's  mane  is  bounded; 

I  feel  again  the  sacred  glow 

That  bids  my  strain  of  rapture  flow, 

With  shrilly  breath  of  Spaxfhn  flute, 

The  many-voiced  harp  to  suit; 

And  wildly  fling  my  numbehi  sweet, 

Again  mine  ancient  friend  to  greet — 

Nor,  Pisa,  thee  I  leave  unstrung ; 

To  men  the  parent  of  renown. 

Amid  whose  shady  ringlets  strung, 

Etolia  binds  her  olive  crown ;  ,     t 

Whose  sapling  root  from  Scythia  down 

And  Ister's  fount  Alddes  bare,(9) 

To  deck  his  parent's  hallowed  town ;  ^ 

With  placid  brow  and  suppliant  prayer 

Soothing  the  favoured  northern  seed. 

Whose  homy-hoofed  victims  bleed 

To  Phcebus  of  the  flowing  hair. 

A  boon  from  these  the  hero  prayed : 
One  graft  of  that  delightfol  tree ; 
To  Jove's  high  hill  a  webxHne  shade, 
To  men  a  blessed  fruit  to  be, 
And  crown  of  future  victoiy. — 
For  that  &ir  moon,  whose  dender  light 
With  inefficient  horn  had  Aone, 
When  late  on  Pisa's  airy  lieight 
He  reared  to  Jove  the  altar  stone ; 
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Now,  through  the  dappled  air,  alone, 
In  perfect  ring  of  glory  bright, 
Guided  her  golden-wheeled  throne ;    . 
The  broad  and' burning  eye  of  night — 
And  now  the  days  were  told  aright. 
When  Alplieus,  from  his  sandy  aouroe, 
Should  judge  the  champion's  eager  might, 
And  mark  of  wheels  the  rolling  force.— 
Nor  3ret  a  tree  to  cheer  the  sight 
The  Cronian  vale  of  Pelope  bore  ;— 
Obnoxious  to  the  noonday  weight 
Of  suouner  suns,  a  naked  shore. — 

But  she  who  sways  the  silent  sky, 

Latona's  own  equestrian  maid. 

Beheld  how  &r  Alcides. strayed. 

Bound  on  adventure  strange  and  high : 

Forth  from  the  glens  of  Arcady 

To  Istrian  rocks  in  ice  arrayed 

He  urged  th'  interminable  race, 

(Such  penance  had  Eurystheus  laid,) 

The  golden-homed  hind  to  chase. 

Which,  grateful  for  Diana's  aid. 

By  her  redeemed  from  foul  embrace, 

Old  Atlas'  daughter  hallowed.— (10) 

Thus,  following  where  the  quarry  fled, 

Beyond  the  biting  North  he  past, 

Beyond  the  regions  of  the  blast. 

And,  all  unknown  to  traveUer's  tread, 

He  saw  the  blessed  land  at  last. — 

He  stopt,  he  gazed  with  new  delight, 

When  that  strange  verdure  met  his  sight; 

And  soft  desira  enflamed  his  soul  ^ 

(Where  twelve-times  round  the  chariots  roll,) 

To  plant  with  such  the  Pisan  got!. 

But  now,  unseen  to  mortal  eyes, 

He  comes  to  Theron's  sacrifice ; 

And  with  him  brings  to  banquet  there 

High-bosomed  Leda's  knightly  pair. — 

Himself  to  high  Olympus  bound, 

To  these  a  latest  charge  he  gave, 

A  solemn  annual  feast  to  found. 

And  of  contending  heroes  round 

To  deck  the  strong,  the  swift,  the  brave.— 

Nor  doubt  I  that  on  Theron's  head, 

And  on  the  good  Emmenides, 

The  tons  of  Jove  their  blessings  shed ; 

Whom  still,  with  bounteous  tables  spread, 

That  holy  tribe  delight  to  please ; 

Observing  with  religious  dread 

The  hospitable  god's  decrees.— 

But,  wide  as  water  passeth  earthy  clay, 
Or  sun-bright  gold  transcendeth  baser  ore ; 
Wide  as  from  Greece  to  that  remotest  shore 
Whose  rock-built  [ullars  own  Alcides'  sway; 
Thy  fame  hath  past  thine  equals! — To  explore 
The  further  ocean  all  in  vain  essay, 
Or  fools  or  wise ; — hero  from  thy  perilous  way 
Cast  anchor  here,  my  barki  I  dare  no  more! — 


IV. 

TO  PSAUMIS  OP  CAMARINA. 

Oh,  urging  on  the  tireless  speed 
Of  Thunder's  elemental  steed, 
Lord  of  the  work].  Almighty  Jove! 
Since  these  thine  hours  have  me  forth 
The  witness  of  thy  champions'  worth, 
And  prophet  of  thine  olive  grove  ;— 
And  since  the  good  thy  poet  hear, 
And  hold  his  tuneful  message  dear ; — 
Satumian  Lord  of  Etna  hill ! — 
Whose  storm-cemented  rocks  encage 
The  hundred-headed  rebel's  rage ; 
Accept  with  favourable  will 
The  Muses'  gift  of  harmony ; 
The  dance,  the  song,  whose  numbezs  lugh 
Forbid  the  hero's  dame  to  die, 
A  crown  of  life  abiding  still  i^ 

Hark !  round  the  car  of  victory, 
Whero  noble  Psaunus  sits  on  high. 

The  cheering  tiotes  resound ; 
Who  vows  to  swell  with  added  fame 
His  Camarina's  ancient  name ; 

With  Pisan  olive  crowned. — 
And  thou,  oh  father,  hear  his  prayer ! 
For  much  I  praise  the  knightly  care 

That  trains  the  warrior  steed  :— 
Nor  less  the  hopitable  hall 
Whose  open  doors  the  stranger  call ; — 
Yet,  praise  I  Psaumis  most  of  all 

For  wise  and  peaceful  rede, 
And  patriot  lovd  of  liberty. — 
— What  1— do  we  wave  the  glosing  lie^ 
Then  whoso  list  my  truth  to  try, 

The  proof  be  in  the  deed ! — 

To  Lemnos's  laughing  dames  of  yore, 
Such  was  the  proof  Ernicus  bore,(ll) 

When,  matchless  in  his  spe^, 
All  brazen-armed  the  racer  hoar. 
Victorious  on  the  applauding  shore, 

Sprang  to  the  proffered  meed ; — 
Bowed  to  the  queen  his  wreathed  head ; — 
"  Thou  seest  my  limbs  tie  light,"  he  said ; 

"  And,  lady,  may'st  thou  know, 
That  every  joint  is  firmly  strung, 
And  hand  and  heart  alike  are  young; 
Though  treacherous  time  mylocks  among 

Have  strewed  a  summer  snow !" 


V, 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Accept  of  these  Olympian  games  the  czowb, 
Daughter  of  Ocean,  rushy  Camarine  !— 
The  flower  of  knightly  worth  and  high  renown, 
Which  car-borne  Psaumis  on.thy  parent  shrine, 
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the  patriot,  whom  thy  peopled  town 
author  owns,)  with  rite  divine 
1 — BQs  praiw  the  twice  six  altan  tell 
Mt  gods  whom  he  hath  feasted  well 
id  of  bolls ;  the  praise  of  victory, 
rs  and  moles  and  steeds  contest  the  prize ; 
gveen  garland  of  renown  to  thee 
rs,  virgin  daughter  of  the  sea! 
s  aire  and  household  deities — 
returning  home  from  Pelops'  land, 
izi£an  Pallas,  and  thy  hqly  wood, 
iith  song;  ajod  cool  Oanus'  flood ; 
I  native  pool  the  rushy  strand ; 
«oad  bed,  refreshing  Hipparis, 
ent  waves  the  peopled  city  kiss ; 
which  hath  blest  his  bounteous  hand, 
ng  her  goodly  bowers  on  high. — (12) 
DOW,  redeemed  ftom  late  disgrace, 
Jiy  mother  of  a  countless  race, 
ler  front  in  shining  majesty. — 

;ver  thus  I  by  toil,  and  pain, 
eombrous  cost,  we  strive  to  gain 
■woming  prize  whose  issues  lie 
rkness  and  futurity, 
yet,  if  conquest  crown  our  aim, 
(,  Ibremoet  in  the  rolls  of  fame, 
i  the  envious  herd  a  forced  applause  we 
m. 

ud-enthroned,  protecting  Jove, 
aitt'st  the  Oxonian  cliffii  above, 
d  Alpheoi^  ample  wave, 
that  dark  gloom  hast  deigned  to  love 
Ida's  holy  cave ! 
iftest  Lydian  notes  to  thee 
me  the  choral  prayer, 
thb  thy  town,  the  brave,  the  free, 
itiong  in  virtuous  energy, 
ly  fed  thine  pndliws  care.— - 

etor  thou,  whose  matchless  might 

Piwn  wreath  hath  bound; 

lanmis,  be  thy  chief  delight 

DerooB  coursers  found. — 

)  thy  latter  age,  and  late 

Dtly  fidl  the  stroke  of  fate, 

children  standing  round ! — 

ow,  when  fitvouring  gods  have  given 

I  old  age,  a  tamper  even, 

weahh  andfiune  in  store, 

ik  were  vain  to  scale  the  heaven; — 

eve  those  tomiortals morel 


VI. 

AGESIAS  OF  SYRACUSE. 

m  a  goodly  bower  to  faise, 
OS  to  the  stranger's  eye, 
1  the  lintel  overlays, 
es  the  poich  in  ivory.^ 


So  bright,  so  bold,  so  wonderful. 
The  choicest  themes  of  verse  I  cull. 

To  each  high  song  a  frontal  high  i — 
But,  lives  there  one  whose  brows  around 
The  green  Olympian  wreath  is  bound ; 
Prophet  and  priest  in  those  abodes 
Where  Pisans  laud  the  sire  of  gods ; 
And  Syracusa's  denizen  1 — 
Who,  'mid  the  sons  of  mortal  men, 

While  envy's  self  befine  his  name 

Abates  her  rage,  may  fitfier  claim 

Whate'er  a  bard  may  yield  of  famel 

For  sure  to  no  forbidden  strife, 

In  hallowed  Pisa's  field  of  praise, 

He  came,  the  priest  of  blameless  life  [ — 

Nor  who  in  peace  hath  past  his  days. 
Marring  vrith  canker  sloth  his  might, 
May  hope  a  name  in  standing  fight 

Nor  in  the  hollow  slup  to  raise ! — 
By  toil,  illustrious  toil  alone^ 
Of  elder  times  the  heroes  shone ; 
And,  bought  by  like  emprize,  to  thee, 
Oh  warrior  priest,  like  honour  be! — 
Such  praise  as  good  Adrastus  bore 
To  him,  the  prophet  chief(13)  of  yore, 
When,  snatched  from  Thebes'  accursed  fight, 
.  YTith  steed  and  car  and  armour  bright, 
Down,  down  he  sank  to  earthly  night 

When  the  fight  was  ended, 
And  the  sevenfold  pyxes 
All  their  funeral  fixes 
In  one  sad  lustre  blended. 

The  leader  of  the  host 

Murmured  moumfuUy, 

*'  I  lament  for  the  eye 

Of  all  mine  aimy  lostl— 

To  gods  and  mortals  dear, 

Either  art  he  knew; 

Augur  tried  and  true, 

And  strong  to  wield  the  epear  I" 

And  by  the  powers  divine. 

Such  praise  is  justly  thine, 

Oh  Syracosian  peer. 
For  of  a  gentle  blood  thyraoe  is  spnmg. 
As  she  shall  truly  tell,  the  muse  of  honeyed  tongue. 

Then  yoke  the  mules  of  winged  pace, 
And,  Phintis,  climb  the  car  with  me;(14) 
For  well  they  know  the  path  to  trace 
Of  yonder  victor's  pedigree  !^ 

Unbar  the  gates  of  song,  unbar ! — 

For  we  to  day  must  journey  fiu , 
To  Spaita,  and  to  Pitane.^ 

She,  mournful  nymph,  and  nursing  long 
Her  silent  pain  and  virgin  wrong, 
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To  Neptune's  rape  a  daught^  fair, 

JEvadne  of  the  glossy  hair, 

(Dark  a*  the  vblet's  darkest  shade,) 

In  solitary  sorrow  bare. 

Then  to  her  nurse  the  infant  maid 

She  weeinng  gave,  and  bade  convey 

To  high  Phersana's  hall  away: 

Where  woman-grown,  and  doomed  to  prove 

In  turn  a  god's  disastrous  love. 

Her  charms  allured  the  lord  of  day. 

Nor  long  the  months,  ere,  fierce  in  pride, 

The  painful  tokens  of  disgrace 

H«r  foster-father  sternly  eyed, 

Fruit  of  the  furtive  god*«  embrace.— 
He  spake  not,  but,  with  soul  on  flame, 
He  sought  th'  unkuM^^wn  offender's  name. 

At  Phoebus'  Pythian  dwelling  place.— 

Bat  she,  beneath  the  greenwood  spray, 
Efer  zone  of  purple  silk  untied ; 
And  flung  the  silver  clasp  away 
That  rudely  pressed  her  heaving  side  ;(15) 
While,  in  the  solitary  wood, 
Ludna's  self  to  aid  her  stood. 
And  fate  a  secret  force  supplied. — 

But,  who  the  mother's  pang  can  tell 

As  sad  and  slowly  she  withdrew, 

And  bade  her  babe  a  bng  farewell, 

Laid  on  a  bed  of  violets  bluel 
When  mimsters  of  Heaven's  decree, 
(Dire  nurses  they  and  strange  to  see,) 

Two  scaly  snakes  of  azure  hue 
Watched  o'er  his  helpless  infancy, 
And,  rifled  from  the  mountain  bee, 
Bare  on  their  iatkj  tongues  a  harmless  honey  dew.* 

Swift  roll  the  wheels!  from  Delphos  home 
Arcadia's  car-borne  chief  is  come ; 

But,  ah,  how  changed  his  eye ! — 
His  wrath  is  sunk,  and  past  bis  pride, 
«*  Where  is  Evadne's  babe,"  he  cried, 

•*ChildofthedeUyl 
"  'T  was  thus  the  augur  god  replied, 
"Nor  strove  his  noble  seed  to  hide  j 
"  And  to  hii  favoured  boy,  beside, 

"  The  gift  of  prophecy, 
"  And  power  beyond  the  sons  of  men 
''  The  secret  things  of  fate  to  ken, 

*<Hi8  blcHiiig  will  supply."— 


But,  vainly,  from  his  liegemen  round, 

He  sought  the  noble  duld ; 
Who,  naked  on  the  grassy  ground, 

And  nurtured  in  the  wild, 
Was  moistened  with  the  sparkling  dew 

Beneath  his  hawthorn  bower; 
VThere  mom  her  wat'ry  radiance  threw, 
Now  golden  bright,  now  deeply  bhie, 

Upon  the  violet  flower.— 


From  that  daric  bed  of  breathing  bkxm 

His  mother  gave  his  name; 
And  lamus,  through  years  to  come. 

Will  five  in  lasting  fame; 
Who,  when  the  blossom  of  his  days. 

Had  ripened  on  the  tree, 
From  forth  the  brink  where  AJpheos  strays^ 
Invoked  the  god  whose  sceptre  sways 

The  hoarse  resounding  sea;; 
And,  whom  the  Defian  isle  obeys. 

The  archer  deity. — 
Alone  amid  the  nightly  shade, 
Beneath  the  naked  heaven  he  prayed. 
And  sire  and  grandaire  called  to  aid ; 
When  lo^  a  voice  that  loud  and  dread 

Buret  from  the  horizon  free ; 
"  Hither  I"  it  spake,  "  to  Pisa's  shore! 
"My  voice,  oh  son,  shall  go  before, 

"Beloved,  follow  me!"— 

So,  in  the  visions  of  his  sire,  he  went 
Where  Cronium's  scarred  and  barren  brow 
Was  red  with  morning's  earliest  glow 

Though  darkness  wrapt  the  nether  etement. — 
There,  in  a  lone  and  craggy  dell, 
A  double  spirit  on  him  fell, 
Th'  unlying  voice  of  birds  to  tell, 
And,  (when  Alcmena's  son  should  found 
The  holy  games  in  Elis  crowned,) 

By  Jove's  high  altar  evermore  to  dwell. 
Prophet  and  priest  I— From  him  descend 
The  fathen  of  our  valiant  friend. 
Wealthy  aUke  and  just  and  wise. 
Who  tiod  the  plain  and  open  way ; 
And  who  is  he  that  dare  despise 
With  galling  taunt  the  Cronian  prize. 
Or  their  illustrious  toil  gainsay. 
Whose  chariots  whirling  twelve  times  round 
With  burning  wheels  the  Olympian  ground 
Have  gilt  their  brow  with  glory's  ray  1 

For,  not  the  steams  of  sacrifice 

From  cool  Cyllene's  height  of  snow,(16) 

Nor  vainly  from  thy  kindred  rise 

The  heaven-appeasing  litanies 

To  Hermes,  who  to  men  below. 

Or  gives  the  garland  or  denies  :— 

By  whose  high  aid,  Agesias,  know. 

And  his,  the  thunderer  of  the  skies, 

The  olive  wreath  hath  bound  thy  browl^ 

Arcadian !  Yes,  a  wanner  zeal 

Shall  whet  my  tongue  thy  praise  to  tell ! 

I  feel  the  sympathetic  flame 

Of  kindred  love ; — ^a  Theban  I, 

Whose  parent  nyAph  from  Arcady 

(Metope's  daughter,  Thebe)  came.-— 

Dear  fountain  goddess^  warrior  maid, 

By  whose  pure  riils  my  youth  hath  |iUyed  i 
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w  aasembled  Greece  amon^^ 
orae  chiefs  and  warrion  strong, 
>ve  the  many-coknued  song. — 

instrel!  bid  thy  chorus  rise 
,  queen  of  deities,(17) 
in  lady  of  the  skies  1 
there  yet  who  dare  de&me 
did  mirth  our  country's  name ; 

with  scorn  our  ancient  line, 

the  braTe  Boeotians  swine; — 

eaa,  mrelhy  nombers  high 

rm  their  brutish  enmity ; 

ftld  of  the  -holy  muse, 

ling  with  Parnassian  dews, 

otasted  harmony ! — 

in  once  more ! — The  choms  nise 

twa's  wealthy  praise, 

iie  lord  whose  happy  reign 

Trincria's  ample  plain, 

the  just,  the  wise, 

steamy  offerings  rise 
to  Ceres,  and  that  darling  maid, 
,  rapt  in  chariot  bright, 
vses  silver-white, 
lis  dosky  bower  the  lord  of  hell  conveyed  f 

he  heard  the  muses'  string  resound 

ured  name;  and  may  his  ktter  days, 

ialth  and  worth,  and  minstrel  garlands 

ned, 

h  no  envious  ear  a  subject  praise,(18) 

r  from  lair  Areadia*s  forest  wide 

uaa,  homeward,  from  his  home 

a  common  care,  a  common  pride, — 

IPSO  darkling  braves'ttie  ocean  foam, 

iest  moored  with  twofold  anchor  ride.) 

Sicily,  on  either  side 

B  with  prayer;  and  thou  who  rulest  the 

ihitiite's  knd!  in  safety  keep 

ig  keel, — and  evermore  to  me  * 

sr  theme  assign  of  poesy ! 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  28,  coL  2. 

I%e  fbaith  with  that  tonnented  three. 

see  were  Sisyphus,  Tityus,  and  Izion. 
kor  of  the  Odyssey,  or,  at  least,  of  that 
rhich  describes  the  punishments  of  Tan- 
gns  him  an  eternity  of  hunger,  thirst,  and 
tment  Which  of  these  opinions  is  most 
•  neither  very  easy  nor  very  material  to 
The  impending  rodL  of  Pindar  is  perhaps 
ropriate,  but  luiely,  a  more  pictaiesque 
umiriiment  I 


Note  %  page  29,  .col.l. 
Gar-bOTDe  Piea'a  royal  maid. 

(Enomaus,  king  of  Pisa,  had  promised  his  daugh- 
ter, the  heiress  of  his  states,  in  marriage  to  any 
warrior  who  should  excel  him  in  the  chariot  race, 
on  condition  however  thai  the  candidates  shouki 
stake  their  lives  on  the  issue.  Thirteen  had  essay- 
ed and  perished  before  Pebps. 

Note  3,  page  29,  col.  2. 

Sleeps  benoath  the  pUed  groond. 

Like  all  other  very  early  tombs,  the  monument 
of  Pelops  was  a  barrow  or  earthen  mound.  1  know 
not  whether  it  may  still  be  traced.  The  spot  is 
very  accurately  pointed  out,  and  such  works  are 
not  easily  obliterated. 

Note  4,  page  29,  coL  9. 
God  who  beholdBth  thee  and  all  thy  deeds. 

The  solemnity  of  this  prayer  contrasted  with 
its  object,  that  Hiero  might  again  succeed  in  the 
chariot  race,  is  ridiculous  to  modem  ean.  I  do 
not  indeed  believe  that  the  Olympic  and  t>ther 
games  had  so  much  importance  attached  to  them 
by  the  statesmen  and  warriors  of  Gbeeoe,  as  is  pre- 
tended by  the  sophists  of  later  ages ;  but  where  the 
manners  are  most  simple,  public  exhibitions,  it 
should  be  remembered,  are  always  most  highly  es- 
timated, and  religious  prejudice  combined  with  the 
ostentation  of  wealth  to  give  distinction  to  the 
Olympic  contests. 

Note  5,  page  30,  col.  1. 

The  flower  of  no  ignoble  nice. 

Theron  was  a  descendant  of  (Edipus,  and  con 
sequently  of  Cadmus.  His  family  had,  through 
a  long  line  of  ancestors,  been  remarkable,  both  in 
Greece  and  Sicily,  for  misfortune;  and  he  was 
himself  unpopular  with  his  subjects  and  engaged 
in  civil  war.  Allusions  to  these  circumBtaiioef  of- 
ten bccur  in  the  present  ode. 

Note  6,  page  3(\  col.  2. 
He  whom  none  mi^  nams. 

Intheorigmal  "vk/*  " a  certain  nameless  per- 
son.'' The  ancients  were  often  scrupnkNiB  about 
pronouncing  the  names  of  their  gods,  particularly 
those  who  presided  over  the  region  of  fbture  hopes 
and  fears;  a  scruple  corresponding  with  the  Rab- 
binical notions  of  the  ineffable  word.  The  pic- 
tures which  follow  present  a  striking  discrepancy 
to  the  hiythology  of  Homer,  and  of  the  general 
herd  of  Grrecian  poets,  whose  Zeus  is  as  fitrrinfe- 
rior  to  the  one  supreme  divinity  of  Pindar,  as  the 
religion  of  Pindar  himself  fiUls  short  of  the  clear* 
ness  and  majesty  of  Revelation.  The  <^^ni*Tiftn 
of  these  Eleusinian  doctrines  with  those  of  Hin- 
dustan, is  in  many  points  sufficiently  stiiking. 
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Southey  and  Pindar  might  seem  to  have  drunk  at 
the  same  flouroe. 

Note  7,  page  31,  col.  1. 
Nor  Jove  has  Thetis*  prayer  denied. 

I  know  not  why,  except  for  his  brutality  to  the 
body  of  Hector,  Achilles  is  adnoitted  with  «o  much 
difficulty  into  the  islands  of  the  blessed.  That 
this  was  conndered  in  the  time  of  Pindar  as  suffi- 
cient to  exclude  him  without  particular  interces- 
sbn,  shows  at  least  that  a  great  advance  had  been 
made  in  moral  feeling  since  the  days  of  Homer. 

Note  8,  page  31,  col.  1. 

Trained  in  study's  formal  hour, 

There  are  who  hate  the  minstrel's  power. 

It  was  not  likely  that  Pindar's  peculiarities 
should  escape  criticism,  nor  was  his  temper  such 
as  to  bear  it  with  a  very  even  mind.  He  treats 
his  rivili  and  assailants  with  at  least  a  sufficient 
portion  of  disdain  as  servile  adherents  to  rule,  and 
mere  students  without  genius.  Some  of  their  sar- 
casms passed  however  into  proverbs.  "  Amc  Kopn- 
3ec^"  an  expression  in  ridicule  of  Pindar's  perpe- 
tual recurrence  to  mythology  and  antiquities,  is 
preserved  in  the  PhsDdon:  while  his  occasional 
mention  of  himself  and  his  own  necessities,  is  par 
rodied  by  Aristophanes.  I  can  not  but  hope,  how- 
ever»  that  the  usual  conduct  of  Pindar  himself, 
was  less  obtrusive  and  importunate  than  that  of 
the  Dithyrambic  poet  who  intrudes  on  the  festival 
ofNephelocoggugia,  like  the  Ghelic  bard  in  **  Christ's 
kirk  o'  the  green." 

Note  9,  page  31,  col.  2. 

WhosenpUng  root  from  Scythian  down 
And  Iitaf^  fount  Alddes  bare. 

There  seems  to  have  been,  in  all  countries,  a 
disposition  to  place  a  region  of  peculiar  happiness 
and  fertility  among  inaccessible  mountains,  and  at 
the  source  of  their  principal  rivers.  Perhaps,  in- 
deed, the  Mount  Meru  of  Hindustan,  the  blame- 
leas  Ethiopians  at  the  head  of  the  Nile,  and  the 
happy  Hyperborean  regions  at  the  source  of  the 
Ister,  are  only  copies  of  the  garden  and  river  of 
God  in  Eden.  Some  truth  is  undoubtedly  mixed 
with  the  tradition  here  preserved  by  Pindar.  The 
olive  was  not  indigenous  in  Greece,  and  its  first 
specimens  were  planted  near  Pisa.  That  they  as- 
cribed its  introduction  to  the  universal  hero,  Her- 
cules, and  derived  its  stock  from  the  land  of  the 
blessed,  need  not  be  wondered  at  by  those  who 
know  the  importance  of  such  a  present.  The  Hy- 
perborean or  Atlantic  region,  which  continually 
receded  in  proportion  as  Europe  was  explored,  still 
seems  to  have  kept  its  ground  in  the  fancies  of  the 
vulgar,  under  the  names  of  the  island  of  St.  Bran- 
dan,  0f  Flath  Innis,  or  the  fortunate  land  of  Cock- 


ayne, till  the  discovery  of  America  peopk 
western  ocean  with  something  less  illusive. 

Note  10,  page  32,  col.  1. 
Old  Alias'  daughter  balkmed. 
Taygeta. 

Note  11,  page  32,  coL  2. 

To  Lemnos'  laughing  dames  oC  jon, 
Such  was  the  proof  Emicus  bote. 

Ernicus  was  one  of  the  Argonauts,  who  < 
guished  himself  in  the  games  celebrated  at 
nos  by  its  hospitable  queen  Hypsipile,  as  vie 
the  foot-race  of  men  clothed  in  armour.  H 
prematurely  gray-headed,  and  therefore  derid 
the  Lemnian  women  before  he  had  given  this 
of  his  vigour.  It  is  not  impossible  that  Psaumi 
the  same  singularity  of  appearance. 

There  is  a  sort  of  play  fullness  in  thb  ode, ' 
would  make  us  suspect  that  Pindar  had  n« 
sincere  respect  for  the  character  of  Psaumis 
haps  he  gave  offence  by  it ;  for  the  following 
to  the  same  champbn  is  in  a  very  different  i 

Note  12,  page  33,  col  1. 

Rearing  her  goodly  towers  on  high. 

■  Camarina  had  been  lately  destroyed  by  fir 
rebuilt  in  a  great  measure  by  the  liberality  of 
mis. 

Note  13,  page  33,  col.  2. 

Such  praise  as  good  Adrastusbon 
To  him  the  prophet  chieL 

The  prophet  chief  is  Amphiaraus,  wh< 
swallowed  up  by  t|^e  earth  before  the  attack  ( 
lynices  and  his  allies  on  Thebes,  either  bi 
the  gods  determined  to  rescue  his  virtues  fro 
stain  of  that  odious  conflict ;  or  according  1 
sagacious  Lydgatio,  because,  being  a  soroen 
a  pagan  "  byshoppe,"  the  time  of  his  compac 
expired,  and  the  infernal  powers  laid  claim  t 

Note  14,  page  33,  col.  2. 

Then  yoke  the  mules  of  vringed  pace^ 
And  Phintia  climb  the  car  with  ma. 

Agesias  had  been  victor  in  the  Apene  or  c 
drawn  by  mules;  Phintis  was,  probably,  hb 
rioteer. 

• 

Note  15,  page  34,  ooL  1. 

And  flung  the  sUrer  clasp  away 
That  rudely  prcst  her  heaving  aide. 

I  venture  in  the  present  instance  to  tra 
"  sflcxsnc**  a  clasp,  because  it  was  undoubtedlj 
for  the  stud  or  buckle  to  a  horse's  bit,  as  "  makm 
signifies  to  run  by  a  hofRc's  side  holding  the  1 
The  "  Mtxvf '  too,  appended  to  the  belt  of  E 
les,  which  he  left  witii  his  Scythian  mistresi^  s 
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nm,  from  the  mminer  in  which  Herodotus  men- 
tioM  it,  to  have  been  a  clasp  or  stud,  nor  can  I  in 
tbe  pment  passage  understand  why  the  pregnant 
Endne  should  encumber  herself  with  a  watei^pot, 
or  why  the  water-pot  and  zone  should  be  mention- 
id  m  hid  aside  at  the  same  time.  But  the  round 
ttd  cop-bke  form  of  an  antique  clasp  nuty  well 
Moooni  for  such  names  being  applied  to  it 

Note  16,  page  34,  col.  2. 
—Cool  CTyUene's  height  of  snow. 
CjDaie  was  a  mountain  in  Arcadia  dedicated 
tiBiocury. 

Note  17,  page  35,  col.  1. 

Tlien,  rnhvaell  bid  thy  chorus  rin 
TV>  JaiM  queen  of  deities. 

Sodi  psasages  as  thb  appear  to  prove,  first,  that 
tb  Odes  of  Pindar,  instead  of  being  danced  and 
dttanted  by  a  chorus  of  hired  musicians  and  ac- 
ton, in  the  absurd  and  impoesible  manner  pretend- 
ed by  the  later  Grecian  writers,  (whose  ignorance 
f^pfiiing  their  own  antiquities,  is  inmsny  instan- 
ea  apparent,)  were  recited  by  the  poet  himself 
■Itiiig,  (his  iron  chair  was  long  presenred  at  Del- 
pboi,)  and  accompanied  by  one  or  more  musicians, 
loeh  as  the  Theban  iEneas  whom  he  here  cora- 
pbiMDts.  Secondly,  what  will  account  at  once 
for  the  inequalities  of  his  style  and  the  rapidity  of 
iiti  transitions,  we  may  infer  that  the  Dincsan 
iwin  was,  often  at  least,  an  "  improvisatore."  I 
kaonr  not  the  origin  of  the  Bceotian  agnomen  of 
niiiie.    In  later  times  we  find  their  region  called 

icrtecom  patna. 

Note  18,  page  35,  col.  1. 
Halt  with  DO  cdtIoos  ear  a  subject's  praise. 
Either  the  poet  was  led  by  his  vanity  to  ascribe 
t  greater  consequence  to  his  verses  than  they  real- 
ly posKssed,  when  he  supposes  that  the  praise  of 
AgMas  may  move  his  sovereign  to  jealousy ;  or 
^  may  infer  from  this  Uttio  circumstance  that  the 
inqioftance  attached  to  the  Olympic  prize  has  not 
becD  so  greatly  overrated  by  poets  and  antiquaries, 
ttd  that  it  was  indeed  "  a  gift  more  valuable  than 
tkoDdredtrc^ihies.''  * 
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SONNET  BY  THE  LATE  NAWAB  OF 
OUDE,  ASUP  VD  DOWLA. 

hi  thoM  eyes  the  tears  that  gUsten  as  in  pity  for 

my  pain, 
An  they  gems,  or  only  dew-dropsl  can  they,  will 

they  long  remain  1 


Why  thy  strength  of  tyrant  beauty  thus,  with  i 
ing  ruth,  restrain? 

Better  breathe  my  last  before  thee,  than  in  linger- 
ing grief  remain! 

To  yon  planet.  Fate  has  given  every  month  to  wax 

and  wane; 
And — thy  world  of  blushing  brightness— can  il^ 

will  it,  long  remain? 

Health  and  youth  in  balmy  moisture  on  thy  cheek 

their  seat  maintain ; 
But — the  dew  that  steeps  the  rose-bud— can  it,  will 

it  long  remain  1 

Asuf !  why^  in  mournful  numbers,  of  thine  absence 

thus  complain, 
Chance  had  joined  us,  chafHe  has  parted ! — ^nought 

on  earth  can  long  remain. 

In  the  world,  may'st  thou,  beloved !  live  exempt 

firom  grief  and  pain ! 
On  my  lips  the  breath  is  fleeting,  can  it|  will  it 

long  remain? 


FROM  THE  GULISTAN. 

"  Brother  !  know  the  world  deceivethi 
Trust  on  Him  who  safely  giveth ! 
Fix  not  on  the  world  thy  trust. 
She  feeds  us — but  she  turns  to  dust, 
And  the  bare  earth  or  kingly  throne 
Alike  may  serve  to  die  upon !" 


FROM  THE  SAME. 

• 

"  The  man  who  leaveth  life  Ijehind, 
May  well  and  boldly  speak  his  mind ; 
Where  flight  Li  none  from  battle  field, 
We  blithely  snatch  the  sword  and  shield ; 
Where  hope  \b  past,  and  hate  is  strong, 
The  wretch's  tongue  is  sharp  and  long; 
Myself  have  seen,  in  wild  despair, 
The  feeble  cat  the  mastifi'  tear." 


FROM  THE  SAME. 

**  Who  the  silent  man  can  priie, 
If  a  fool  he  be  or  wise? 
Yet,  though  lonely  seem  the  wood, 
Therein  migr  lurk  the  beast  of  blood, 
Often  bashful  looks  conceal 
Tongue  of  fire  and  heart  of  steel. 
And  deem  not  thou  in  forest  gray, 
Every  dappled  skin  thy  prey; 
Lest  thou  rouse,  with  luckless  spear, 
The  tiger  for  the  faUow-deer  1" 
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THE  PASSAGE  OP  THE  RED  SEA. 

With  heat  overlaboured  and  the  length  of  way, 
On  Elthan's  beach  the  bands  of  Israel  lay. 
'T  was  silence  all,  the  sparkling  sands  along. 
Save  where  the  locust  trilled  her  feeble  song, 
Or  blended  soft  in  drowsy  cadence  fell 
The  wave's  low  whisper  or  the  camel's  bell. — 
'T  was  silence  all ! — ^the  flocks  for  shelter  fly 
Where,  waving  light,  the  acacia  shadows  lie ; 
Or  where,  from  far,  th«  flattering  vapours  make 
The  noon-tide  semblance  of  a  misty  lake : 
While  the  mute  swain,  in  careless  safety  spread, 
With  arms  enfolded,  and  dejected  head, 
Dreams  o'er  his  wondrous  call,  his  lineage  high, 
And,  late  revealed,  his  children's  destiny. 
For,  not  in  vain,  in  thraldom's  darkest  hour. 
Had  sped  from  Amram's  sons  the  word  of  power ; 
Nor  failed  the  dreadful  wand,  whose  god-like  sway 
Could  lure  the  locust  from  her  airy  way ; 
With  reptile  war  assail  their  proud  abodes, 
And  mar  the  giant  pomp  of  Egypt's  gods. 
Oh  helpless  gods !  who  nought  availed  to  shield 
From  fiery  rain  your  Zoan's  favoured  field ! — 
Oh  hfipless  gods !  who  saw  the  curdled  blood 
Taint  the  pure  lotus  of  your  ancient  flood. 
And  fourfold-night  the  wondering  earth  enchain. 
While  Memnon^s  orient  harp  was  heard  in  vain ! — 
Such  musings  held  the  tribes,  till  now  the  west 
With  milder  influence  on  their  temples  prest ; 
And  that  portentous  cloud  which,  all  the  day. 
Hong  its  dark  curtain  o'er  their  weary  way, 
(A  cloud  by  day,  a  IHendly  flame  by  night,) 
Rolled  back  its  misty  veil,  and  kindled  into  light ! — 
Soft  fell  the  eve : — But,  ere  the  day  was  done. 
Tall,  waving  banners  streaked  the  level  sun  \ 
And  wide  and  dark  abng  th'  horizon  red. 
In  sandy  surge  the  rising  desert  spread. — 
<'  Mark,  Israel,  mark !" — On  that  strange  sight  in- 
tent. 
In  breathless  terror,  every  eye  was  bent ; 
And  busy  faction's  undistinguished  hum 
And  female  shrieks  arose,   "They  come,  they 

come!** 
They  come,  they  come!  in  scintillating  show 
O'er  the  dark  mass  the  brazen  lances  glow ; 
And  sandy  clouds  in  countless  slopes  combine. 
As  deepens  or  extends  the  long  tumultuous  lino; — 
And  fiincy's  keener  glance  e'en  now  may  trace 
The  threatening  aspects  of  each  mingled  race; 
For  many  a  coal-black  tribe  and  cany  spear, 
The  hbding  guards  of  Misraim's  throne,  were 
there. 


From  distant  Gush  they  trooped,  a  warrior  train, 
Siwah's(l)  green  isle  and  Sennaar's  marly  plaiQ: 
On  either  wing  their  fiery  coursers  check 
The  parched  and  sinewy  sons  of  Amakk : 
While  close  behind,  inured  to  feast  on  blood, 
Decked  in  Behemoth's  spoils,  the  tall  Shangalla(2) 

strode. 
'Mid  blazing  helms  and  bucklers  rough  with  gold 
Saw  ye  how  swift  the  scythed  chariot  tolled? 
Lo,  these  are  they  whom,  lords  of  Afnc's  fates, 
Okl  Thebes  had  poured  through  all  her  bondred 

gates. 
Mother  of  armies ! — How  the  emeralds(3)  glowed, 
Where,  flushed  with  power  and  vengeance,  Pha- 
raoh rode! 
And  stoled  in  white,  those  brazen  wheels  befoiey 
Osiris'  ark  his  swarthy  wizards  bore ; 
And  still  responsive  to  the  trumpet's  cry 
The  priestly  sistrum  murmured — Victory? — 
Why  swell  these  shouts  that  rend  the  desert's 

gloom? 
Whom  come   ye  forth  to   combat? — ^warrion, 

whom? — 
These  flocks  and  herds — ^this  fiunt  and  weaiy 

train — 
Red  from  the  scourge  and  recent  from  the  chain? 
God  of  the  poor,  the  poor  and  friendless  save ! 
Giver  and  Lord  of  freedom,  help  the  slave ! — 
North,  south,  and  west  the  sandy  whiriwinds  fly, 
The  circhng  horns  of  Egypt's  chivalry. 
On  earth's  last  margin  throng  the  weeping  train : 
Their  cloudy  guide  moves  on :— "  And  must  we 

swim  the  main  ?'* 
'Mid  the  light  spray  their  snorting  camds  stood, 
Nor  bathed  a  fetlock  in  the  nauseous  flood — 
He  comes — their  leader  comes  I — the  man  of  God 
O'er  the  wide  waters  lifts  his  mighty  rod, 
And  onward  treads — The  circling  waves  reCieat 
In  hoarse  deep  murmurs,  from  his  holy  leet ; 
And  the  chased  surges,  inly  roaring,  show 
The  hard  wet  sand  and  coral  hills  below. 
With  hmbs  that  fidter,  and  with  hearts  that 

swell, 
Down,  down  they  pass— a  steep  and  slij^ry  dcfl 
Around  them  rise,  in  pristine  chaos  hurled. 
The  ancient  rocks,  the  secrets  of  the  world ; 
And  flowers  that  blush  beneath  the  ocean  green, 
And  caves,  the  sea-c\lves'  low-roofed  haunt,  an 

seen. 
Down,  safely  down  the  narrow  pass  they  tread ; 
The  beetling  waters  storm  above  their  head : 
While  far  behind  retires  the  sinking  day, 
And  fades  on  Edom*s  hiUs  its  latest  ray. 
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Yet  not  from  Israel  fled  the  friendly  light, 
Or  daik  to  them,  or  cheerieas  came  the  night, 
Sdll  in  their  van,  along  that  dreadfol  road, 
Blued  broad  and  fieroe  the  brandiahed  toich  of 

GkML    ■ 
h  meteor  glare  a  tenfold  hiitre  gave 
Do  the  long  mirror  of  the  rosj  wave : 
Whfle  its  bleat  beams  a  sonlike  heat  sopply, 
Winn  every  cheek  aflSd  dance  in  every  eye — 
To  them  alone— fiir  Misnim's  wizard  train 
lavoke  for  light  their  monster-gods  in  vain : 
doods  heaped  on  doods  their  Btmggling  sight  ooD- 

line, 
And  tenfold  darkness  broods  above  their  line. 
Yet  on  they  iaro  by  reckless  vengeance  led, 
And  range  uiconscioos  throagh  the  ocean's  bed. 
TiD  Dudvray  now — that  strange  and  fiery  form 
Showed  his  dread  visage  lightening  throagh  the 

itorm; 
With  withering  splendour  blasted  all  their  might. 
And  brake  thfir  chariot-wheels,  and  marred  their 

couriers'  flight 
"Flj,  Misraim,  fly!"— The  ravenous  floods  they 


And,  fiercer  than  the  floods,  the  Deity. 
"  Flj,  Misraim,  fly !"— From  Edom's  coral  strand 
Afain  the  prophet  stretched  his  dreadful  wand : — 
With  one  wild  crash  the  thondering  waters  sweep, 
And  all  is  waves— a  dark  and  lonely  deep- 
Yet  o'er  those  londy  waves  such  murmurs  past, 
As  mortal  waiting  swelled  the  nightly  blast : 
And  itrange  and  sad  the  whispering  breezes  bora 
The  groans  of  Egypt  to  Arabia's  shore. 

Oh  t  welcome  came  the  mom,  where  Israel  stood 
lo  traitless  wonder  by  th'  avenging  flood ! 
Oh !  welcome  came  the  cheerful  mom,  to  show 
The  drifted  wreck  of  Zoan's  pride  below ; 
The  mangled  limbs  of  men — the  broken  car — 
A  few  isd  relics  of  a  nation's  war: 
Alas,  bow  few!— Then,  soft  as  Elim^  wel],(3) 
The  precious  teara  of  new-bom  freedom  fell. 
And  he,  whose  hardened  heart  alike  had  borne 
The  boose  of  bondage  and  th'  oppreasor's  scom. 


And  every  pause  betweeDj  as  Miriam  sang, 
From  tribe  to  tribe  the  martial  thunder  rang, 
And  loud  and  far  their  stormy  chorus  spread,— 
'*  Shout,  Israel,  for  the  Lord  hath  trianqthed  I" 
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Ye  viewless  guardians  of  these  sacred  8hades,(4) 
Dear  dreams  of  eariy  song,  Aonian  maids  I— 
And  you,  illustrious  deadi  whose  spirits  qpeak 
In  every  flush  that  tints  the  student's  cheek, 
As,  wearied  with  the  world,  he  seeks  again 
The  page  of  better  tames  and  greater  men; 
If  with  pure  worship  we  your  steps  pursuoi 
And  youth,  and  health,  and  rest  forget  for  you, 
(Whom  most  we  serve,  to  whom  our  lamp  bume 

bright 
Through  the  long  toils  of  not  ingrateftil  night,; 
Yet,  yet  be  present !— Let  the  Worldly  train 
Mock  our  cheap  joys,  and  hate  our  Useless  strain, 
Intent  on  freighted  wealth,  or  proud  to  rear 
The  fleece  Iberian  or  the  pampered  steer  -^-^ 
Let  sterner  science  with  unwearied  eye 
Explore  the  circling  spheres  and  map  the  sky ; 
His  long-drawn  mole  let  lordly  commerce  scan, 
And  of  his  iron  arch  the  rainbow  span : 
Yet,  while,  in  burning  characters  imprqst. 
The  poet's  lesson  stamps  the  youthful  breast 
Bids  the  rapt  boy  o'er  suffering  virtue  bleed,. 
Adore  a  brave  or  bless  a  gentle  deed, 
And  in  warm  feeling  from  the  storied  page 
Arise  the  saint,  the  hero,  or  the  sage ; 
Such  be  our  toil ! — Nor  doubt  we  to  explore 
The  thomy  maze  of  dialectic  lore. 
To  climb  the  chariot  of  the  gods,  or  scan 
The  secret  workings  of  the  soul  of  man ; 
Upborne  aloft  on  Plato's  eagle  flight, 
Or  the  slow  pinion  of  the  Stagyrite. 
And  those  gray  spoils  of  Hereulanean  pride. 
If  aught  of  yet  untasted  sweets  they  hide ; — 
If  Padua's  ssge  be  there,  or  art  have  power 


The  stabbom  slave,  by  hope's  new  beams  subdued.  To  wake  Menander  from  his  secret  bower. 


lo  Altering  accents  sobbed  his  gratitudi 
Tin  kindling  into  wanner  zeal,  around 
The  virgin  timbrel  waked  its  silver  sound : 
And  in  fierce  joy,  no  more  by  doubt  supprest. 
The  struggling  spirit  throbbed  in  Miriam's  breast. 
She,  with  bare  arms,  and  fixing  on  the  sky, 
The  dark  transparence  of  her  ludd  eye. 
Poured  on  the  winds  of  heaven  her  wild  sweet  har- 
mony. 
"Where  now,"  she  sang,  "the  tall  Egyptian 
spearl 


Such  be  our  toil  1 — Nor  vain  the  labour  proves, 
Which    Oxford   honours,  and  which  Grenville 

loves! 
—On,  eloquent  and  firm! — whose  warning  high 
Rebuked  the  rising  surge  of  anarchy. 
When,  like  those  brethren  stars  to  seamen  known. 
In  kindred  splendour  Pitt  and  Grenville  shone ; 
On  in  thy  glorious  course !  not  yet  the  wave 
Has  ceased  to  la^  the  shore,  nor  storm  foigot  to 

rave. 
Go  on !  and  oh,  while  adverse  factions  raise 
"On's  sunfiko  shield,  and  Zoan*s  chariot,  where  1  To  thy  pure  worth  involuntary  praise ; 
"  Above  their  ranks  the  whehning  waten  spread. '  WhUe  Gambia's  swarthy  tribes  4hy  mercies  bless, 
**  Shoot,  Israel,  fof  the  Lord  has  triumphed!"—    I  And  £rom  thy  ooonsels  date  their  happiness; 
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Say,  (for  thine  lais  yet  lecalb^tb  pride 
Thy  yoathfol  triumphs  by  her  leafy  aide,) 
Say,  haat  thou  aoomed,  mid  pomp,  and  wealth, 

and  power. 
The  fober  tran^rta  of  a  stadiouB  hoorl — 
No,  atateaman,  no! — thy  patriot  fire  was  fed 
From  the  warm  emben  of  the  mighty  dead ; 
And  thy  strong  spirit's  patient  grasp  combined 
The  sods  of  ages  in  a  single  mind. 
— By  arts  tike  these,  amidst  a  world  of  foes, 
Eye  of  the  earth,  th'  Athenian  glory  rose ; — 
Thus,  last  and  best  of  Romans,  Brutus  shone; 
Our  Somers  thus,  and  thus  our  Clarendon ; 
Such  Cobham  was;  such,  GrenviUe,  long  be  thou, 
Our  boast  before    our  chief  and  champion  now! 


EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  NAVAL  OFFI- 

CER, 

DISlOlfEO  FOR  A   TOMB  IN  A  SIAPORT  TOWN  IN 

NORTH 


Sailor  I  if  yigour  nerve  thy  frame. 

If  to  high  deeds  thy  soul  b  strung, 
Revere  this  stone  that  gives  to  &me 

The  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  young  I— (5) 

For  manly  beauty  decked  his  form, 
Hii  bright  eye  beamed  with  mental  power ; 

Resistless  as  the  winter  storm. 
Yet  mild  as  summer's  miUest  shower. 

In  war's  hoarM  rage^  in  ocean's  strife, 
For  skill,  for  force,  for  mercy  known; 

Still  prompt  to  shield  a  comrade's  life. 
And  greatly  careless  of  his  own. — 

Yet  youthful  seaman,  mourn  not  thou 

The  fete  these  artless  lines  recall ; 
No,  Cambrian,  no,  be  thine  the  vow. 

Like  him  to  live,  like  him  to  fell! — 

But  hast  thou  known  a  father's  care, 
Who  sorrovring  sent  thee  forth  to  sea; 

Poured  for  thy  weal  th'  unceasing  prayer, 
And  thought  the  sleepless  night  on  thee? 

Has  e'er  thy  tender  fancy  flown, 

When  vrinds  were  strong  and  waves  were  high. 
Where,  tistening  to  the  tempest's  moan. 

Thy  asters  heaved  the  anxious  sighl 

Or,  in  the  darkest  hour  of  dread, 
Mid  war's  wild  din,  and  ocean's  swell, 

Hast  mourned  a  hero  brother  deRd, 
And  did  that  brother  love  thee  wellt — 

Then  pity  those  whose  sorrows  flow 
In  vain  o'er  Shipley's  empty  grave ! — 

^Saikir,  thou  weep'st : — Indulge  thy  wo ; 
Such  tean  will  not  diigraoe  the  brave  l~ 


AN  EVENING  WALK  IN  BENGAL. 

Our  task  is  done !  on  Gunga's  breast(6) 
The  sun  is  smking  down  to  rest; 
And  moored  beneath  the  tamarind  bough. 
Our  bark  has  found  its  harbour  now. 
With  furled  sail  and  painted  side^ 
Behold  the  tiny  frigate  ride. 
Upon  her  deck,  'mid  charcoal  gleams, 
The  Moslems'  savoury  supper  steams, 
While  all  apart,  beneath  the  wood, 
The  Hindoo  cooks  his  simpler  food. 

Come  walk  with  me  the  jungle  through; 
If  yonder  hunter  told  us  true. 
Far  ofi*,  in  desert  dank  and  rude, 
The  tiger  holds  his  soUtude ; 
Nor  (taught  by  secret  charm  to  shun 
The  thunders  of  the  EngUsh  gun,) 
A  dreadful  guest  but  rarely  seen, 
Returns  to  scare  the  village  green. 
Come  boldly  on !  no  venomed  anake 
Can  shelter  in  so  cool  a  brake: 
Child  of  the  sun!  he  loves  to  lie 
'Mid  nature's  embers  parched  and  dry. 
Where  o'er  some  tower  in  ruin  laid. 
The  peepul  spreads  its  haunted  shade. 
Or  round  a  tomb  his  scales  to  wreathe. 
Fit  warder  in  the  gate  of  death ! 
Come  on!  yet  pause!  behold  us  now 
Beneath  the  bamboo's  arched  bough. 
Where  gemming  oft  that  sacred  gkxxn. 
Glows  the  geranium's  scarlet  bloom, 
Ahd  winds  our  path  through  many  a  bower 
Of  fragrant  tree  and  giant  flower; 
The  ceiba's  crimson  pomp.displayed 
O'er  the  broad  plaintain's  humbler  shade, 
And  dusk  anana's  prickly  blade ; 
While  o'er  the  brake,  so  wild  and  fidr. 
The  betel  waves  his  crest  in  air. 
With  pendent  train  and  rushing  wingi^ 
Aloft  the  gorgeous  peacock  springs ; 
And  he,  the  bird  of  hundred  dyes,(7) 
Whose  plumes  the  dames  of  Ava  priie. 
So  rich  a  shade,  so  green  a  sod, 
Our  EngUsh  fairies  never  trod; 
Yet  who  in  Indian  bower  has  stood. 
But  thought  on  England's  "good  green  woodl" 
And  blessed  beneath  the  palmy  shade. 
Her  hazel  and  her  hawthorn  glade, 
And  breathed  a  prayer,  (how  oft  in  vain!) 
To  gaze  upon  her  oaks  again? 

A  truce  to  thought  I  the  jackal's  cry 
Resounds  like  sylvan  revelry; 
And  through  the  trees,  yon  failing  ray 
Will  scantly  serve  to  guide  our  way. 
Yet,  mark !  as  fade  the  upper  skies, 
Each  thicket  opes  ten  thousand  eyes. 
Before,  beside  us,  and  above. 
The  fire-fly  tights  his  lamp  of  bvc^ 
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g,  cbasiiig,  sinking,  soaring, 

new  of  the  capae  exploring; 

this  cooler  air  confest, 

d  Dhatora  hares  her  breast, 

Qt  scent,  and  virgin  white, 

roond  the  locks  of  night! 

•  pass  in  softened  hum, 

I  breezy  valleys  come 

;e  song,  the  horn,  the  dnun. 

i  pass,  from  bush  and  briar, 

cigala  strikes  hiBlyra; 

t  is  she  whose  liquid  strain 

rough  yon  copse  of  sugar-canel 

at  soul^ntrandng  swell ! 

nist  be,— Philomel! 

,  enough,  the  rustling  tnes 

a  shower  upon  the  breeae, — 

s  of  the  summer  sigf 

deeper,  ruddier  dye ; 

that  trembles  on  the  stream, 

I  our  cabin  sheds  its  beam; 

ost  eariy  sleep  to  find 

9  morning's  healthy  wind. 

th  thankful  hearts  confiass, 

here  may  be  happiness; 

be  bounteous  Sire,  has  given  ' 

m  earth,  his  hope  of  heaven! 


WRITTEN  TO  HIS  WIFE, 

^  ON  A  VISIT  TO  UPPSR  INDIA. 

'ert  by  my  side,  my  love! 
ist  would  evening  fiul 
Bengala's  palmy  grove, 
ng  the  nightingale! 

ly  kive!  wert  by  my  side, 
■es  at  my  knee,  . 
f  would  our  pinnace  gH4ff 
mga*s  mimic  sea ! 

B  at  the  dawning  gray, 
on  our  deck  reclined, 
I  ease  my  limbs  I  lay, 
» the  cooler  wind. 

5  when  by  Gunga*8  stream 
ight  steps  I  guide, 
xneath  the  lamp's  pale  beam, 
bee  from  my  side. 

ybooks,  my  pencil  try, 
pering  noon  to  cheer, 
hy  kind  approving  eye 
ek  attentive  ear. 

of  mom  and  eve  the  star 
me  on  my  knee, 

gh  thou  art  distant  far, 
yeis  asoeod  for  me. 


Then  on!  Then  on!  where  duty  leadu^ 

My  course  be  onward  stiD, 
On  broad  Hindoetan's  sultry  meads, 

O'er  Mack  Ahnorah's  hill. 

That  course,  nor  Delhi's  kingly  gates. 

Nor  mild  Malwah  detain. 
For  sweet  the  bliss  us  both  awaits, 

By  yonder  western  main. 

Thy  to#ei^  Bombay,  gleam  bright,  tliey  say 

Across  the  dark  blue  sea, 
But  never  were  hearts  so  light  and  gay, 

As  then  shall  meet  in.thee! 


HAPPINESS. 

One  morning  in  the  month  of  May, 

I  wandered  o'er  the  hillj 
Though  nature  all  around  was  gay. 

My  heart  ¥^  faMivy  still. 

Can  God,  I  thought,  the  just,  the  great, 
These  meaner  creatures  bless^ 

And  yet  deny  to  man's  estate 
The  boon  of  happiness? 

Tell  me,  ye  woods,  ye  smiling  plains, 

Ye  blessed  birds  around. 
In  which  of  nature's  wide  domains 

Can  bliss  for  man  be  found. 

The  birds  wild  carolled  over  head. 
The  breeze  around  me  blew, 

And  nature's  awful  chorus  said- 
No  bliss  for  man  she  knew. 

I  questioned  love,  whose  early  ray. 

So  rosy  bright  appears. 
And  heard  the  timid  genius  say 

His  light  was  dinmyJAJ  by  team. 

I  questioned  friendship:  Friendship  sighed. 

And  thus  her  answer  gave — 
The  fow  whom  fortune  never  tried 

Were  withered  in  the  grave ! 

I  asked  if  vice  could  bliss  bestow? 

Vice  boasted  k>ud  and  well. 
But  fiulmg  from  her  witheied  brow. 

The  borrowed  roses  fell. 


I  sought  of  feeling,  if  her  skill 
Could  sooth  the  wounded  breast ; 

And  found  her  mourning,  faint  and  still, 
For  others'  woes  distressed ! 

I  questioned  virtue :  virtue  sighed. 
No  boon  could  she  dispense — 

Nor  virtue  was  her  name,  she  cried 
But  humble  penitence. 


43 


HEBER'S  P0EM3. 


I  questioned  death — the  grisly  thade 
Relaxed  his  brow  setWr- 

And  ^*  I  am  feuppineas/'  he  said, 
"  If  Virtue  i^uides  thee  here." 


THE  MOONLIGHT  MARCH.  ^ 

I  asB  them  en  their  winding  way, 
About  their  ranks  the  moonbeams  plaj ; 
Their  lofty  deeds  and  dazing  high 
Blend  with  the  notes  of  victory. 
And  waving  arms,  and  banners  bright. 
Are  gUndng  in  the  mellow  light : 
They  *re  lost — and  gone,  the  moon  is  past, 
The  wood's  dark  shade  is  o*er  them  cast; 
And  Winter,  fainter,  fidnter  still 
The  march  is  rising  o*er  the  hill. 

Again,  again,  the  pealing  drum, 
The  clashing  bom— Ihey  come,  they  come ; 
Through  rocky  pass,  o'er  vi^oded  steep 
In  long  and  glittering  files  they  sweep. 
And  nearer,  nearer,  yet  more  near. 
Their  soflened  chorus  meets  the  ear; 
Forth,  faith,  and  meet  them  on  their  way ; 
The  trampling  hoofs  brook  no  delay; 
With  thrilling  fife  and  pealing  drum. 
And  clashing  horn,  they  come,  they  come. 


LINES. 

Reflected  on  the  Uke  I  love 
To  see  the  stars  of  evening  gbw; 

So  tranquil  in  the  heavens  abovc^ 
So  restless  in  the  wave  bebw. 

Thus  heavenly  hope  is  all  serene, 
But  earthly  hope,  how  bright  so  e'er, 

Still  fluctuates  o'er  this  changing  scene. 
As  false  and  fleeting  as  'tis  fair. 


FAREWELL. 

When  eyes  are  beaming 
.What  never  tongue  might  tell. 

When  tears  are  streaming 
From  their  crystal  cell ; 

When  hands  are  linked  that  dread  to  part, 

And  heart  is  met  by  throbbing  heart, 

Oh !  bitter,  bitter  is  the  smar 
Of  them  that  bid  farewell ! 

When  hope  is  chidden 

That  fidn  of  bliss  would  td). 
And  k>ve  forbidden 

In  the  breast  to  dwell ; 


When  fettered  bj  a  viewless  chain, 
We  turn  and  gaze,  and  turn  again, 
Oh  1  death  were  mercy  to  the  pain 
>jOf  them  that  bid  farewell ! 


VESPERS. 

Gk>D  that  madest  Earth  and  Heaven, 

Darkness  and  light ! 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given, 
*      For  rest  the  night! 
May  thine  angel  guards  defend  us, 
Slumber  sweet  thy  mercy  send  us, 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us, 

This  livebng  night  I 


TO  LIEUTENANT-GENERAL, 
ROWLAND  HILL,  K.  B. 

Hill  I  whose  high  daring  vrith  renewed  m 
Hath  cheered  our  taidy  war,  what  timethi 
Of  expectation,  dark  and  comfeitless. 
Hung  on  the  mountains ;  and  yon  fectioiM 
Blasphemed  their  country's  vabur,  babbluij 
Then  was  thine  arm  revealed,  to  whose 

might. 
By  Toulon's  leaguered  wall,  the  fiercest  b 
Whom  Egypt  honoured,  and  the  dubious  1 
Of  sad  Corunna's  winter,  and  more  bright 
DouTo,  and  Talavera's  gory  bays ; 
Wise,  modest,  brave,  in  danger  foremort  ft 
O  still,  young  warrior,  may  thy  toil-earned 
With    England's   love,  and    Elngland's 

crowned. 
Gild  with  delight  thy  Father's  latter  daye ! 


IMITATION  OF  AN  ODE  BY  K 
RUT,  IN  HINDOOSTANEE. 

Ambition's  voice  was  in  mine  ear,  she  wfa 

yesterday, 
*"  How  goodly  is  the  land  of  RoQm,Q9)  ha 

the  Russian  sway! 
How  blest  to  conquer  either  realm,  and 

through  life  to  come, 
Lulled  by  the  harp's  melodious  string,  chei 

the  northern  drum !" 
But  Wisdom  heard;  "O  youth,"  ahe  sai 

passion's  fetter  tied, 
O  come  and  see  a  sight  with  nie  ahaO  con 

thy  pride!" 
She  led  me  to  a  k>nely  dell,  a  nd  and 

ground. 
Where  many  an  ancient  fepolchie  gfetmec 

moonshine  round. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 
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re  Secuiider(lO)  aUeps,"  she  cried ; — 

is  his  rival's  stone ; 

he  mighty  chief  reclines  who  reared  the 

nthrone^ll) 

these,  doth  anght  of  all  their  ancieni 

remain, 

egret,  and  bitter  tetn  for  ever,  and  in 

am,  and  in  thy  heart  engraven  keep 

•i 

wealth,  the  lighter  load, — small  blame 

i  the  poor." 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  38,  col.  3. 
aiwah. 
Sennaar. — Meroe. 

Note  3,  page  38,  ool.  3. 


:k  tribes  whom  Brace  oonsideri  as  the 
^^ubians,  are  so  called.  For  their  gl- 
are, and  their  custom  of  ornamenting 
and  their  houses  with  the  spoils  of  the 
ee  the  account  he  gives  of  the  person 
ice  of  one  of  their  chie&  whom  he  visits 
iqmrture  from  Ras  el  Feel. 

Note  3)  page  38,  coL  3. 


Biald,  or  whatever  tha  ancients  dignified 
IB  of  smaragdos,  is  said  to  have  been 
(Feat  quantities  m  the  mountain  now 
al  Zummd  (the  mount  of  emeralds.) 

Note  4,  page  39,  col.  1. 

Bum's  wdL 

ereating  to  observe  with  what  pleasure 
BoeasMoaei^  amid  the  Arabian  wi]de^ 
■vates  the  "  twelve  wells  of  water,''  and 
looie  and  ten  pahn-trees,"  of  Ellim. 

Note  5,  page  39,  coL  3. 
ewlHB  gasidkns  of  these  nered  itisdes. 
nee  were  spoken  (as  b  the  custom  of  the 
on  the  inrtallation  of  a  new  chancellor) 
g  iioMfm*"i  whose  diffidence  induced 


him  to  content  himself  with  the  composition  of  an- 
other. Of  this  diffidence  his  friends  have  reason 
to  complain,  as  it  suppressed  sooie  elegant  linflf 
of  hii  own  on  the  same  occasion. 

Note  6,  page  40,  coL  1. 
The  brave,  the  virtucnu^  and  the  yoting. 

Captain  Conway  Shipley,  third  son  to  tin  dean 
of  St  Asaphr,  perished  in  an  attempt  to  cut  out  an 
enemy's  v^sel  from  the  Tagus  with  the  boats  of 
his  majesty's  frigate  La  Nymphe,  April  23, 1808, 
in  the  36th  year  of  his  age,  and  after  nearly  six- 
teen years  of  actual  service ;  distinguished  by  every 
quality  both  of  heart  and  head  which  could  adorn 
a  man  or  an  officer.  Admiral  Sir  Charles  Cotton, 
and  the  captains  of  his  fleet,  have  since  erected  a 
monimient  to  his  memory  in  the  neighbourhood 
ofFort  St.  Julian. 

r 

{^ote  7,  page  40^  cot.  3. 
OnGunga'slMneaA. 

These  lines  were  written  at  a  email  village  on 
the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  which  he  was  ascending 
in  a  pinnace,  on  his  first  visitation  of  his  diooew, 
in  August,  1824. 

Note  8,  page  40,  col.  3. 
The  bird  of  hundred  dTea 

"  The  Mucharunga— many  coloured. '  I  learned 
at  Dacca,  that  while  wp  were  at  peace  with  the 
Burmans,  many  traders  used  to  go  over  all  tha 
eastern  provinces  of  Bengal,  buying  up  these  bean- 
tifal  birds  finr  the  Golden  Zennanah;  at  Ummera- 
poora  it  was  said  that  they  were  sometimes  worth 
a  gold  mohuf  each.'' 

Note  9,  page  43,  col.  3. 
Hie  land  of  Room. 
The  oriental  name  of  the  Turkish  Empire. 

Note  10,  page  43,  ool.  1. 
Becuoder. 
Alexander  the  Great. 

Note  11,  page  43,  coL  1. 
The  mlghcj  Chief  who  reared  tbe  Median  throne. 

The  founder  of  the  Median  throne  was  £y- 
Kaoos,  or  Deiiooes. 
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BOOK  1. 

L  Spirit  !  God  of  Truth!  to  whom 
18  teem  as  they  arc;  Thou,  who  of  old 
pbet's  eye  unscalad,  that  nightly  saw, 
eavy  sleep  felldowfi  on  other  men, 
iaion  tranced,  the  future  pass 
im,  and  to  Judah's  harp  attuned 
which  made  the  pagan  mountains  shake, 
o's  cedars  bow, — inspire  my  song ; 
anacale ;  me  what  is  substance  teach, 
dow  what,  while  I  of  things  to  come, 
leheaning,  sing  the  Course  of  TimC) 
»nd  birth,  and  final  doom  of  man. 
iiae,  that  soft  and  sickly  wooes  the  ear 
9r  chanting  loud  in  windy  rhyme 
1  hero,  rsYes  through  gaudy  tale 
iiranght  with  sense,  I  ask  not:  such 
befits  not  aignment  so  high, 
^ht,  and  phrase  severely  sifting  out 
»le  idea,  grant,  uttering  as  'tis 
ential  truth — ^time  gone,  the  lighteous 

ked  damned,  and  proridence  approTed. 

ny  right  hand,  Almighty!  and  me  teach 

)  the  lyre,  but  seldom. struck,  to  notes 

ous  with  the  morning  starts  and  pure 

by  sainted  bards  and  angeb  sung, 

rake  the  echoes  of  Eternity; 

Is  may  hear  and  tremble,  and  the  wise, 

i,  listen,  of  ages  yet  to  come. 

iras  the  day,  so  long  expected,  past 

enial  doom«  that  gave  to  each 

I  human  race  his  dve  reword. 

,  eartM  son,  and  faidbn,  and  stars,  had 

ler  seasons,  days,  aq^  ponths,  and  years 
i  man.    Hope  was  forgotten,  and  fear: 
B,  with  all  its  chance,  and  change,. and 

sent  tears,  and  deeds  of  viUany, 

ouaness,  onoe  talked  of  much,  as  things 

renown,  was  now  but  ill  rememberod; 

id  shadowy  viskm  of  the  past 
5 


Seen  far  remote,  as  countiy,  which  has  left 
The  traveller's  speedy  step^  retiring  back 
From  mom  till  even;  and  long  Eternity 
Had  rolled  his  mighty  years,  and  with  his  years 
Men  had  grown  old.  The  saints.all  home  returned 
From  pilgrimage,  and  war,  and  weeping,  long 
Had^rested  in  the  bowers  of  peace,  that  skirt 
The  stream  of  life;  and  long — alas,  how  lohg 
To  th^m  it  seemed ! — the  vncked,  who  refused 
To  be  ttdeemed,  haid  wandered  in  the  dark 
Of  hell's  despair,  and  drunk  the  burning  cup 
Their  sins  had  filled  with  everlasting  wo. 

Thus  far  the  years  had  rolled,  which  none  but 
God 
Doth  number,  when  two  sons,  two  youthful  sons 
Of  Paradise,  in  conversation  ^weet, — 
For  thus  the  heavenly  muse  instructs  me,  wooed 
At  midnight  hour  with  ofiering  sincere 
Of  all  the  heart,  poured  out  in  holy  prayer, — 
High  on  the  hills  of  immortality. 
Whence  goodliest  prospect  looks  beyond  the  walls 
Of  heaven,  walked,  casting  oft  their  eye  far  through 
The  pure  serene,  observant  if,  returned 
From  errand  duly  finished,  any  came, 
Or  any,  first  in  virtue  now  complete. 
From  other  worlds  arrived,  confirmed  in  good. 

Thus  viewing,  one  they  saw,  on  hasty  wing 
Directing  towards  heaven  his  course;  and  now 
His  flight  ascending  near  the  battlements 
And  lofty  hills  on  which  they  walked,  approached. 
For  round  and  round,  in  spacious  circuit  wide. 
Mountains  of  tallest  stature  circumscribe 
The  plains  of  Paradise,  whose  tops,  arrayed 
In  uncreated  radiance,  seem  so  pure. 
That  naught  but  lilgers  foot,  or  saint's,  elect 
Of  God,  may  venture  there  to  walk.    Here  oft 
The  sons  of  blLss  take  mom  or  evening  pastime, 
Delighted  to  behold  ten  thousand  worlds 
Around  their  suns  revolving  in  the  vast 
External  space,  or  listen  the  harmonies 
That  each  to  other  in  its  motion  sings. 
And  hence,  in  middle  heaven  remote,  is  seen 
The  mount  of  Grod  in  awful  gbry  bright. 
Within,  no  orb  create  of  moon-,  or  star, 
Or  son,  gives  light;  fer  God's  o^  oountenanoe, 
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Beaming  eternally,  gives  light  to  all. 

But  farther  than  these  sacred  lulls,  his  will 

Forbids  it  flow,  too  bright  for  eyes  beyond. 

This  is'the  last  ascent  of  Virtue;  here 

Ail  trial  ends,  and  hope ;  here  perfect  joy,  • 

With  perfect  righteousness,  which  to  these  heights 

Alone  caQ^rise,  begins,  above  all  f%U. 

And  now,  on  wing  of  holy  ardour  strong, 
Hither  aspends  the  stranger,  borne  upright, — 
For  stranger  he  did  seem,  with  curious  eye 
Of  nice  inspection  round  surveying  all, — 
^nd  at  the  feet  alights  of  those  that  stood 
His  coming,  who  the  hand  of  welcome  gave, 
And  the  (Embrace  sincere  of  holy  love; 
And  thus,  with  comely  greeting  kind,  began. 

Hail,  brother !  hail,  thou  son  of  happness. 
Thou  son  beloved  of  God,  welconte  to  heaven, 
To  bliss  that  never  fades !  thy  day  is  past 
Of  trial,  and  of  fear  to  fall.    Well  done. 
Thou  good  and  faithful  servant;  enter  now 
Into  the  joy  eternal  of  thy  Lord.  * 

Come  with  us,  and  behold  far  higher  sight 
Than  e'er  thy  heart  desired,  or  hope  conceived. 
See,  yonder  is  the  glorious  hill  of  God,      * 
'Bove  angel's  gaze  in  brightness  rising  high. 
Come,  join  our  wing,  and  we  will  guide  thy  flight 
To  mysteries -of  everlasting  bliss. 
The  tree,  and  fount  of  life,  the  eternal  throne, 
And  presence-chamber  of  the  King  of  kings. 
But  what  concern  hangs  on  thy  countenance, 
Unwont  within  this  place  1  Perhaps  thou  deemst 
Thyself  unworthy  to  be  brought  before 
The  always  Ancient  Onel   So  are  we  too 
Unworthy;  but  our  Grod  is  all  in  all, 
And  gives  us  boldness  to  approach  his  throne. 
•   Sons  of  the  Highest !  citizens  of  heaven  I 
Began  the  new  arrived,  right  have  ye  judged : 
Unworthy,  most  unworthy  is  your  servant. 
To  stand  in  -presence  of  the  King,  or  hold 
Most  distant  and  most  humble  place  in  this 
Abode  of  excellent  glory  unrevealed. 
But  God  Almighty  be  for  ever  praised. 
Who,  of  his  fulness,  Alls  me  with  all  grace 
And  ornament,  to  make  me  in  his  sight 
Well  pleasing,  and  accepted  in  his  court. 
But,  if  your  leisure  waits,  short  narrative 
Will  tell,  why  strange  concern  thus  overhangi 
My  face,  ill  seeming  here ;  and  haply,  too. 
Your  elder  knowledge  can  instruct  my  youth, 
Of  what  seems  dark  and  doubtful,  unexplained. 

Our  leisure  waits  thee.    Speak ;  and  what  we 
can, 
Delighted  most  to  give  delight,  we  will ; 
Though  much  of  mystery  yh  to  us  remains. 

Virtue,  I  need  not^tell,  when  proved,  and  fiill 
Matured,  inclines  us  up  to  God  and  heaven. 
By  law  of  sweet  compulsion  strong  and  sure ; 
As  gravitation  to  the  larger  orb 


Virtue  in  me  was  ripe.    I  speak  not  this 
In  boast ;  for  what  I  am  to  Grod  I  owe, 
Entirely  owe,  and  of  myself  am  naught. 
Equipped  and  bent  for  heaven,  I  left  yon  world, 
My  native  seat,  which  scarce  your  eye  can  xeacb, 
Rolling  around  her  central  sun,  hi  out 
On  utmost  verge  of  light.    Bdt  first,  to  see 
What  lay  beyond  the  visible  creation, 
Strong  curiosity  my  flight  impelled. 
Long  was  my  way,  and  strange.    I  puwdths 

bounds 
Which  God  doth  set  to  light,. and  life  and  love; 
Where  darkness  meets  with  day,where  order  meets 
Disorder,  dreadful,  waste,  and  wild ;  and  down 
The  daric,  eternal,  uncreated  night 
Ventured  alone.    Long,  long  on  rapid  wing, 
}.  sailed  through  empty,  nameless  regions  vast. 
Where  utter  Nothing  dwells,  unformed  and  void. 
There  neither  eye,  nor  ear,  nor  any  sense 
Of  being  most  acute,  finds  object;  there 
For  aught  external  still  you  search  in  vain. 
Try  touch,  or  sight,  or  smeH ;  try  what  yon  will, 
You  strangely  find  naught  but  yourself  alone. 
But  why  should  I  in  words  attempt  to  tell 
What  that  is  like,  which  is,  and  yet  is  not? 
This  passed,  my  path  descending  led  me  still 
O'er  unclaimed  continents  of  desert  gloom 
Immense,  whero  gravitation  shifting  turns 
The  other  way;  and  to  some  dread,  unknown, 
Infernal  centre  downward  weighs :  and  now,— 
Far  travelled  from  the  edge  of  darkness,  far 
As  from  that  glorious  mount  of  Grqd  to  light's 
Remotest  limb,— dire  sights  I  saw,  dire  sounds 
I  heard ;  and  suddenly  before  my  eye 
A  wall  of  fiery  adamant  sprung  up. 
Wall  mountainous,  tremendous,  flaming  high 
Above  all  flight  of  hope.    I  paused,  and  looked ; 
And  saw,  where'er  I  looked  upon  that  mound. 
Sad  figures  traced  in  fire,  not  motionless, 
But  imitating  life.    One  I  remarked 
Attentively;  but  how  shall  I  describe 
What  naught  resembles  else  my  eye  hath  seeni 
Of  worm  or  serpent  kind  it  something  looked. 
But  monstrous,  with  a  thousand  snaky  heads, 
Eyed  each  with  double  orbs  of  glaring  vrrath ; 
And  with  as  many  tails,  that  twisted  out 
In  horrid  revolution,  tipped  with  stings ; 
And  all  its  mouths,  that  wide  and  darkly  gaped, 
And  breathed  most  poisonous  breath,  had  each  a 

sting,  • 

Forked,  and  long,^nd  venomous,  and  sharp; 
And,  in  its  writhingi  infinite,  it  grasped 
Malignantly  what  seemed  a  heart,  swollen,  black, 
And  quivering  with  torture  most  intense; 
And  still  the  heart,  vrith  anguish  throbbing  high, 
Made  effort  to  escape,  but  could  not ;  for, 
Howe'er  it  turned,  and  oft  it  vainly  turned, 
These  complicated  foldings  held  it  fast 


The  less  attracts,'throUgh  matter's  whole  domain. '  And  still  the  monstrous  beast  with  sting  of  bead 
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1  tnnipianoed  it,  bleeding  evennore.  \  For  ever  wasting,  yet  enduring  still ; 

this  ooiild  image,  much  I  searched  to  know  J  Djring  perpetually,  yet  never  dead, 
rhile  I  stood,  and  gazed,  and  wondered  longi  Some  wandered  lonely  in  the  desert  flames, 
«,  from  whence  I  knew  not,  for  no  one      /  And  some  in  fell  encounter  fiercely  met, 
<fisftinctlj  whispered  in  my  ear  {   With  curses  loud,  and  blasphemies,  that  made 

words :   This  is  the  worm  that  never  dies)   The  cheek  of  darkness  pale ;  and  as  they  fought, 


f 


i  by  the  side  of  this  unsightly  thing 

er  was  portrayed,  more  hideous  still: 

ees  it  once  shall  wish  to  see't  no  more. 

er  imdescribed  let  it  remain! 

his  much  I  may  or  can  unfold. 

t  it  tbmst  a  dart  that  might  have  made 

nees  of  terror  quake,  and  on  it  hung, 

1  the  triple  barbs,  a  being  pierced 

gh  soul  and  body  both.    Of  heavenly  make 

al  the  being  seemed,  but  fallen, 

om  and  wasted  with  enormous  wo. 

iD  anrnnd  the  everlasting  lance, 

lied,  convulsed,  and  uttered  mimic  groans; 

ied,aiid  wished,  and  ever  tried  and  wished 

;  but  could  not  die.    Oh,  horrid  sight  1 

bfing  gaaed,  and  listened,  and  heard  this 

ice 

ich  my  ear:  This  is  Eternal  Death. 

these  alone.    Upon  thai  burning  wall 

ibie  emblazonry,  were  limned 

Ljfes,  all  forms,  all  modes  of  wietchedn< 

^y,  and  grief,  and  desperate  wo. 

rominent  in  characters  of  fire. 


And  cursed,  and  gnashed  their  teeth,  9^  wished 

to  die, 

Their  hollow  eyes  did  utter  streams  of  wo. 
And  there  were  groans  that  exiled  not,  and  sighs 
That  always  sighed,  and  tears  that  ever  wept. 
And  ever  fell,  but  not  in  Mercy's  sight 
And  Sorrow,  and  Repentance,  and  Despair, 
Among  them  walked,  and  to  their  thirsty  lips 
Preeented  frequent  cups  of  burning  gall. 
And  as  I  listened,  I  heard  these  beings  curse 
Almighty  God,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  curse 
The  earth,  the  resurrection  mom,  and  seek, 
And  ever  vainly  seek,  for  utter  death. 
Ar^  to  their  everlasting  anguish  still. 
The  thunders  from  above  responding  spoke 
These  words,  which,  through  the  cavemitf  of  per- 
dition 
Forlornly  echoing,  fell  on  every  ear : 
"  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not." 
And  back  again  recoiled  a  deeper  groan. 
A  deeper  groan !  Oh,  what  a  groan  was  that  I 
1  waited  not,  but  swifl  on  speediest  wing, 
With  unaccustomed  thoughts  conversing,  back 


'er  the  eye  could  light,  these  words  you  Retraced  my  venturous  path  from  dark  to  light. 

id:  Then  up  ascending,  long  ascending  up, 

I  hasted  on ;  though  whiles  the  chiming  spherei^ 
By  God's  o^^  finger  touched  to  harmony  I 
Held  me  delajring,  till  I  here  arrived. 
Drawn  upward  by  the  eternal  love  of  Gk)d, 
Of  wonder  full  and  strange  astonishment. 
At  what  in  yonder  den  of  darkness  dwells, 
Which  now  your  higher  knowledge  will  unfold. 
They  answering  said.    To  ask  and  to  bestow 
Knowledge,  is  much  of  heaven's  delight;  and 


comes  this  way,  behold,  and  fear  to  sin  !*' 

d  1  stood ;  and  thought  such  imagery 

Lened,  within,  a  dangerous  abode. 

t  to  see  the  worst  a  wish  arose. 

tue,  by  the  holy  seal  ofQod 

ited  and  stamped,  immortal  all, 

I  invulnerable,  fears  no  hurt. 

f  as  my  wish,  as  rapidly, 

gh  the  horrid  rampart  passed,  unscathed 

^opposed ;  and,  pdaed  on  steady  wing, 

ng  gaxed.    Eternal  justice !  sons 

[ !  ten  me,  if  ye  can  tell,  what  then 

vhat  then  I  heard.    Wide  was  the  place, 

ep  as  wide,  and  ruinous  as  deep. 

Ii,  I  saw  a  lake  of  burning  fire, 

empest  tost  perpetually,  and  still 

aves  of  fiery  darkness  'gainst  the  rocks 

L  damnation  broke,  and  music  mj&de 

ancholy  sort ;  and  over  head 

1  around,  wind  warred  with  wind,  storm 

wied 

rm,  and  lightning  forked  lightning  crossed, 

under  answered  thunder,  muttering  sounds 

en  wrath ;  and  fiur  as  sight  could  pierce, 

n  descend  in  caves  of  hopeless  depth, 

rh  all  that  dungeon  of  unfeding  ibe, 

aogt  miserable  beings  walk, 

g  oontinuaDy,  yet  unoonsumed ; 


now 
Most  joyfully  what  thou  requirest  we  would; 
For  much  of  new  and  unaccountable 
Thou  bringst.   Something  indeed  we  heard  before, 
In  passing  conversation  slightly  touched. 
Of  such  a  pUce ;  yet,  rather  to  be  taught, 
Than  teaching,  answer,  what  thy  marvel  asks, 
We  need ;  for  we  ourselves,  though  here,  are  but 
Of  yesterday,  creation's  younger  sons. 
But  there  Is  one,  an  ancient  bard  of  Earth, 
Who,  by  the  stream  of  life,  sitting  in  bliss, 
Has  oft  beheld  the  eternal  years  complete 
The  mighty  circle  round  the  throne  of  Grod; 
Great  in  all  learning,  in  all  wisdom  great 
And  great  in  song ;  whose  harp  in  lofty  strain 
Tells  frequently  of  what  thy  wonder  craves, 
WhUe,  round  him  gathering,  stand  the  youth  of 

heaven,  „ 

With  truth  and  mekxiy  delighted  both. 
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To  him  this  path  directs,  an  easy  path, 
And  easy  flight  will  bring  us  to  his  seat 

So  saying,  thoy  linked  hand  in  hand,  spread  out 
Their  golden  wings,  by  living  breezes  fanned. 
And  over  heaven's  broad  champaign  sailed  serene. 
O'er  hill  and  valley,  clothed  with  verdure  green. 
That  never  fades;  and  Itree,  and  herb,  and  flower, 
That  never  fades ;  and  many  a  river,  rich 
With  nectar,  windiiig  ^leapantly,  they  pass^ ; 
And  mansion  of  celestial  mould,  and  work 
Divine.    And  oil  delicious  music,  sung 
By  saint  and  angel  bands  that  walked  the  vales, 
Or  mountain  tops,  and  harped  upon  their  harps, 
Their  ear  inclined,  and  held  by  sweet  constraint 
Their  wing ;  not  long,  for  strong  desire  awaked 
Of  knowledge  that  to  holy  use  might  turn, 
Still  pressed  them  on  to  leave  what  rather  seemed 
Pleasure,  due  only  when  all  duty's  done. 

And  now  beneath  them  lay  the  wished-for  spot, 
The  sacred  bower  of  that  renowned  bard ; 
That  ancient  bard,  ancient  in  days  and  song; 
But  in  immortal  vigour  young,  and  young 
In  rosy  health ;  to  pensive  solitude 
Retiring  ofl,  as  was  his  wont  on  earth. 

Fit  was  the  place,  most  fit,  for  holy  musing. 
Upon  a  Uttle  mount,  that  gently  rose. 
He  sat,  clothed  in  white  robes ;  and  o'er  his  head 
A  laurel  tree  of  lustiest,  eldest  growth. 
Stately  and  tall,  and  shadowing  far  and  wide, — 
Not  fruitless,  as  on  earth,  but  bloomed,  and  rich 
With  frequent  clusters,  ripe  to  heavenly  taste, — 
Spread  its  eternal  boughs,  and  in  its  arms 
A  myrtle  of  unfiling  leaf  embraced — 
The  rose  and  lily,  finesh  with  fragrant  dew, 
And  every  flower  of  fairest  cheek,  arotind 
Him,  smiling  flocked.    Beneath  hb  feet,  fast  by, 
And  round  his  sacred  hill,  a  streamlet  walked. 
Warbling  the  holy  melodies  of  heaven ; 
The  hallowed  zephyrs  brought  him  incense  sweet , 
And  out  before  him  opened,  in  prospect  long. 
The  river  of  life,  in  many  a  winding  maze 
Descending  from  the  lofiy  throne  of  God, 
That  with  excessive  glory  closed  the  scene. 

Of  Adam's  race  he  was.  and  lonely  sat, 
By  chance  that  day,  in  meditation  deep. 
Reflecting  much  of  time,  and  earth,  and  man. 
And  now  to  pensive,  now  to  cheerful  notes, 
He  touched  a  harp  of  wondrous  melody. 
A  golden  harp  it  was,  a  precious  gill. 
Which,  at  the  day  of  judgment,  with  the  crown 
Of  life,  he  had  received  from  God's  own  hand. 
Reward  due  to  his  service  done  on  earth. 

*  He  sees  their  coming,  an4  with  greeting  kind, 
And  welcome,  not  of  hollow  forged  smiles, 
And  ceremonious  compliment  of  phrase, 
But  of  the  heart  sincere,  into  his  bower     ^ 
Invites.    Like  greeting  they  returned.     Not  bent 
In  low  obeisancy,  from  creature  most 
Unfit  to  cioatore ;  but  with  manly  form 


Upright  they  entered  in ;  though  high  his  nnk, 
His  ^ipsdom  high,  and  mighty  his  r^oown. 
And  thus,  deferring  all  apology. 
The  two  their  new  companion  introduced. 

Ancient  in  kncywledge  1  bard  of  Adam's  race! 
We  bring  thee  one,  of  us  inquiring  what 
We  need  to  learn,  and  with  him  wkh  to  leant 
His  asking  will  direct  thy  answer  beet 

Most  ancient  bard  1  began  the  new  arrived, 
Few  words  will  set  my  wonder  forth,  and  guide 
Thy  wisdom's  light  to  what  in  me  is  dark. 

Equipped  for  heaven,  I  left  my  native  place. 
But  first  beyond  the  realms  of  light  I  bent 
My  course;  and  there,  in  utter  darkness,  &r 
Remote,  I  beings  saw  forlorn  in  wo, 
Burning  continually,  yet  unconsumed. 
And  there  were  groans  that  ended  not,  and  sighi 
That  always  sighed,  and  tears  that  ever  wept 
And  ever  fell,  but  not  in  Mercy's  sight.    . 
And  still  I  heard  these  wretched  beings  curM 
Almighty  God,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  cum 
The  earth,  the  resurrection  morn,  and  seek 
And  ever  vainly  seek,  for  utler  death. 
And  from  above  the  thunders  answered  still, 
"  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not." 
And  every  where  throughout  that  horrid  den, 
I  saw  a  form  of  excellence,  a  form 
Of  beauty  without  spot,  that  naught  could  see 
And  not  admire,  admire  and  not  adore. 
And  from  its  own  essential  beams  it  gave 
Light  to  itself,  that  made  the  gloom  more  dark. 
And  every  eye  in  that  infernal  pit 
Beheld  it  still ;  and  from  its  face — ^how  fidr! 
O,  how  exceeding  fair ! — for  ever  sought, 
But  ever  vainly  sought,  to  turn  away. 
That  image,  as  I  guess,  was  Virtue ;  for 
Naught  else  hath  God  given  countenance  so  fair 
But  why  in  such  a  place  it  should  abide  7 
What  place  it  is  1    What  beings  there  lament  1 
Whence  came  they  7  and  for  what  their  eudlesi 

groan  1 
Why  curse  they  Qod  1  why  seek  they  utter  deathl 
And  chief,  what  means  the  resurrection  mora  1 
My  youth  expects  thy  reverend  age  to  tell  1 

Thou  rightly  deem'st,  fair  youth,  began  the  bazd. 
The  form  thou  saw'st  was  Virtue,  ever  &ir. 
Virtue,  like  God,  whose  excellent  majesty, 
Whose  glory  virtue  is,  is  omnipresent 
No  being,  once  created  rational, 
Accountable,  endowed  with  moral  sense, 
With  sapience  of  right  and  wrong  endowed. 
And  charged,  however  fallen,  debased,  destroyed ; 
However  lost,  forlorn,  and  miserable; 
In  guilt's  dark  shrouding  wrapped,  however  thick; 
However  drunk,  delirious,  and  mad. 
With  sin's  fidl  cup ;  and  with  whatever  damned, 
Unnatural  diligence  it  work  and  toil. 
Can  banish  Virtue  from  its  sight,  or  once 
Forget  that  she  is  fair.     Hides  it  in  night, 
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Id  central  night ;  takes  it  the  lightning's  wing, 
And  flies  fef  ever  on,  beyond  the  bounds 
Ofdl;  drinks  it  the  maddest  cup  of  sin; 
Dires  it  beneath  the  oceaM  of  despair ; 
Itdhvs,  it  drinks,  it  flies,  it  hid^  in  vain. 
For  idU  the  eternal  beauty,  image  fiiir, 
Once  itamped  upon  the  soul,  before  the  eye    . 
AM  lorelj  stands,  nor  will  depart ;  so  God 
Oidains ;  and  lovely  to  the  worst  she  seems, 
And  ever  seems ;  and  as  they  look,  and  still 
MiMt  ever  look,  upon  her  loveliness, 
Remembranoe  dire  of  what  they  were,  of  what 
They  might  have  been,  and  bitter  sense  of  what 
Tb^  are,  poUdted,  ruined,  hopeless,  lost. 
With  most  repenting  torment  rend  their  hearts. 
80  God  ofdains,  their  punishment  severe, 
EkCToaUy  inflicted  by  themselves. 
Tis  this,  this  Virtue  hovering  evermore 
Before  the  vinon  of  the  damned,  and  in 
Upon  their  monstrous  moral  nakedness 
Casting  anwelcome  light,  that  makes  their  wo, 
IW  nutkes  the  essence  of  the  endless  flame. 
Where  this  is,  there  is  hell,- darker  than  aught. 
That  he,  the  bard  three-visioned,  darkest  saw. 
The  plaee  thou  sawst  was  hell ;  the  groans  thou 
heardst 
The  waitings  of  the  damned,  of  those  who  would 
Not  be  redeemed,  and  at  the  judgment  day. 
Long  pas^.  lor  unrepented  sins  were  damned. 
The  seven  krad  thunders  which  thou  heardst,  de- 
dare 
The  eternal  wrath  of  the  AUnighty  God. 
Bat  whence,  or  why  they  came  to  dwell  in  wo. 
Why  they  curse  God,  what  means  the  glorious 

mom 
Of  resurreetfen,  these  a  longer  tale 
I>eiMmd,  and  lead  the  mournful  lyre  fkr  back 
Thnngh  memory  of  sin  and  mortal  man. 
Yet  haply  not  rewardless  we  shall  trace 
The  dark  disastrous  years  of  finished  Time. 
SoRDws  remembered  sweeten  present  joy. 
Nor  yet  shaU  all  be  sad ;  for  God  gave  peace, 
tfocb  peace,  on  earth,  to  all  who  feared  his  name. 

But  first  it  needs  to  say,  that  other  style 
And  other  language  than  thy  ear  is  wont. 
Thou  most  expect  to  hear,  the  dialect 
Of  man.    For  tadi  in  heaven  a  relish  holds 
Of  former  speech,  that  points  to  whence  he  came. 
BotwfaelheT  I  of  person  speak,  or  place, 
Event  or  action,  moral  or  divine ; 
Or  things  unknown  con^Mune  to  things  unknown; 
AOnde,  Imply,  suggest,  apostrophize; 
Or  touch,  when  wandering  through  the  past,  on 

moods 
Of  nund  thou  never  fdtst;  the  meaning  still, 
With  easy  apprdienskm,  thou  shalt  take. 
80  perfect  here  is  knowledge,  and  the  strings 
Of  sympathy  so  toned,  that  every  word 
Tbit  each  to  other  tpeaka,  thcmgh  never  heard 


Before,  at  once  is  fully  understood. 
And  every  feeling  uttered,  fully  felt. 

So  shalt  thou  find,  as  from  my  various  song. 
That  backward  rolls  o'er  many  a  tide  of  years. 
Directly  or  inferred,  thy  asking,  thou. 
And  wondering  doubt,  shalt  learn  to  answer,  while 
I  sketch  in  brief  the  history  of  man. 
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This  said,  he  waked  the  golden  harp,  and  thus, 
While  on  him  inspiration  breathed,  began. 

As  from  yon  everlasting  hills  thai  gird 
Heaven  northward,  I  thy  course  espied,  I  judge 
Thou  from  the  arctic  regions  came  1   Perhaps 
Thou  noticed  on  thy  way  a  little  orb, 
Attended  by  one  moon,  her  lamp  by  night. 
With  her  fair  sisterhood  of  planets  seven, 
Revolving  round  their  central  sun ;  she  third 
In  place,  in  magnitude  the  fourth.     That  orb, 
New  made,  new  named,  inhabited  anew, — 
Though  whiles  we  sons  of.  Adam  vi^it  still. 
Our  native  place,  not  changed  so  far  but  wo 
Can  trace  our  ancient  walks,  the  scenery 
Of  childhood,  youth,  and  prime,  and  hoary  ago 
But  scenery  most  of  suffering  and  wo, — 
That  little  orb,  in  days  remote  of  old. 
When  angels  yet  were  young,  was  made  for  man, 
And  titled  Earth,  her  primal  virgin  name ; — 
Created  first  so  lovely,  so  adorned 
With  hill,  and  dale,  and  lawn,  and  Winding  vale, 
Woodland,  and  stream,  and  lake,  and  rolling  seas, 
Green  mead,  and  fruitful  tree,  and  fertile  grain, 
And  herb  and  flower;  so  lovely,  so  adorned 
With  numerous  beasts  of  every  kind,  with  fowl 
Of  every  wing  and  every  tuneful  note. 
And  with  all  fish  that  in  the  multitude 
Of  waters  swam ;  so  lovely,  so  adorned, 
So  fit  a  dwelling  place  for  man,  that,  as 
She  rose,  complete,  at  the  creating  word, 
The  morning  stars,  the  sons  of  God,  aloud 
Shouted  for  joy;  and  God,  beholding,  saw 
The  &ir  design,  that  from  eternity 
His   mind   conceived,  accomplished,  and,  well 

pleased. 
His  six  days  finished  work  most  good  pronoanced. 
And  man  declared  the  sovereign  prince  of  all. 

All  else  was  prone,  irrational,  and  mute, 
And  unaccountable,  by  instinct  led. 
But  man  he  made  of  angel  form  erect. 
To  hold  communion  with  the  heavens  above ; 
And  on  his  soul  impressed  his  image  fair. 
His  own  simHittide  of  holiness. 
Of  virtue,  truth,  and  love ;  with  reason  high 
To  balance  right  and  wrong,  and  conscience  quick 
To  choose  or  to  reject ;  with  knowledge  great, 
Prudenoe  and  wisdom,  vigilance  and  strength, 
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To  guard  all  force  or  guile ;  and,  lait  of  all, 

The  highest  gift  of  Grod's  abundant  grace, 

With  perfect,  free,  unbiased  will.     Thus  man 

Was  made  upright,  immortal  made,  and  crowned 

The  king  of  all ;  to  eat,  to  drink,  to  do 

Freely  and  sovereignly  his  will  entire. 

By  one  command  alone  restrained,  to  profe, 

As  was  most  just,  his  filial  love  sincere, 

His  loyalty,  obedience  due,  and  faith. 

And  thus  the  prohibition  ran,  expressed. 

As  God  is  wont,  in  terms  of  plainest  truth. 

Of  every  tree  that  in  the  garden  grows 
Thou  mayest  freely  eat ;  but  of  the  tree 
That  knowledge  hath  of  good  and  ill,  eat  not, 
Nor  touch ;  for  in  the  day  thou  eatest,  thou 
Shalt  die.     Go,  and  this  one  command  obey, 
Adam,  live  and  be  happy,  and,  with  thy  Eve, 
Fit  consort,  multiply  and  fill  the  earth. 

Thus  they,  the  representatives  of  men. 
Were  placed  in  Eden,  choicest  spot  of  earth. 
With  royal  honour  and  with  glory  crowned, 
Adam,  the  Lord  of  all,  majestic  walked. 
With  godlike  countenance  sublime,  and  form 
Of  lofty  towering- strength ;  and  by  his  side 
CEve,  fair  as  morning  star,  with  modesty 
^  Arrayed,  with  virtue,  grace,  and  perfect  love : 
.        In  holy  marriage  wed,  and  eloquent 

Of  thought  and  comely  words,  to  worship  GKxi 
And  sing  his  praise,  the  Giver  of  all  good : 
Glad,  in  each  other  glad,  and  glad  in  hope ; 
Rejoicing  in  their  future  happy  race. 

O  lovely,  happy,  blest,  immortal  pair  I 
Pleased  with  the  present,  full  of  glorious  hope. 
But  short,  alas,  the  song  that  sings  their  bliss  I 
Henceforth  the  history  of  man  grows  dark ! 
Shade  after  shade  of  deepening  gloom  descends; 
And  Innocence  laments  her  robes  defiled. 
¥nio  farther  sings,  must  change  the  pleasant  lyre 
To  heavy  notes  of  wo.    Why !  dost  thou  ask. 
Surprised?   The  answer  will  surprise  thee  mote. 
Man  sinned;  tempted,  he  ate  the  guarded  tree;— 
Tempted  of  whom  thou  afterwards  shalt  hear ; — 
Audacious,  unbelieving,  proud,  ungrateful, 
He  ate  the  interdicted  iruit,  and  fell ; 
And  in  his  fall,  his  universal  race ; 
For  they  in  him  by  delegation  were, 
In  him  to  stand  or  fall,  to  live  or  die. 

Man  most  ingrate !  so  full  of  grace,  to  an, 
Here  interposed  the  new  arrived,  so  fbll 
Of  bliss,  to  fin  against  the  Grracious  Onel 
The  holy,  jost,  and  good !  the  Eternal  Level 
Unseen,  unheard,  unthought  of  wickedness ! 
Why  slumbered  vengeance  1  No,  it  slumbered  not 
The  ever  just  and  righteous  God  would  let 
His  fury  loose,  and  satisfy  his  threat. 

That  had  been  just,  replied  the  reverend  bard. 
But  done,  ftdr  youth,  thou  ne'er  hadst  met  me  here ; 
I  ne'er  had  seen  yon  glorious  throne  in  peace. 

Thy  powers  are  great,  originally  great, 


And  purified  even  at  the  fount  of  light. 
Exert  them  now,  call  all  their  vigour  out ; 
Take  room,  think  vastly,  meditate  intensely, 
Reason  profoundly;  sead  conjecture  forth, 
Let  fancy  fly,  stoop  down,  ascend ;  all  length, 
All  breadth  explore,  all  moral,  all  divine ; 
Ask  prudence,  justice,  mercy  ask,  and  might; 
Weigh  good  with  evil,  balance  right  with  wnug; 
With  virtue  vice  compare,  hatred  with  bve; 
God's  holiness,  God's  justice,  and  GUxi's  troth, 
Deliberately  and  cautbusly  compare 
With  sinful,  wicked,  vile,  rebellious  man ; 
And  see  if  thou  canst  punish  sin,  and  let 
Mankind  go  firee.    Thou  failst ;  be  not  surpriied. 
I  bade  thee  search  in  vain.    Eternal  love, 
Harp,  lift  thy  voice  on  high !  eternal  k>ve. 
Eternal,  sovereign  love,  and  sovereign  grace, 
Wisdom,  and  power,  and  mercy  infinite, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit,  God, 
Devised  the  wondrous  plan,  devised,  achieved, 
And  in  achieving  made  the  marvel  more. 
Attend,  ye  heavens!  ye  heaven  of  heavens!  attmd, 
Attend  and  wonder,  wonder  evermore  1 
When  man  had  fallen,  rebelled,  insulted  Qod; 
Was  most  polluted,  yet  most  madly  pwad ; 
Indebted  infinitely,  yet  most  poor ; 
Captive  to  sin,  yet  willing  to  be  bound: 
To  God's  incensed  justice  and  hot  wrath 
Exposed,  due  victim  of  eternal  death 
And  utter  wo— Harp,  lift  thy  voioe  on  high ! 
Ye  everlasting  hills !  ye  angels !  bow. 
Bow,  ye  redeemed  of  men ! — Ghd  was  made  flesh, 
And  dwelt  ^th  man  on  earth !  the  Son  of  God, 
Only  begotten,  and  well  beloved,  between 
Men  and  his  FaUier's  justi^  interpoeed ; 
Put  human  nature  on ;  Hb  wrath  wwtainffd; 
And  in  their  name  suftcred,  obeyed,  and  died. 
Making  his  soul  an  ofifering  for  sin ; 
Just  for  unjust,  and  innocence  for  guilt. 
By  doing,  suftering,  dying,  unconstrained, 
Save  by  omnipotence  of  boundless  grace, 
Complete  atonement  made  to  Ghxl  appeased ; 
Made  honourable  his  insulted  law. 
Turning  the  wrath  aside  from  pardoned  man. 
Thus  Truth  and  Mercy  met,  and  RighteotMneta, 
Stooping  from  highest'  heaven,  embraced  fair  Ptoace, 
That  walked  th«  earth  in  fellowship  with  Love. 

O  love  divine !-  O  mercy  infinite  1 
The  audience  here  in  glowing  rapture  broke, 
O  love,  all  height  above,  all  depth  befow, 
Surpassing  far  all  knowledge,  all  desire, 
All  thought!    The  Holy  One  for  sinnen  dies  I 
The  Lord  of  life  for  guilty  iebel»  bleeds, 
Ctuenches  eternal  fire  with  bkxxl  divine  I 
Abundant  mtfrcy  1  overflowing  grace ! 
There,  whence  I  came,  I  something  heard  of  ram 
Their  name  had  reached  us,  and  report  did  qpeak 
Of  some  abominable  horrid  thing, 
Of  desperate  offisnce  they  had  committed. 
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Aod  lomBthing  too  of  wondioua  grace  we  heard. 

And  oft  of  oar  celestial  Ttfitants 

What  man,  what  God  had  done,  inquired ;  but 

they, 
Forbid,  onr  asking  never  met  directly, 
Exhorting  still  to  perMvere  upright, 
Aod  we  should  hear  in  heaven,  though  greatly 

OarMhes^  new  wooden  of  God's  wondrous  love. 
Tfaii  lunting,  keener  appetite  to  know 
Awaked ;  and  as  we  talked,  and  much  adnured 
What  new  we  there  should  learn,  we  hasted  each 
To  noQxiah  virtoe  to  perfection  up, 
That  we  might  have  our  wondering  resolved 
And  leave  of  louder  praise  to  greater  deeds 
Of  loving  kindness  due.    Mysterioas  love  1 
God  was  made  flesh,  and  dwelt  with  men  on  earth! 
Blood  holy,  blood  divine  for  sinners  shed  I 
My  asking  endM,  but  makes  my  wondojp  more. 
Stnoor  of  men  I  henceforth  be  thou  my  theme; 
Bedeeming  love,  my  study  day  and  night. 
Mankind  wen  k)st,  all  lost,  and  all  redeemed ! 

Thou  errat  again,  but  innocently  errst, 
Not  knowing  sin's  depravity,  nor  man's 
Sincere  and  penevering  wickedness. 
Afl  were  redeemed]  Not  all, or  thou  hadst  heard 
No  human  voice  in  hell.    Many  reibsed, 
Akhoogh  beseeched,  refused  to  be  redeemed, 
Krieemcd  from  death  to  life,  from  wa  to  bliw  t 

Canst  thon  believe  my  song  when  thus  I  singl 
When  man  had  fallen,  was  ruined,  hopeless,  k)st — 
Yc  choral  harps !  ye  angeb  that  excel 
hrtnnglhl  and  kxidest,  ye  redeemed  of  men  1 
Te  God,  to  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne 
Od  hi^  and  to  the  Lamb,  sing  honour,  sing 
DoBinkm,  glory,  blessing  sing,  and  praise  I — 
When  man  had  fidlen,  was  ruined,  hopeless,  lost, 
MfMJsh,  Prince  of  Peace,  Eternal  King, 
Died,  that  the  dead  might  hve,  the  lost  be  saved. 
Wonder,  O  heavens !  and  be  astonished,  earth  I 
Tkn  ancient,  then  forgotten  earth  I  ye  worlds  ad- 

DflWI 

Admire  and  be  confounded  1  and  thou  hell, 
Ikepen  thy  eternal  groan  ( — men  would  not  be 
IMffm*^, — I  speak  of  many,  not  of  all, — 
Would  not  be  saved  for  lost,  have  lifo  for  death ! 

Myaterkmssoogl  the  new  arrived  exclaimed, 
Myileiioas  mercyl  most  mysterious  hate! 
Todimbey  vras  mad,  this  madder  for, 
bearable  iiManity  of  will  r 
What  now  bat  wrath  could  guilty  men  ezpeotl 
What  more  could  love,  wha^  more  could  mercy  do? 

No  more,  resumed  the  bard,  no  more  they  could. 
Thou  hast  seen  helL  The  vricked  there  lament : 
Andwhyl  for  love  and  merey  twice  despised. 
The  huabandman,  vrho  sluggishly  forgot 
In  spring  to  pknigfa  and  sow,  could  censure  none, 
Though  winter  damouied  round  his  empty  bams. 
Bat  he  who,  having  thus  nsi^ected,  dki 


Refuse,  when  autumn  came,  and  fomine  threat- 
ened, 
To  reap  the  golden  field  that  charity 
Bestowed ;  nay,  more  obdurate,  proud,  and  blind. 
And  stupid  still,  refused,  though  much  beseeched, 
And  long  entreated,  even  with  Mercy's  tears, 
To  eatiwhat  to  his  very  lips  was  held, 
Cooked  temptingly,— he  certainly,  at  least, 
Deserved  to  die  of  hunger,  unbemoaned. 
So  did  the  wicked  spurn  the  grace  of  (xod ; 
And  so  were  punished  with  the  second  death. 
The  first,  no  doubt,  punition  less  severe- 
intended  ;  death,  belike,  of  all  entire. 
But  this  incurred,  by  God  discharged,  and  life 
Freely  presented,  and  again  despised. 
Despised,  though  bought  with  Mercy's  proper 

blood, 
'Twas  this  dug. hell,  and  kindled  all  its  bounds 
With  wrath  and  inextinguishable  fire. 
Free  was  the  offer,  free  to  all,  of  life 
And  of  salvation ;  but  the  proud  of  heart. 
Because  'twas'free,  would  not  accept ;  and  still 
To  merit  wished;  and  choosing,  thus  unshipped, 
Uncompassed,  unprovisioned,  and  bestormed, 
To  swim  a  sea  of  breadth  immeasurable. 
They  scorned  the  goodly  bark,  whose  wings  the 

breath 
Of  God's  eternal  Spirit  filled  for  heaven, 
That  stopped  to  take  them  in,  and  so  were  lost 

What  wonden  dost  thou  tell  1   To  merit,  how ! 
Of  creature  meriting  in  sight  of  God, 
As  right  of  service  done,  I  never  heard 
Till  now.    We  never  fell ;  in  virtue  stood 
Upright,  and  persevered  in  holiness ; 
But  stood  by  grace,  by  grace  we  persevered. 
Ourselves,  our  deeds,  our  holiest,  highest  deeds 
Unworthy  aught ;  grace  worthy  endless  praise. 
If  we  fly  swift,  obedient  to  his  will. 
He  gives  us  wings  to  fly ;  if  we  resist 
Temptation,  and  ne'er  fall,  it  is  his  shield     - 
Omnipotent  that  wards  it  off;  if  we, 
With  love  unquenchable,  before  him  bum, 
'Tis  he  that  lights  and  keeps  alive  the  flame. 
Men  surely  lost  their  reason  in  their  fall, 
And  did  not  understand  the  offer  made. 

They  might  have  understood,  the  bard  replied; 
They  had  the  Bible.    Hast  thou  ever  heard 
Ofsuchabookl  The  author,  God  hhnself; 
The  subject,  God  and  man,  salvation,  life 
And  death— eternal  life,  eternal  death — 
Dread  words!  whose  meaning  has  no  end,  no 

bounds — 
Most  vrondrous  book  I  bright  candle  of  the  Lor^l 
Star  of  eternity !  the  only  star 
By  which  the  bark  of  man  could  navigate 
The  sea  of  life,  and  gain  the  coast  of  bliss 
Securely!  only  star  which  rose  on  Time, 
And  on  iU  dark  and  troubled  biUows,  still. 
As  generation,  drifting  swiftly  by, 
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Succeeded  generation,  threw  a  ray 

Of  heaven's  own  light,  and  to  the  hills  of  Grod, 

The  eternal  hills,  pointed  the  sinner's  eye. 

By  prophets,  seers,  and  priests,  and  sacred  bards, 

Evangelists,  apostles,  men  inspired, 

And  by  the  Holy  Ghost  anointed,  set 

Apart  and  consecrated  to  declare 

To  Earth  the  counsels  ofthe  Eternal  One, 

This  book,  this  holiest,  this  sublimest  book, 

Was  sent.    Heaven's  will,  Heaven's  code  of  laws 

entire, 
To  man,  this  book  contained ;  defined  the  bounds 
Of  vice  and  virtue,  and  of  life  and  death ; 
And  what  was  shadow,  what  was  substance  taughi. 
Much  it  revealed ;  important  all ;  the  least 
Worth  more  than  what  else  seemed  of  highest 

worth, 
But  this  of  plainest,  most  essential  truth : 
That  God  is  one,  eternal,  holy,  just, 
Omnipotent,  omniscient,  infinite ; 
Most  wise,  most  good,  most  merciful  and  true ; 
In  all  perfection  most  unchangeable : 
That  man,  that  every  man  of  every  clime 
And  hue,  of  every  age  and  eveiy  rank, 
Was  bad,  by  nature  and  by  practice  bad ; 
In  understanding  blind,  in  will  perverse, 
In  heart  corrupt ;  in  every  thought,  and  word, 
Imagination,  passion,  and  desire, 
Most  utterly  depraved  throughout,  and  ill, 
In  sight  of  Heaven,  though  less  in  sight  of  man ; 
At  enmity  with  Gk)d  his  maker  bom. 
And  by  his  very  life  an  h^  of  death : 
That  man,  that  every  man  was,  farther^  most 
Unable  to  redeem  himself,  or  pay 
One  mite  of  his  vast  debt  to  God ;  nay,  more, 
Was  most  reluctant  and  averse  to  be 
Redeemed,  and  sin's  most  voluntary  slav« : 
That  Jesus,  Son  of  God,  of  Mary  bom 
In  Bethlehem)  uid  by  Pilate  cnidfied 
On  Calvary,  for  man  thus  fiillen  and  lost, 
Died ;  and,  by  death,  life  and  salvation  bought. 
And  perfect  righteousness,  for  all  who  should 
In  hb  great  name  believe :   That  He,  the  third 
In  the  eternal  Essence,  to  the  prayer 
Sincere  should ccnne,  should  come  as  soon  as  asked, 
Proceeding  from  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
To  give  faith  and  repentance,  such  as  God 
Accepts ;  to  open  the  intellectual  eyes, 
Blinded  by  sin ;  to  bend  the  stubborn  will, 
Perversely  to  the  side  of  wron^inclined, 
To  GkHl  and  his  commandments,  just  and  good ; 
The  wild,  rebellious  passions  to  subdue, 
M^d  bring  them  back  to  harmony  with  heaven ; 
To  purify  the  eonscienoe,  knd'to  lead 
The  mind  into  all  truth,  and  to  adorn 
With  every  holy  ornament  of  grace, 
And  sanctify  the  whole  renewed  soul, 
Which  henceforth  might  no  more  fell  totally,, 
But  persevere,  though  erring  oft,  amidst    • 


The  mists  of  Time,  in  f)iety  to  God/ 
And  sacred  works  of  charity  to  men: 
That  he  who  thus  believed,  and  practised  thxa. 
Should  have  his  sins  foi|pven,  however  vile; 
Should  be  sustained  at  mid-day,  mom,  and  eveo 
By  Grod's  omnipotent,  eternal  grace : 
And  in  the  evil  hour  of  sore  disease, 
Temptation,  persecution,  war,  and  death, — 
For  temporal  death,  although  unstinged,  wnaiO' 

ed,- 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty's  wings 
Should  sit  unhurt,  and  at  the  judgmeatpdayf 
Should  share  the  resurrection  «f  the  jtist, 
And  reign  with  Christ  in  bliss  for  evermore: 
That  all,  however  named,  however  great, 
Who  would  not  thus  believe,  nor  practise  thus, 
But  in  their  sins  impenitent  remained. 
Should  in  perpetual  fear  and  terror  live; 
Should  di^  unpardoned,  unredeemed,  unsaved ; 
And,  at  the  hour  of  doom,  should  be  cast  out 
To  utter  darkness  in  the  night  of  bell. 
By  mercy  and  by  God  abandoned  there 
To  reap  the  harvests  of  eternal  wo. 

This  did  the  book  declare  in  obvious  phnse, 
In  most  sincere  and  honest  phiaae,  by  God 
Himself  seleded  and  arranged,  so  dear, 
So  plain,  so  perfectly  distinct,  that  none, 
Who  read  with  humble  wish  to  understand. 
And  asked  the  Spirit,  given  to  all  who  aaked^ 
Could  mi«  their  meaning,  biased  in  heavenly  light 

This  book,  thb  holy  book,  on  e^iy  line 
Marked  with  the  seal  of  high  divinity. 
On  every  leaf  bedewed  with  drops  of  love 
Divine,  and  vrith  the  eternal  heraldry 
And  signajture  of  God  Almighty  stamped 
From  first  to  last,  this  ray  of  sacred  light, 
This  lamp,  from  ofif  the  everlasting  throne, 
Mercy  took  down,  and  in  the  night  of  Time 
Stood,  casting  on  the  dark  her  gracious  bow ; 
And  evermore  beseeching  nien,  with  tears 
And  earnest  sighs,  to  read,  believe,  and  live. 
And  many.to  her  voice  gave  ear,  and  read, 
BeUeved,  obeyed;  and  now,  as  the  Amen, 
True,  Faithful  Witness  swore,  vfith  si^owy  robes 
And  branchy  palms,  surround  the  fount  of  life, 
And  drink  the  streams  of  immortality. 
For  ever  happy,  and  for  ever  young. 

Many  believed ;  but  more  the  troth  of  God 
Turned  to  a  lie ;  deceiving  and  deceived ; 
Each,  with  the  accursed  sorcery  of  sin,   * 
To  his  own  vrish  and  vile  propensity 
Transforming  still  the  meaning  of  the  text. 

Hear,  while  I  briefly  tell  what  moirtals  pMvvd, 
By  efibrt  vast  of  iugenility. 
Most  wondrous,  though  perverse  ttid  damnable, 
Proved  from  the  Bible,  which,  aathou  hast  heard. 
So  plainly  spoke  that  all  ooukl  understand. 
First,  and  not  least  in  numbet,  argued  some, 
.'From  out  this  book  itaelf,  it  was  a  lie, 


BOOK  II. 


11 


Grudbd  by  crafty  tnen  to  cheat 
pie  herd,  and  make  them  bow  the  knee 
I  and  prieats.   These  in  their  wisdom  left 
I  repealed,  and  turned  to  fancies  wikl ; 
UDg  ]o6d,  that  ruined,  helpless  man, 
lo  Saviour.    Others  proved  that  men 
re  and  die  in.sin,  and  yet  be  saved, 
was  decreed ;  binding  the  will, 
eft  free,  to  unconditional, 
labfe  £ae.    Others  belieired 
who  was  most  criminal,  debased, 
lad,  and  dead,  unaided  might  ascend 
^ts  of  virtue ;  to  a  perfisct  law 
lame,  halfway  obedience,  which 
■  cflort  only  served  to  show 
oCenc9  of  him  who  vainly  strove 
ite  arm  to  measure  infinite ; 
leas  effort,  when  to  justify 
of  God  it  meant,  as  proof  of  fidth 
eptable  and  worthy  of  all  praise, 
held,  and  from  the  Bible  held, 
infidlible,  most  &llen  by  such 
;  that  none  the  Scriptures,  open  to  all, 
it  to  bumble-hearted,  ought  to  read, 
ts ;  that  all  who  ventured  to  disclaim 
id  authority,  incurred  the  wrath 
en ;  and  be  who,  in  the  blood  of  such, 
fiuher,  mother,  daughter,  wife,  or  son, 
his  bands,  did  most  religious  work, 
aaing  to  the  heart  of  the  Most  High. 
1  outward  rite  devotion  placed, 
,  in  drinks,  in  robe  of  certain  shape, 
abasements,  bended  knees ; 
ambers,  places,  vestments,  words,  and 
m; 

r  in  their  hearts  imagining, 
id,  like  men,  was  pleased  with  outward 
w. 

,  stranger  and  more  wicked  still, 
rk  and  dolorous  labour,  ill  applied, 
uiy  a  gripe  of  conscience,  and  with  most 
liy  and  aboitive  reasoning, 
Mgfat  his  sanity  to  serious  doubt, 
rise  and  honest  men,  maintained. that  He, 
isdom.  Great  Messiah,  Prince  of  Peaces 
md  of  the  uncreated  Three, 
aght  but  man,  of  earthly  origin : 
aking  void  the  sacrifice  divine, 
ring  guilty  men,  God's  holy  law 
loned,  to  wofrk  them  endless  death, 
are  a  part ;  but  to  relate  thee  aU 
Bstrous,  uidMtptized  fantasies, 
tions  fearfully  absurd, 
in  riles,  and  moon-struck  reveries, 
id  creed9,and  visionary  dreams, 
dikes  and  hideously  misshapen 
•er  feney,  at  tha  noon  of  night, 
at  wiXi,  framed  hi  the  madman's  brain, 
m  tlua  bookofflBiplstnitb  wen  proved, 


Were  proved,  as  foolish  men  were  wontto  prove, 
Would  bring  my  word  in  doubt,  and  thy  belief 
Stagger,  though  here  I  sit  and  sing,  within 
The  pale  of  truth,  where  falsehood  never  came. 

The  rest,  who  lost  the  heavenly  light  revealed. 
Not  wishing  to  retain  God  in  their  minds, 
In  dwrkniMifl  wandered  on.   Hfet  could  they  not, 
Though  moral  night  around  them  drew  her  pall 
Of  blackness,  rest  in.utter  unbeliefl 
The  voice  within,  the  voice  of  Grod,  that  naught 
Could  bribe  to  sleep,  though  steeped  in  sorceries 
Of  hell,  and  much  abused  by  whisperings 
<0f  evil  spirits  in  the  dark,  announced 
A  day  of  judgment  and  a  Judge,  a  day 
Of  misery  or  bliss :  and,  being,  ill 
At  ease,  for  gods  they  chose  them  stocks  and  stones. 
Reptiles,  and  weeds,  and  beasts,  and  creeping 

things. 
And  spirits  accursed,  ten  thousand  deities  I 
Imagined  worae  than  he  who  craved  their  peace; 
And,  bowing,  worshipped  these,  as  best  beseemed. 
With  midnight  revel^  obscene  and  bud. 
With  dark,  infernal,  devilish  ceremonies, 
And  horrid  sacrifice  of  human  flesh. 
That  made  the  fair  heavens  blush.    So  bad  was 

sin; 
So  lost,  so  rmned,  so  depraved  was  man. 
Created  first  in  Grod's  own  image  fair. 

Oh,  cursed,  cursed  Sin  1  traitor  to  Gkxl, 
And  ruiner  oi  man  1  mother  of  Wo, 
And  Death,  and  Hell!  wretched,  yet  seeking 

worse ; 
Polluted  most,  yet  walfewing  in  the  mire ; 
Most  mad,  yet  drinking  Frenzy's  giddy  cup ; 
Depth  ever  deepening,  darkness  darkming  tftill ; 
FoUy  for  wisdom,  guilt  for  innocence ; 
Anguish  for  rapture,  and  for  hope  despair ; 
Destroyed,  des^ying;  in  tcmnenting,  pained^ 
Unawed  by  wrath,  by  mercy  unreclaimed ; 
Thing  most  unsightly,  most  forl<nm,  most  sad. 
Thy  time  on  earth  is  passed,  thy  war  with  G^ 
And  holiness.    But  who,,  oh,  who  shall  teU, 
Thy  unrepentable  and  ruinous  thoughts ! 
Thy  sighs,  thy  groans !  who  reckon  thy  burning 

tears, 
And  damned  looks  of  everiasting  grief. 
Where  now,  with  those  who  took  their  part  with 

thee, 
Thou  att'st  in  hell,  gnawed  by  .the  eternal  Worm, 
To  hurt  no  more,  on  all  the  holy  hills  I 

That  those,  deserting  once  the  lamp  of  truth. 
Should  wander  ever  on,  from  worse  to  worse 
Erroneously,  thy  wonder  needs  not  ask : 
But' that  enlightened,  reasonable  men. 
Knowing  themselveB  acoountable,  to  whom 
God  spoke  firom  heaven,  and  by  his  servants  warn- 
ed. 
Both  day  and  night,  with  eamettt  pleading  voice. 
Of  retribution  equal  to  thnr  works. 
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Should  persevere  in  evil,  and  be  loBt, — 
Thb  BtrangeneM,  this  unpardonable  guilt, 
Demands  an  answer,  which  my  song  unfolds, 
In  part,  directly;  but,  hereafter,  more. 
To  satisfy  thy  wonder  thou  shalt  learn, 
Inferring  much  from  what  is  yet  to  sing. 

Know,  then,  of  men  who  sat  in  'highe8rf>lac^ 
•  Exalted,  and  fet  sin  by  others  done 
Were  chargeable,  the  king  and  priests  were  chieC 
Many  were  faithfii^  holy,  just,  upright, 
Faithful  to  Qod  and  man,  reigning  renowned 
In  righteousneas,  and,  to  the  people,  loud 
And  fearless,  speaking  all  the  words  of  life. 
These,  at  the  judgment-day,  as  thou  shalt  hear, 
Abundant  harvest  reaped.    But  many,  too, 
Alas,  how  many  1  famous  now  in  hell,    • 
Were  wicked,  cruel,  tyrannous,  and  vile ; 
Ambitious  of  themselves,  abandoned,  mad; 
And  still  fiom  servants  hasting  to  be  gods, 
Such  gods  as  now  they  serve  in  Erebus. 
I  pass  their  lewd  example  by,  that  led 
So  many  wrong,  for  courtly  fashion  lost. 
And  prove  them  guilty  of  one  crime  alone. 
Of  every  wicked  ruler,  prince  supreme. 
Or  magistrate  below,  the  (me  intent, 
Purpose,  desire,  and  struggle,  day  and  night. 
Was  evermore  to  wrest  the  crown  from  off 
Messiah's  head,  and  put  it  on  his  own ; 
And  in  His  place  give  spiritual  laws  to  men ;  * 
To  bind  religion,  finee  by  birth,  by  Gkxl 
And  nature  fiee,  and  made  accountable 
To  none  but  Grod,  behind  the  wheels  of  state; 
To  make  the  holy  altar,  where  the  Prince 
Of  life,  incarnate,  bled  to  ransom  man, 
A  footstool  to  the  throne.    For  this  they  met, 
Ajsembled,  counselled,  meditated,  planned ; 
Devised  in  open  and  in  secret ;  and  for  this 
Enacted  creeds  of  wondrous  texture,  creeds 
The  Bible  never  owned,  unsanctioned  too, 
And  reprobate  in  heaven ;  but  by  the  power 
That  made, — exerted  now  in  gentler  form. 
Monopolizing  rights  and  privileges, 
Equal  to  all,  and  waving  now  the  sword 
Of  persecution  fierce,  tempered  in  hell, — 
Forced  on  the  conscience  of  inferior  men : 
The  conscience,  that  sole  monarchy  in  man. 
Owing  allegiance  to  no  earthly  prince ; 
Made  by  the  edict  of  creation  fi!ee ; 
Made  sacred,  made  above  all  human  laws ; 
Holding  of  heaven  alone ;  of  most  divine 
And  indefeasible  authority; 
An  individual  sovereignty,  that  none 
Created  might,  unpunished,  bind  or  touch ; 
Unbound,  save  by  the  eternal  laws  of  Grod, 
And  unamenable  to  all  below^ 

Thus  did  the  uncircumcised  potentates 
Of  earth  debase  religion  in  the  eight 
Of  those  they  ruled,  who,  looking  up,  beheld 
The  lair  celestial  gift  despised,  enslaved ;         . 


And,  mimicking  the  folly  of  the  great, 
With  prompt  docility  despised  her  too. 

The  prince  or  magistrate,  however  named 
Or  praised,  who,  knowing  better,  acted  thus^ 
Was  wicked,  and  received,  as  he  deserved, 
Damnation.  But  the  unfaithful  priest,  what  toogns 
Elnough  shall  exeeratel  His  doctrine  maj 
Be  passed,  though  ifiixed  with  most  unhaUcywed 

leaven. 
That  proved,  to  those  who  foolishly  partook, 
Eternal  bitterness.    But  this  wtjr  stiU. 
His  sin,  beneiuth  what  cloak  soever  veiled, 
His  ever  growing  and  perpetual  sin, 
First,  last,  and  middle  thought,  whence  enry  widi 
Whence  every  iu:tion  rose,  and  ended  both : 
To  mount  to  place,  and  power  of  woridly  sort ; 
To  ape  the  gaudy  pomp  and  equipage 
Of  earthly  state,  and  on  his  mitred  brow 
To  place  a  royal  cnmn.    For  this  he  sold 
The  sacred  truth  to  him  who  most  would  give 
Of  titles,  benefices,  honours,  names; 
For  this  betrayed  bis  Master ;  and  for  this 
Made  merchandize  of  the  immortal  souls 
Committed  to  his  care.    This  was  his  sin. 

Of  all  who  office  held  unfairly,  none 
Could  plead  excuse ;  he  least  and  last  of  all. 
By  solemn,  awful  ceremony,  he 
Was  set  apart  to  speak  the  truth  entire. 
By  action  and  by  word ;  and  round  him  stood 
The  people,  from  his  lips  expecting  knowledga 
One  day  in  rfeven,  the  Holy  Sabbath  termed, 
They  stood ;  for  he  had  sworn,  in  fooe  of  Qod 
And  man,  to  deal  sincerely  with  their  eouls; 
To  preach  the  gospel  for  the  gospel's  sake; 
Had  «wom  to  hate  and  put  away  all  pride. 
All  vanity,  all  love  of  earthly  pomp; 
To  seek  all  mercy,  meeknees,  truth,  and  grace; 
And  being  so  endowed  himself,  and  taught. 
In  them  like  works  of  holiness  to  move ; 
Dividing  faithfully  the  word  of  life. 
And  oft  indeed  the  word  of  life  he  taught ; 
But  practising  as  thou  hast  heard,  who  could 
Believe  1   Thus  was  Religion  wounded  sore 
At  her  own  altars,  and  among  her  friends. 
The  people  went  away,  and,  like  the  priest. 
Fulfilling  what  the  prophet  spoke  before, 
For  honour  strove,  and  wealth,  and  place,  a«if 
The  preacher  had  rehearsed  an  idle  tale. 
The  enemies  of  Grod  rejoiced,  and  loud 
The  unbeliever  laughed,  boasting  a  life 
Of  fairer  character  than  his,  who  owned, 
For  king  and  guide,  the  undefiled  One. 

Most  guilty,  viilanous,  dishonest  man! 
Wolf  in  the  clothing  of  the  gentle  Iambi 
Dark  traitor  in  Messiah's  holy  casip  t 
Leper  in  saintly  garb !  assassin  masked 
In  Virtue's  robe !  vile  hypocrite  accursed. 
I  strive  in  vain  to  set  hii  evil  finth  I 
The  words  that  should  sofficieiitly  ttocone 
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Kecnte  soeh  lepiobate,  had  need 

flawing  from  the  lips  of  eldest  hell. 

I  the  saddest  in  the  den  of  wo, 

lawst  him  saddest,  'mong  the  damned,  most 

mned. 

vrhy  should  I  with  indignation  burn, 

iU  beseeming  here,  and  long  forgoti 

r  Ofnejansnre  for  another's  sin? 

ad  Uroonscienoe,  each  his  reason,  will, 

identanding,  fiyr  himself  to  search, 

ose,  reject,  believe,  consider,  act  S 

lod  pnodaimed  fiom  heaven,  and  by  an 

th 

ned,  that  each  should  answer  for  himself: 

I  his  own  peculiar  work  should  be, 

J  his  proper  self,  should  live  or  die. 

,  deceitful  and  deceiving  still, 

ined  the  heart,  and  reason  led  astray. 

"ange  belief,  that  leaned  its  idiot  back 

f»  topmost  twig, — ^belief  that  God, 

iae,  had  made  a  world,  had  creatures  made, 

i  his  care  to  govern  and  protect, — 

ed  its  thousands.    Reason,  not  the  truo, 

d,  deep,  sober,  comprehensive,  sound; 

oted,  one-eyed,  short-sighted  Reason, 

salocis,  and  sometimes,  no  doubt,  sincere, 

ed  its  thousands.    Vanity  to  be* 

led  lor  creed  eccentrical,  devoured 

■ands;  bat  a  lazy,  corpulent, 

er-crednlous  faith,  that  leaned  on  all 

nor  asked  if  *twas  a  reed  or  oak; 

1  on,  but  never  earnestly  inquired 

tr  to  heaven  or  hell  the  journey  led, 

ed  its  tens  of  thousands,  and  ks  hands 

oddest  in  the  precious  blood  of  souls. 

ime^s  parsuits  men  ran  till  out  of  breath. 

tranomer  soared  up,  and  counted  stars, 

ized,  and  gazed  upon  the  heaven's  bright 

dropped  down  dim-eyed  into  the  grave. 

merist,  in  calculations  deep, 

ray.    The  merchant  at  his  desk  expired. 

ktesman  hunted  for  another  plaoe, 

ith  o'ertook  him,  and  made  him  his  prey. 

aer  spent  his  eklest  energy 

fling  for  another  mite.    The  scribe 

.  pensively  his  old  and  withered  brow, 

ig  new  impediments  to  hold 

bt,  the  suit  thai  threatened  to  end  too 

iest  collected  tithes,  and  pleaded  rights 
nation  to  the  veiy  last.  • 
ice,  learning,  all  phibaophy, 
boored  aO  tb«r  days,  and  laboured  hard, 
fing,  sighed  how  fittle  they  had  done, 
rdi^on,  they  at  once  grew  wise. 
I  in  print,  though  never  undeistood ; 
iogk  system  on  the  shelf, 


Was  spiritual  lore  enough,  and  served  thdr  turn; 
But  served  it  ill.    They  sinned,  and  never  knew. 
For  what  the  Bible  said  of  good  and  bad, 
Of  holiness  and  sin,  they  never  asked. 

Absurd,  prodigiously  absurd,  to  think 
That  man's  minute  and  feeble  Acuities, 
Even  in  the  very  childhood  of  his  being. 
With  mortal  shadows  Himmiy^  and  wrapped  around, 
Could  comprehend  at  once  the  mighty  scheme, 
Where  rolled  the  ocean  of  eternal  love; 
Where  wisdom  infinite  its  master-stroke 
Displayed ;  and  where  omnipotence,  opinressed, 
Did  travail  in  the  greatness  of  its  strength ; 
And  everlasting  justice  liiled  up 
The  sword  to  smite  the  guiltless  Son  of  God ; 
And  mercy  smiling  bade  the  sinner  gol 
Redemption  is  the  science  and  the  song 
Of  all  eternity.    Archangels  day 
And  night  into  its  glories  look.    The  saints. 
The  elders  round  the  Throne,  dd  in  the  yean 
Of  heaven,  examine  it  perpetually ; 
And,  every  hour,  get  clearer,  ampler  views 
Of  right  and  wrong ;  see  virtue's  beauty  more ; 
See  vice  more  utterly  depraved  and  vile; 
And  this,  vnth  a  more  perfect  hatred,  hate; 
That  daily  love  with  a  more  perfect  love. 

But  whether  I  for  man's  perdition  blame 
Office  administered  amiss,  pursuit 
Of  pleasure  false,  perverted  reason  blind. 
Or  indolence  that  ne'er  inquired ;  I  blame 
Effect  and  consequence,  the  branch,  the  leaf. 
Wh<5  finds  the  fount  and  Intter  root,  the  first 
And  guiltiest  cause  whence  sprung  this  endless 

wo. 
Must  deep  descend  into  the  human  heart. 
And  find  it  there.    Dread  passion !  making  men 
On  earth,  and  even  in  hell,  if  Mercy  yet 
Would  stoop  so  low,  unwilling  to  be  saved. 
If  saved  by  grace  of  God.    Hear,  then,  in  brief. 
What  peopled  hell,  what  holds  its  prisoners  there. 

Pride,  self-adoring  pride,  was  primal  cause 
Of  all  sin  passed,  all  pain,  ^  wo  to  come. 
Unconquerable  pride!  first,  eldest  sin, ' 
Great  fountain-head  of  evil!  highest  source. 
Whence  flowed  rebellion  'gainst  the  Omnipotent,  * 
Whence  hate  of  man  to  man,  and  all  else  ill. 
Pride  at  the  bottom  of  the  human  heart 
Lay,  and  gave  root  and  nourishment  to  all 
That  grew  above.    Ghreat  ancestor  of  vice ! 
Hate,  unbelief,  and  blasphemy  of  God; 
EInvy  and  slander,  malice  and  revenge;  ^ 
And  mikrder,  and  deceit,  and  every  birCh 
Of  damned  sort,  was  progeny  of  pride. 
It  was  the  ever-moving,  acting  force,  , 
The  constant  aim,  and  the  most  thirsty  wish 
Of  every  sinner  unrenewed,  to  be 
A  god ;  in  purple  or  in  rags,  to  have 
Himself  adored.    Whatever  shape  or  form 
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His  actiDiis  took,  whatever  phrase  he  threw 
About  his  thou^ts,  or  mantle  o'er  his  life, 
To  be  the  highest,  was  the  inward  cause 
Of  ail;  the  purpose  of  the  heart  to  be 
Set  up,  admired,  obeyed.    But  who  would  bow 
The  knee  to  one  who  senrpd  and  was  dependent? 
Hence  man's  perpetual  struggle,  night  and  day, 
To  prove  he  was  his  own  proprietor. 
And  independent  of  lusGkxl,  that  what 
He  had  might  be  esteemed  his  own,  and  praised 
As  such.    He  laboured  still  and  tried  to  stand 
Alone,  unpropped,  to  be  obliged  to  none; 
And  in  the  madness  of  his  pride,  he  bade 
£Us  GK)d  farewell,  'and  turned  away  to  be 
A  god  himself:  resolving  to  rely. 
Whatever  came,  upon  his  own  right  hand. 
O  desperate  firenzy !  madness  of  the  will ! 
And  drunkenness  of  the  heart !  that  naught  could 

quench 
But  floods  of  wo,  poured  from  the  sea  of  wrath, 
Behind  which  mercy  set.    To  think  to  turn 
The  back  on  life  original,  and  live ! 
'The  creature  to  set  up  a  rival  throne 
In  the  Creator's  realm !  to  deify 
A  worm!  and  in  the  sight  of  God  be  proud! 
To  lift  an  arm  of  flesh  against\he  shafts 
Of  the  Omnipotent,  and,  midst  his  wrath. 
To  seek  for  happiness ! — insanity 
Most  mad !  guilt  most  complete !  Seest  thou  those 

worlds 
That  roll  at  various  distance  round  the  throne 
Of  God,  innumerous,  and  fill  the  calm 
Of  heaven  with  sweetest  harmony,  when  saints 
And  angels  sleep  1   As  one  of  these,  from  love 
Centripetal,  withdrawing,  and  from  light, 
Aiid  heat,  and  nourishment  cut  oft*,  should  rush 
Abandoned  o'er  the  line  that  runs  between 
Create  and  increate,  from  ruin  driven 
To  ruin  still,  through  the  abortive  waste ; 
So  pride  from  God  drew  off  the  bad ;  and  so 
Forsaken  of  him,  he  lets  tlicm  ever  try 
Their  single  arm  against  the  second  death  *, 
Amidst  vindictive  thunders  lets  them  try 
The  stoutness  of  their  hearts,  and  lets  them  try 
To  quench  their  thirst  amidst  the  unfading  fire ; 
And  to  reap  joy  where  he  has  sown  despair ; 
To  walk  alone,  unguided,  unbemoaned. 
Where  Evil  dwells,  and  Death,  and  moral  Night; 
In  utter  emptiness  to  find  enough; 
In  utter  dark  find  light ;  and  find  repose. 
Where  GKxl  with  tempest  plagues  for  evermore. 
For  so  they  wished  it,  so  did  pride  desire. 

Such  was  the  cause  that  turned  so  many  oft* 
Rebellious!/ from  Grod,  and  led  them  on 
Fvpm  vain  to  vainer  still,  in  endless  chase. 
And  such  the  cause  that  made  so  many  cheeks 
Pale,  and  so  many  knees  to  shake,  when  men 
Rote  from  the  grave ;  as  thou  shalt  hear  anon. 
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Beholdst  thou  yonder,  on  the  crystal  sea, 
Beneath  the  throne  of  Grod,  an  image  fidr, 
And  in  its  hand  a  mirror  large  and  bright? 
'Tis  truth,  immutable,  eternal  truth,  . 
In  figure  emblefnatical  expressed.  |a 
Before  it  Virtue  stands,  and  smiling  sees, 
Well  pleased,  in  her  reflected  soul,  no  spot 
The  sons  of  heaven,  archangel,  seraph,  saint, 
There  daily  read  their  own  essential  worth; 
And,  as  they  read,  take  place  among  the  just; 
Or  high,  or  low,  each  as  his  value  seems. 
There  each  his  certain  interest  learns,  his  true 
Capacity;  and,  going  thence,  pursues, 
Unerringly,  through  all  the  tracts  of  thought, 
As  GKxl  ordains,  best  ends  by  wisest  means. 

The  Bible  held  this  mirror's  place  on  earth. 
But,  few  would  read,  or,  reading,  saw  themselTcs. 
The  chase  was  after  shadows,  phantoms  strange, 
That  in  the  twilight  walked  of  Time,  and  uKx^ked 
The  eager  iiunt,  escaping  evermore. 
Yet  with  so  many  promises  and  looks 
Of  gentle  sort,  that  he  whose  arms  returned 
Empty  a  thousand  times,  still  stretched  them  out, 
And,  grasping,  brought  them  back  again  unfilled. 

In  rapid  outline  thou  hast  heard  of  man, 
His  death,  his  offered  life,  that  life  by  most 
Despised,  the  Star  of  God^  the  Bible,  scorned, 
That  else  to  happiness  and  heaven  had  led, 
And  saved  my  lyre  from  narrative  of  wo. 
Hear  now  more  largely  of  the  ways  of  Time 
The  fond  pursuits  and  vanities  of  men.' 

"  Love  God,  love  Truth,  love  Virtue,  and  be 
happy; 
These  were  the  words  first  uttered  in  the  ear 
Of  every  being  rational  made,  and  made 
For  thought,  or  word,  or  deed  accountable. 
Most  men  the  first  forgot,  the  second  none. 
Whatever  path  they  took,  by  hill  or  vale, 
By  night  or  day,  the  universal  wish, 
The  aim,  and  sole  intent,  was  happiness. 
But,  erring  from  the  heaven-appointed  path, 
Strange  tracks  indeed  they  took  through  barren 

wastes. 
And  up  the  sandy  mountain  climbing  toiled, 
Which  pining  lay  beneath  the  curse  of  God, 
And  nought  produced.    Yet  did  the  traveller  look 
And  point  his  eye  before  him  greedily. 
And  if  he  saw  some  verdant  spot,  where  grew 
The  heavenly  flower,  where  sprung  the  well  of 

life. 
Where  undbturbed  felicity  reposed; 
Though  Wisdom  s  eye  no  vestige  could  discern, 
That  Happiness  had  ever  passed  that  way. 

Wisdom  was  right,  for  still  the  terms  remained 
Unchanged,  unchangeable,  the  tenns  on  which 
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ce  WM  giTon  to  man,  tmchaiiged  as  God, 

hii  own  essential  nature,  binda 

to  nrtue  happiness, 

bem  part  through  all  his  univeEse. 

phy,  as  thou  shalt  hear,  when  she 

B  her  praise,  her  praise  and  censure  too, 

,  refining  and  exalting  man; 

not  nurse  k  single  plant  that  bore 

piness.    From  age  to  age  she  toiled, 

1  her  eyes  the  mist  that  dimmed  them 

rth  on  man,  explored  the  wild  and  tame, 

^  and  polite,  the  sea  and  land, 

f  heavens;  and  then  retired  fiir  back 

ilion's  silent,  shady  seat; 

I  sat  pale,  and  thoughtfully,  and  weighed 

y,  most  exact,  and  scrupulous  care, 

;ure,  passions,  hopes,  propensities, 

and  pursuits,  in  reason's  scale; 

ched  and  weighed,  and  weighed  «nd 

led  again, 

f  a  fair  and  goodly  volume  wroto, 

led  well  worded  too,  wherein  were  found 

Ue  receipts,  pretending  each, 

IT  attended  to,  to  cure 

of  foUy,  to  root  out  the  briers, 

IS,  and  weeds,  that  choked  the  growth  of 

ing  too,  in  plain  and  decent  phrase, 
inded  much  like  Wisdom's,  how  to  plant, 
\  water,  culture,  prune,  and  rear 
>f  happiness;  and  oft  their  plans 
1;  but  stiU  the  fruit  was  green  and  sour, 
ie  trees  that  in  Earth's  vineyard  grew, 
their  clusters  tempted  man  to  pull 
xne  tree,  one  tree  alone,  the  true 
uanna  bore,  which  filled  the  soul, 
y(  holiness,  of  heavenly  seed, 
>f  the  skies;  though  stunted  much 
rfed,  by  Time's  cold,  damp,  ungeni^ 

ing  winds,  yet  yielding  fruit  so  pure, 
ling  and  sweet,  as,  on  his  way, 

the  pilgrim ;  and  begot  desire 
lable  to  climb  the  arduous  path 

her  sister  plants,  in  their  own  clime, 
M  fimnt,  and  by  the  stream  of  life, 
beneath  the  Sun  that  never  sets, 

of  perfect  relish  fully  ripe, 
it  this  tree,  uprooted  by  the  fall, 
the  Son  of  God  descended,  shed 
HIS  blood;  and  on  it  evermore, 
his  living  wings,  the  Spirit  shook 
s  of  heaven,  to  nurse  and  hasten  its 
th. 

ihis  care,  this  infinite  expense, 
d  to  secure  the  holy  plant. 

out,  and  wither  it  from  earth, 
o  whh  all  ite  strength,  and  blew  with  all 


Its  blasts  I  and  Sin,  with  cold,  consumptive  breath, 
Involved  it  still  in  clouds  of  mortal  damp.- 
Yet  did  it  grow,  thus  kept,  protected  thus; 
And  bear  the  only  firuit  of  true  delight; 
The  only  firuit  worth  plucking  under  heaven* 

But,  few,  alas!  the  holy  plant  could  see, 
For  heavy  misto  that  Sin  around  it  threw 
.Perpetually;  and  few  the  sacrifice 
Would  make,  by  which  alone  its  clusters  stooped, 
And  came  within  the  reach  of  mortal  man. 
For  this,  of  whomwho  would  approach  and  eat, 
Was  rigorously  exacted  to  the  fiill: 
To  tread  and  bruiie  beneath  the  foot  the  world 
Entire;  its  prides,  ambitions,  hopes,  desires; 
Its  gold  and  all  its  broidered  equipage ; 
To  loose  its  loves  and  friendships  firom  the  heart, 
And  cast  them  off;  to  shut  the  ear  against 
Its  pndse,  and  all  its  flatteries  abhor; 
And,  having  thus  behind  him  thrown  what  seemed 
So  good  and  fair,  then  (oust  he  lowly  kneel, 
And  with  sincerity,  in  which  the  Eye 
That  slumbers  not,  nor  sleeps,  could  see  no  lack, 
This  prayer  pray:  "  Lord,  God!  thy  will  be  done, 
Thy  holy  will,  howe'er  it  cross  my  own." 
Hard  labour  this  for  flesh  and  blood!  too  hard 
For  most  it  seemed.    So,  turning,  they  the  tree 
Derided  as  mere  bramble,  that  could  bear 
No  fruit  of  special  taste;  and  so  set  out  * 
Upon  ten  thousand  difierent  routes  to  seek 
What  they  had  left  behind,  to  seek  what  they 
Had  lost.    For  still  as  something  once  possessed 
And  lost,  true  happiness  appeared.    All  thought 
They  once  were  happy;  and  even  while  Uiey 

smoked 
And  panted  in  the  chase,  beUeved  themselves 
More  miserable  to-day  than  yerterday, 
To-morrow  than  to-day.  When  youth  complained, 
The  ancient  sinner  shook  his  hoary  head, 
As  if  he  meant  to  say.  Stop  till  you  come 
My  length,  and  then  you  may  have  cause  to  sigh. 
At  twenty,  cried  the  boy,  who  now  had  seen 
Some  blemish  in  his  joys,  How  happily 
Plays  yonder  child  that  busks  the  mimic  babe. 
And  gathers  gentle  flowers,  and  never  sighs ! 
At  forty,  in  the  fervour  of  pursuit. 
Far  on  in  disappointment's  dreary  vale. 
The  grave  and  sage-like  man  looked  back  upon 
The  stripling  youth  of  plump  unseared  hope, 
Who  galloped  gay  and  briskly  up  behind. 
And,  moaning,  wished  himself  eighteen  again. 
And  he,  of  threescore  years  and  ten,  in  whose 
Chilled  eye,  fatigued  with  gaping  after  hope. 
Earth's  fircshest  verdure  seemed  but  blasted  leaves, 
Praised  childhood,  youth,  and  manhooo;  and  de- 
nounced 
Old  age  alone  as  barren  of  all  joy. 
Decisive  proof  that  men  had  left  behind 
The  happiness  they  sought,  and  taken  a  most 
Erroneous  path;  since cvtery  step  the^  took 
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Was  deeper  miie.  Yet  did  they  onward  run, 
Punning  Hope  tliat  danced  before  them  etill, 
And  beckoneid  them  to  proceed;  and  with  their 

hands,' 
TlMt  shook  and  trembled  piteously  with  age, 
Grrasped  at  the  lying  Shade,  even  till  the  earth 
Beneath  them  broke,  and  wrapped  them  in  the 

grave. 
<  Sometimes  indeed,  when  wisdom  in  their  ear 
Whispered,  and  with  its  disenchanting  wand, 
Eflfectually  touched  the  sorcexy  of  their  eyes, 
Directly  pointing  to  the  holy  tree, 
Where  grew  the  (bod  they  sought,  they  turned, 

surprised. 
That  they  had  missed  so  long  what  now  they  Ibund 
As  one  upon  whose  mind  some  new  and  rare 
Idea  glances,  and  retires  as  quick, 
Ere  memory  has  time  to  write  it  down; 
Stung  with  the  loee^  into  a  thoughtful  cast. 
He  throws  his  face,  and  mbs  his  vexed  brow; 
Searches  each  node  and  comer  of  his  soul 
With  frequent  eare;  reflects,  and  re-reflects, 
And  tries  to  touch  relations  that  may  start 
The  fugitive  again ;  and  oft  is  foiled; 
Till  something  like  a  seeming  chance,  or  flight 
Of  random  fancy,  when  expected  least, 
Calls  back  the  wandered  thought,  long  sought  in 

vain^. 
Then  does  uncommon  joy  fiO  all  his  mind; 
And  still  he  wonders,  as  he  holds  it  fast, 
What  lay  so  near  he  could  not  sooner  find : 
So  did  the  man  rejoice,  when  from  his  eye 
The  fihn  of  folly  fell,  and  what  he,  day 
And  night,  and  fiir  and  near,  had  idly  searched. 
Sprung  up  before  him  suddenly  displayed; 
So  wondered  why  he  missed  the  tree  so  l6ng. 
But,  few  returned  from  folly's  giddy  chase. 
Few  heard  the  voice  of  Wisdom,  or  obeyed. 
Keen  was  the  search,  and  various,  and  wide, 
Without,  within,  along  the  flowery  vale. 
And  up  the  rugged  cliff,  and  on  the  top 
Of  mountains  high,  and  on  the  ocean  wave. 
Keen  was  the  search,  and  various,  and  wide. 
And  ever  and  anon  a  shout  was  heard: 
"  Ho !  here's  the  tree  of  life  I  come,  eat,  and  live !" 
And  round  the  new  discoverer  quick  they  flocked 
In  multitudes,  and  plucked,  and  with  great  hasto, 
Devoured;  and  sometimes  in  the  lips  'twas  sweet. 
And  promised  well:  but,  in  the  belly  gall. 
Yet  after  him  that  cried  again.  Ho !  here's 
The  tree  of  life !  again  they  ran,  and  pulled, 
And  chewed  again,  and  found  it  bitter  still. 
From  disappointment  on  to  disappointment. 
Year  after  year,  age  after  age,  pursued. 
The  child,  the  youth,  the  hoary  headed  man, 
Alike  pursued,  and  ne'er  grew  wise.    For  it 
Was  fdlly's  most  peculiar  attribute. 
And  native  act,  to  make  experience  void. 
.    But  hastily,  as  pleasures  tasted,  turned 


To  loathing  and  disgust,  they  needed  not 
Even  such  expeiiment  to  prove  them  vain. 
In  hope  or  in  possession,  Fear,  alike, 
Boding  disaster,  stood.    Over  the  flower 
Of  fairest  sort,  thait  bkwmed  beneath  the  sun. 
Protected  most,  and  sheltered  from  the  storm. 
The  Spectra,  like  a  dark  and  thunderous  doud, 
Hung  dismally,  and  threatened,  before  the  hand 
Of  him  that  wished,  could  pull  it,  to  descend. 
And  o'er  the  desert  drive  its  withered  leaves; 
Or,  being  pulled,  to  blast  it  unenjoyed. 
While  yet  he  gazed  upon  its  k>velinesB, 
And  just  began  to  drink  its  fragrance  up. 

Qold  many  hunted,  sweat  and  bled  for  gold; 
Waked  all  the  night,  and  laboured  all  the  day. 
And  what' was  this  allurement  dost  thou  aski 
A  dust  dug  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Which,  being  cast  into  the  fire,  came  out 
A  shining  thing  that  fools  admired,  and  called 
A  god;  and  in  devout  and  humble  plight 
Before  it  kneeled,  the  greater  to  the  less; 
And  on  its  altar  sacrificed  ease,  peace. 
Truth,  faith,  fntegrity:  good  conadenoe,  friends, 
Love,  charity,  benevolence,  and  aH 
The  sweet  and  tender  sympathies  of  life; 
And,  to  complete  the  horrid  murderous  rite, 
And  signalize  their  folly,  ofliered  up 
Their  souls  and  an  eternity  of  bliss, 
To  gain  them — ^whatl — an  hour  of  dreaming  joy, 
A  feverish  hour  that  hasted  to  be  done, 
And  ended  in  the  bitterness  of  wo. 

Most,  for  the  luxuries  it  bought,  the  pomp. 
The  praise,  the  glitter,  fashion,  and  renown, 
This  yellow  phantom  followed  and  adored. 
But  there  was  one  in  folly  farther  gone, 
With  eye  awry,  incurable,  and  wild. 
The  laughing-stock  4>f  devils  and  of  meii. 
And  by  his  guardian  angel  quite  given  up, — 
The  miser,  who  with  dost  inanimate 
Held  wedded  intercourse.     Ill  guided  wretch! 
Thou  mightst  have  seen  him  at  the  midnight  hom; 
When  good  men  slept,  and  in  light  winged  dreami 
Ascended  up  to  God, — in  wasteful  haD, 
With  vigilance  and  fasting  worn  to  skin 
And  bone,  and  wrapped  in  most  debasing  rags,^ 
Thou  mightst  have  seen  him  bending  o'er  hk 

heaps. 
And  holding  strange  communion  with  his  goM; 
And  as  his  thievish  foncy  seemed  to  hear 
The  night-man's  foot  approach,  starting  alarmed, 
And  in  his  old,  decrepit,  withered  hand. 
That  palsy  shook,  grasping  the  yellow  earth 
To  make  it  sure.    Of  all  Grod  made  upright, 
And  in  their  nostrils  breathed  a  living  soul, 
Most  fallen,  most  prone,  most  earthy,  most  d^ 

based; 
Of  aU  that  sold  Eternity  for  Time, 
None  bargained  on  so  easy  terms  with  Death, 
niustriotts  fool!  nay,  most  inhuman  wnplch! 
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long  hk  bogs,  and,  with  a  look 
H  might  be  aahamed  of,  drove  the  poor 
ilmsed,  and  midst  abundance  died, 
rvUal  died  of  utter  want 
iiif  Shadow,  in  the  vales  of  earth, 
another  glide,  which  seemed  of  more 
rorth.    PleaAire  her  name ;  good  name, 
i  applied.    A  thousand  forms  she  took, 
id  garbs  she  wore;  in  every  age 
s,  changing,  as  in  her  votaries  changed 
it,  inwardly,  the  same  in  alL 
easential  lineaments  wo  trace; 
ral  features  everywhere  alike, 
ely  form  she  was,  and  fair  of  &oe; 
smeath  her  evelids  sat  a  kind 
og  sorcery  that  nearer  drew 
,  with  unguarded  look,  beheld; 
f  gaody  hue  loosely  attired 
ness;  her  air  and  manner  frank, 
ling  free  of  all  disguise;  her  song 
ig;  and  her  words,  which  sweetly  dropped, 
from  the  comb,  most  large  of  promise, 
ties3ring  days  of  new  delight, 
irous  nights  of  undecaying  joy; 
or  hand,  where'er  she  went,  she  hekl 
L  cup  that  seemed  of  nectar  full; 
ter  side,  danced  fair,  delusive  Hope, 
porvoed,  enamoured;  and  the  wise 
sed    man,  who   reasoned    much   and 
?ht, 

ethnes  seen  laying  his  wisdom  down, 
g  with  the  stripling  in  the  chase. 
Mider  thou,  for  she  was  really  fair, 
>  thfl  very  taste  of  flesh  and  blood, 
J  thought  her  sound  within,  and  gay 
thy  at  the  heart:  but  thought  amiss. 
ras  full  of  all  disease :  her  bones 
aten;  Consumption  licked  her  blood,  and 
k 

row  up;  her  breath  smelled  mortally, 
er  bowels  pUgue  and  fever  lurked ; 
er  very  hfuurt,  and  rctns,^  and  life, 
n's  worm  gnawed  greedily  unseen. 
her  haunts.    Thou  mightst  have  seen 
low 

lolenee,  lolling  on  the  roid^day  couch, 
spering  drowsy  words;  and  now  at  dawn, 
nd  rough,  joining  the  sylvao  horn ; 
ering  in  the  park,  and  to  the  tale 
sr  giving  6ar;  or  sitting  fierce, 
ispbemous,  malicious,  raving,  mad, 
iftune  to  the  fickle  die  was  bound, 
ief  she  bved  the  scene  of  deep  debauch, 
Bvefary,  and  dance,  and  frantic  song, 
1  the  sleep  of  honest  men;  and  where 
akard  sat,  she  entered  in,  well  pleased, 
I  brimful  of  wanton  mirthfiilness, 
Bd  him  stiU  to  fill  another  cup. 
t  the  shadowy  twilight,  in  the  dark 


And  gloomy  night,  I  looked,  and  nw  het  come 
Abroad,  arrayed  in  harlot's  soft  attire ; 
And  walk  without  in  every  street,  and  lie 
In  wait  at  every  comer,  fiill  of  guile: 
And  as  the  unwary  youth  of  simple  heart,     •> 
And  void  of  understanding,  passed,  she  caught 
And  kissed  him,  and  with  lips  of  lying  said) 
I  have  peace-offerings  with  me ;  I  have  paid 
My  vows  this  day;  and  therefore  came  I  finth 
To  meet  thee,  and  to  seek  thee  diligently. 
To  seek  thy  face,  and  I  have  found  thee  here. 
My  bed  is  decked  with  robes  of  tapestry, 
With  carved  work  and  sheets  of  linen  fine; 
Perfumed  with  aloes,  myrrh,  and  cinnamon. 
Swcet»are  stolen  •waters'!  pleasant  is  the  bread 
In  secret  eaten !  the  goqdman  is  from  home. 
Come,  let  us  take  our  fill  of  love  till  mom 
Awake;  let  us  delight  ourselves  with  loves. 
With  much  fair  speech,  she  caused  the  youth  to 

yield; 
And  forced  him  with  the  fiatteiing  of  her  tongue. 
I  looked,  and  saw  him  follow  to  her  house, 
As  goes  the  ox  to  slaughter;  as  the  fool 
To  the  correction  of  the  stocks;  or  bird 
That  hastes  into  the  subtle  fowler's  snare^ 
And  knows  not,  simple  thing,  'tis  for  its  fife. 
I  saw  him  enter  in,  and  heard  the  door 
Behind  them  shut;  and  in  the  dark,  still  night, 
When  God'a  unsleeping  eye  afone  can  see. 
He  went  to  her  adulterous  bed.    At  morn 
I  looked,  and  saw  him  not  among  the  youths. 
I  heard  his  &ther  mourn,  his  mother  weep, 
For  none  returned  that  went  with  her.    The  dead 
Were  in  her  house,  her  guests  in  depths  of  helL 
She  wove  the  winding-sheet  of  souls,  and  laid 
Them  in  the  um  of  everlasting  death.' 

Such  was  the  Shadow  fools  pursued  on  earth, 
Under  the  name  of  pleasure ;  fiiir  outside, 
Within  corrupted,  and  corrupting  still. 
Ruined  and  ruinous,  her  sure  reward. 
Her  total  recompiense,  was  still,  as  he, 
The  bard,  recorder  of  Earth's  Seasons,  sung, 
'^  Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remorse." 
Yet  at  her  door  the  young  and  old,  and  some 
Who  held  high  character  among  the  wise. 
Together  stood,  and  strove  among  themselves. 
Who  first  should  enter,*  and  be  ruined  first. 

Strange  competition  of  immortal  souls! 
To  sweat  for  death!  to  strive  for  misery! 
But  think  not  Pleasure  told  iier  end  was  death. 
Even  human  folly  then  had  paused  at  least. 
And  given  some  signs  of  hesitation ;  nor 
Arrived  so  hot,  and  out  of  breath,  at  wo. 
Though  contradicted  every  day  by  hcts 
That  sophistry  itself  would  stumble  o'er. 
And  to  the  very  teeth  a  liar  proved, 
Ten  thousand  times,  as  if  unconscious  stiM 
Of  inward  blame,  she  stood  and  waved  her  hand, 
And  pointed  to  her  bower,  and  said  to  all 
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Who  paMtt^  fakib  yonder  flowery  path,  my  iCeps 
Attend;  I  lead  the  emoothest  way  to  heaven; 
This  world  receive  as  surety  for  the  next : 
And  many  simple  men,  most  simple,  though 
Renowned  for  learning  moch,  and  wary  skill, 
Believed,  and  tamed  aside,  and  were  und^se. 

Another  leaf  of  finished  Time  we  torn, 
And  rpad  of  fame,  teniistrial  fiune,  which  died, 
And  rose  not  at  the  resurrection  mom; 
Not  that  by  virtue  earned,  the  true  renonviii 
Begun  on  earth,  and  lasting  in  the  skies, 
Worthy  the  lofty  wi^  of  seraphim, — 
The  approbation  of  the  Eye  that  sees 
The  end  firam  the  beginning,  sees  from  cause 
To  most  remote  efiect    Of  it  we  read        • 
In  book  of  Ghxi's  remembrance,  in  the  book 
Of  life,  from  which  the  quick  and  dead  were  judged ; 
The  book  that  lies  upon  the  Throne,  and  tells 
Of  glorious  acts  by  saints  and  angels  done ; 
The  record  of  the  holy,  just,  and  good. 

Of  all  the  phantoms  fleeting  in  the  mist 
Of  Time,  though  meagre  all,  and  ghostly  thin, 
Most  unsubstantial,  unessential  shade 
Was  earthly  Fame.    She  was  a  voice  alone, 
.  And  dwelt  upon  the  noisy  tongues  of  men. 
She  never  thought,  but  gabbled  ever  on. 
Applauding  most  what  least  deserved  applause. 
The  motive,  the  result,  was  naught  to  her. 
The  deed  alone,  though  dyed  in  human  gore. 
And  steeped  in  widow's  tears,  if  it  stood  out 
To  prominent  display,  she  talked  of  much, 
And  roared  around  it  with  a  thousand  tongues. 
As  changed  the  wind  her  organ,  so  she  changed 
Perpetually ;  and  whom  she  praised  to-day. 
Vexing  his  ear  with' acclamations  bud. 
To-morrow  blamed,  and  lussed  him  out  of  sight. 

Such  was  her  nature,  and  her  practice  such. 
But,  O !  her  voice  was  sweet  to  mortal  ears. 
And  touched  so  pleasantly  the  strings  of  pride 
And  vanity,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
Were  ever  strung  harmonious  to  her  note, 
That  many  thought,  to  live  without  her  song 
Was  rather  death  than  life.    To  live  unknown. 
Unnoticed,  unrenowned!  to  die  unpraised, 
Unepitaphed!  to  go  down  to  the  pit. 
And  moulder  into  dust  among  vile  worms. 
And  lea^  no  whispering  of  a  name  on  earth ! — 
Such  thought  was  cold  about  the  heart,  and  chilled 
The  blood.    Who  could  endure  it?  who  could 

choose  • 

Witli|iit  a  struggle,  to  be  swept  away 
From  all  remembrance,  and  have  part  no  more 
With  living  men  1  Philosqihy  failed  here, 
And  self-approving  pride.    Hence  it  beoame 
The  aim  of  most,  and  main  purrait,  to  win 
A  name,  to  leave  some  vestige  as  they  passed,' 
That  following  ages  might  discern,  they  once 
Had  been  on  earth,  and  acted  something  there. 

Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they  tried. 


The  man  of  science  to  the  shade  retired, 
And  laid  his  bead  upon  his  hand,  in  mood 
Of  awful  thoughtfulness,  and  dived,  and  dived 
Again,  deeper  and  deeper  still,  to  sound 
The  cause  remote ;  resolved,  before  he  died| 
To  make  some  grand  discovery,  by  which 
He  should  be  known  to  all  posterity. 

And  in  the  silent  vigils  of  the  night, 
When  uninspired  men  reposed,  the  bijd, 
G&astly  of  countenance,  Kod  firom  his  eye     . 
Oft  streaming  wild  unearthly  fire,  sit  up, 
And  sent  imagination  forth,  and  searched 
The  fiur  and  near,  heaven,  earth,  and  gloon^heD, 
For  fiction  new,  fbr  thought,  unthooght  before ; 
And  when  some  curious,  rare  idea  peered 
Upon  his  mindj  he  dipped  his  hasty  pen. 
And  by  the  glimmering  lamp,  or  moonlight  beam 
That  through  his  lattice  peeped,  wrote  fondly 

down. 
What  seemed  in  troth  imperishable  song. 

And  sometimes  too,  the  reverend  divine, 
In  meditation  deep  of  holy  things 
And  vanities  of  Time,  heard  Fame's  sweet  voice 
Approach  his  ear;  and  hung  another  flower, 
Of  earthly  sort,  about  the  sacred  truth ; 
And  ventured  whiles  to  mix  the  bitter  text, 
With  relish  suited  to  the  sinner's  taste. 

And  oft-times  too,  the  simple  hind,  who  seased 
Ambitionless,  arrayed  in  humble  garb. 
While  round  him,  spreading,  fed  his  harmless  flock, 
Sitting  was  seen,  by  some  wild  warbling  brook. 
Carving  his  name  upon  his  fovourite  stays'; 
Or,  in  ill-fovoured  lettiers,  tracing  it 
Upon  the  aged  thorn,  or  oh  the  foce 
Of  some  conspicuous,  oft-frequented  stone, 
With  persevering,  wondrous  industry ; 
And  .hoping,  as  he  toiled  amain,  and  saw 
The  characters  take  form,  some  other  wight, 
Long  after  he  was  dead  and  in  the  grave. 
Should  loiter  there  at  noon,  and  read  his  name. 

In  purple  some,  and  some  in  rags,  stood  foitb 
For  reputation.    Some  displayed  a  Umb 
Well-fashioned ;  some,  of  lowlier  mind,  a  cans 
Of  curious  workmanship  and  marvelloDs  twist. 
In  strength  some  sought  it,  and  in  beauty  moiVi 
Long,  k>ng,  the  fair  one  laboured  at  the  glass, 
And,  being  tired,  called  in  auxihar  skill, 
To  have  jier  sails,  before  she  went  abroad. 
Full  spread  and  nicely  set,  to  catch  the  gaJe 
Of  praise ;  and  much  she  caught,  and  mwh  dfr* 

served. 
When  outward  loveliness  was  index  foir 
Of  purity  within :  but  oft,  alas ! 
The  bloom  was  on  the  skin  alone ;  and  when 
She  saw,  sad  sight!  the  roses  on  her  cheek 
Wither,  and  heard  the  voice  of  Fame  retire 
And  die  away,  she  heaved  most  piteoas  sighs, 
And  wept  most  lamentable  tears;  and  wfaSfes^ 
In  wild  delirium,  made  rash  attampt, 
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nkaiay  of  Nature's  work  I 
rette,  with  frail  and  mortal  things, 
hered  fiiee.    Attempt  how  fond  and  ndnl 
ne  itaelf  soon  mouldered  down  to  dust ; 

the  land  of  deep  forgetfulness, 
Dtj  and  her  name  were  laid  beside 
lilence  and  the  loathsome  worm; 
3se  darkness  flattery  Tentured  not ; 
lone  had  ears  to  hear  the  voice  of  Fame. 

the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they  tried, 

ful  oft  the  wickedness  they  wrought 

tMerwd,  some  scrambled  up  to  thrones, 

in  vestures  dripping  wet  with  gore. 

nor  dipped  hb  sword  in  blood,  and  wrote 

le  on  lands  and  cities  desolate. 

I  bought  fields,  and  houses  built,  and  raised 

lomeiital  piles  up  to  the  dodds, 

led  tfaem  by  their  names :  and,  strange  to 

ban  be  unknown,  and  pass  away 
ly  to  the  grave,  some,  small  of  soul, 
e  had  perished  unobserved)  acquired 
■able  renown  by  oaths  profane ; 
ig  boldly  with  all  sacred  things ; 
•ring  iearlesriy  whatever  occurred ; 
asphemgus,  peiditionable  thoughts, 
Ian  in  them  inoved ;  by  wiser  men 
led,  and  quickly  banished  from  the  mind, 
the  roads  they  took,  the  phuM  they  tried. 
a  vain.    Who  grasped  at  earthly  fame, 
wind ;  nay  worse,  a  serpent  grasped,  that 

wgh 

d  sfid  smoothly,  and  was  gone ;  but  left 
behind  which  wrought  him  endless  pain, 
ler  voice  was  old  Abaddon's  lure, 
fa  he  charmed  the  fooUsh  soul  to  death, 
ppinen  was  sought  in  pleasure,  gold, 
,  by  many  sought.    But  should  I  sing 
le  trifling  race,  my  time,  thy  fidth 
iail,  of  things  erectly  organized, 
ring  rational,  articulate  voice, 
iming  outward  brotherhood  with  man, 
that  laboured  sorely,  in  his  sweat 
I  afkr,  then  hurried  to  the  wine, 
tely  resolving  to  be  mad ; 
who  taught  the  ravenous  bird  to  fly 
\y  or  that,  thereby  supremely  blest ; 
in  fury  with  the  howling  pack, 
Qg  much  the  noble  animal, 
red  into  such  company ;  of  him 
wn  into  the  bowels  of  the  eaith 
ed  deeply,  to  bring  up  the  wreck 
old  earthen  ware,  which  having  stowed, 
ery  proper  care,  he  home  returned 
By  a«ea  and  many  a  league  of  land, 
banlly  to  show  the  marvellous  prizq ; 
1  that  vexed  hb  brain,  and  theories  bdlt 
imer  upon  the  brittle  winds, 
9d  exceedingly  why  shells  were  found 
6 


Updn  the  mountain  tops,  but  wondering  not 
Why  shells  were  found  at  all,  more  wondrous  still  f 
Of  him  who  strange  enjoyment  took  in  tales 
Of  fairy  folk,  and  sleepless  ghosts,  and  sounds 
Unearthly,  vrhispering  in  the  ear  of  night 
Disastr^  things  j^and  him  who  still  foretold 
Calamity  which  never  ca]»e,  and  lived 
In  tenor  all  his  days  of  comets  rude, 
That  should  unmannerly  and  lawless  drive 
Athwart  the  path  of  earth,  and  bum  mankind; 
As  if  the  appointed  hour  of  doom,  by  Qod 
Appointed,  ere  its  time  should  come!  as  if 
Too  small  the  number  of  substantial  ills. 
And  real  fears,  to  vex  the  sons  of  men. 
Thes^,  had  they  not  possessed  immortal  souls, 
And  been  accountable,  might  have  been  passed 
With  laughter,  and  forgot ;  but,  as  it  was, 
And  is,  their  fblly  asks  a  serious  tear. 

Keen  was  the  search,  and  various,  and  wide, 
For  happiness.    Take  one  example  more. 
So  strange,  that  common  fools  lodied  on  amaxed ; 
And  wise  and  sober  men  together  drew. 
And  trembling  stood ;  and  angels  in  the  heavens 
Grew  pale,  and  talked  of  vengeance  as  at  h*nd ; 
The.soeptic's  route,  the  unbeliever's,  who, 
Despising  reason,  revektbn,  God, 
And  kicking  'gainst  the  pricks  of  conscience, 

rushed 
Deliriously  upon  the  bossy  shield 
Of  the  Omnipotent;  and  in  his  heart 
Purposed  to  deify  the  idol  chance ; 
And   laboured   hard,~oh,  Ikbour  worse  than 

naught! — 

And  toiled  vrith  dark  and  crooked  reasoning, 
To  make  the  fidr  and  lovely  earth,  which  dwelt 
In  sight  of  Heaven^  a  cold  and  fatherioss. 
Forsaken  thing,  that  wandered  on,  forlorn, 
Undestined,  uncompassioned,  unupheld ; 
A  vapour  eddying  in  the  whiri  of  chance. 
And  soon  to  vanish  everiastingly. 
He  travailed  sorely,  and  made  many  a  tack, 
His  sails  oft  shifting,  to  arrive, — droatd  thought!— 
Arrive  at  utter  nothingness ;  and^have 
Being  no  more,  po  feeling,  memory, 
No  hngering  consciousness  that  e'er  he  was. 
Guilt's  midnight  wish !  last,  most  abhorred  thought ! 
Most  desperate  efibrt  of  extremest  sin ! 
Others,  pre-oocupied,  ne'er  saw  true  Hope: 
He,  sedng,  aimed  to  stab  her  to  the  heart. 
And  with  infernal  chymistry  to  wring 
The  last  sweet  drop  from  sorrow's  cup  of  gttf; 
To  quench  the  only  ray  that  cheered  the  earth. 
And  leave  mankind  in  night  which  had  no  star,  j 
Others  the  streams  of  Pleasure  troubled;  he 
Toiled  much  to  dry  her  very  fountain  head. 
Unpardonable  man!  sold  under  sin! 
He  was  thd  devil's  pioneer,  who  cot 
The  fences  down  of  Virtue,  sapped  her  walls, 
And  opened  asmooth  and  easy  way  to  dsath. 
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Traitor  to  all  existence,  lo  all  life ! 
Soul-suicide !  determined  foe  of  being  1 
Intended  murderer  of  God,  moat  High ! 
Strange  road,  moat  atrange!  to  seek  for  happiaeas! 
Hell'a  mad-hpusea  are  fiill  of  such,  too  fierce, 
Too  furiously  insane,  and  desperate. 
To  range  unbound  'mo|]g  evil  spirits  dfttined. 

Fertile  was  earth  in  many  things,  not  least 
In  fools,  who  mercy  both  and  judgment  scorned, 
Scorned  lore,  experience  scorned,  and  onward 

rushed  <* 

To  swift  destruction,  giving  all  reproof. 
And  all  instruction,  to  the  winds ;  and  much 
Of  both  they  had,  and  muph  despised  of  both. 

Wisdom  took  up  her  harp,  and  stood  in  place 
Of  frequent  concouiM,  stood  in  every  gate. 
By  every  way,  and  walked  in  every  street ; 
And,  lifting  up  her  voice,  proclaimed:  "  Be  wise. 
Ye  fools!  be  of  an  understanding  heart ;     . 
Forsake  the  wicked,  come  not  near  his  house. 
Pass  by,  make  haste,  depart  and  turn  away. 
Me  follow,  me,  whose  ways  are  pleasantness. 
Whose  paths  are  peace,  whose  end  is  perfect  joy." 
The  Seasons  came  and  went,  and  went  and  came, 
To  teach  men  gratitude ;  and  as  they  passed, 
Gave  waming  of  the  lapse  of  Time,  that  else 
Had  stolen  unheeded  by.    The  gentle  Flowers, 
Retired,  and,  stooping  o'er  the  wilderness,  , 

Talked  of  humility,  and  peace,  and  love. 
The  Dewa  came  down  unseen  at  evening4ide, 
And  ailently  their  bounties  shed,  to  teach 
Mankind  unostentatious  charity.  ^ 

With  arm  in  aim  the  forest  rose  on  high,  "* 
And  lesson  gave  of  brotherly  regard. 
And,  on  the  rugged  mountain-brow  exposed. 
Bearing  the  blast  alone,  the  aqcient  oak 
Stood,  lifting  high  his  mighty  arm,  and  still 
To  courage  in  distress  exhorted  loud. 
The  flocks,  the  herds,  the  birds,  the  streams,  the 

breeze, 
Attuned  the  heart  to  melody  and  love. 
Mercy  stood  in  the  cloud,  with  eye  that  wept 
Essential  lova;  #nd,  from  her  glorious  bow. 
Bending  to  kiss  the  earth  in  token  of  peace. 
With  her  own  lips,  her  gracious  lips,  which  .God 
Of  sweetest  accent  made,  she  whispered  still. 
She  whitqpered  to  Revenge,  Forgive,  forgive. 
The  Sun,  rejoicing  round  the  earth,  announced 
Daily  the  wisdom,  power,  and  love  of  Qod. 
The  Moon  awoke,  and  from  her  maiden  (ace. 
Shedding  her  cbudy  locks,  k»ked  meekly  forth. 
And  with  her  virgin  Stars  walked  in  the  heavens, 
Walked  nightly  there,  conversing  as  she  walked, 
Of  purity,  and  holiness,  and  GUmI. 
In  dreams  and  visions,  sleep  .instructed  much. 
Day  uttered  speech  to  day,  and  night  to  night 
Taught  knowledge.    Silence  had  a  tongue ;  the 
grave 


A  tongue,  that  ever  aaid,  Man!  think  of  Qod! 
Thmk  of  thyself!  think  of  eternity  1 
Fear  Ghxl,  the  thunders  said,  Fear  Gkid,  the  wv 
Fear  Grod,  the  lightning  of  the  storm  replied. 
Fear  God,  deep  budly  answered  back  to  deep; 
And,  in  the  temples  of  the  Holy  One, 
Messiah's  ipessengers,  the  ftuthful  few. 
Faithful  'mong  many  false,  the  Bible  opened, 
And  cried  j  Repent !  repent  ye  sons  of  men ! 
Believe,  be  saved ;  and  reasoned  awfully 
Of  temperance,  righteousness,  and  judgment  si 
To  come,  of  ever-during  lifo  and  death : 
And  chosen  bards  from  age  to  age  awpke  ; 
The  sacred  lyre,  and  fiill  on  Folly's  ear. 
Numbers  of  righteous  indignation  poured : 
And  God,  omnipotent,  when  mercy  fidled, 
Made  bare  his  holy  arm,  and  with  the  stroke 
Of  vengeance  smote ;  the  fountains  of  the  desf 
Broke  up,  heaven's  windows  opened,  and  sent 

men 
A  flood  of  wrath,  sent  plague  and  famine  ibith 
With  earthquake  rocked  the  worM  beneath,  m 

storms 
Above  laid  cities  waste,  and  turned  fat  lands 
To  barrenness,  and  with  the  sword  of  war 
In  fury  marched,  and  gave  them  blood  to  drink 
Angels  remonstrated,  Mercy  beseeched, 
Heaven  smiled  and  frowned.  Hell  gsoaned,  Tij 

fled.  Death  shook 

Hisdart,  and  threatened  to  make  repentance  vajo, 
Incredible  assertbn !  men  rushed  on 
Determinedly  to  ruin ;  shut  their  ears, 
Their  eyes,  to  all  advice,  to  all  reproof; 
O'er  mercy  and  o'er  judgment,  downward  raahfl 
To  misery ;  and,— most  incredible 
Of  all  1 — to  misery  rushed  along  the  way 
Of  disappointment  and  remoise,  where  still 
At  every  step,  adders,  in  pleasure's  form. 
Stung  mortally ;  and  Joys, — whose  bkxM^y  ched 
Seemed  gk>wing  high  with  inmiortality. 
Whose  bosoms  prophesied  superfluous  bliss,— 
While  in  the  arms  received,  and  locked  in  dose 
And  riotous  embrace,  turned  pale,  and  coU, 
And  died,  and  smelled  of  putrefaction  rank ; 
Turned,  in  the  very  moment,  of  delight, 
A  loathsome,  heavy  corpse,  that  with  the  dear 
And  hollow  eyes  of  death,  stared  horribly. 

All  tribes,  all  generations  of  the  earth, 
Thus  wantonly  to  ruin  drove  alike. 
We  heard  indeed  of  gold   and  silver  dajra, 
And  of  primeval  innocence  unstained : 
A  pagan  tale  1  but  by  baptized  bards, 
Philosophers,  and  statesmen,  who  were  still 
Held  wiw  and  cunning  men,  talked  of  so  much, 
That  most  beUeved  it  so,  and  asked  not  why. 

The  pair,  the  family  first  made,  were  ill  j 
And  for  their  great  peculiar  sin,  incurred 
The  Curse,  and  left  it  due  to  all  their  race ; 


The  daikneas,  and  the  kmdy  waste,  had  each      |  And  bokl  example  gave  of  every  crime, 
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Hite,  mmder,  unbelief  veproach,  rerenge. 

A  time,  *^  true,  there  came,  of  which  thoif  soon 

Shtk  beu,  the  SabbtOh  Day,  the  Jubilee 

Of  earth,  when  righteouanese  and  peace  pierailed. 

Thif  time  except,  who  writes  the  hiistoxy 

Of  men,  and  writes  it  true,  must  write  Uiem  bad; 

Who  readi,  must  read  of  vblence  and  blt>od. 

The  man,  who  could  the  story  of  oiie  day 

Perase,  the  wrongs,  oppressions,  cnlelties, 

Deecita,  and  perjuries,  and  vanities. 

Rewarded  worthlessness,  rejected  worth, 

A— ssinHtinng,  robberies,  thefts,  and  wan, 

DisMtrooB  accidents,  life  thrown  away, 

Dhrimty  inralted.  Heaven  despised, 

Bciigion  aoomed, — and  not  been  sick  at  night, 

And  sad,  had  gathered  greater  store  of  mirth, 

Than  ever  win  man  in  the  world  could  find. 

One  canse  of  folly,  one  especial  cause, 
Wu  this :  Few  knew  what  wisdom  was,  though 

wefl 
Difined  in  (3od's  own  words,  and  printed  large, 
On  heaven  and  eafth  in  characters  of  light, 
And  soimded  in  the'  ear  by  evei^  wind. 

Wisdom  is  humble,  said  the  voice  of  God. 
lis  proud,  the  world  replied.   Wisdom,  said  Gtod, 
Fuigiiua,  forbears,  and  suffers,  not  fbr,fear 
Of  man,  but  God.    Wisdom  revenges,  said 
The  world,  is  quick  and  deadly  of  resentment, 
Throrts  at  the  very  shadow  of  afiront. 
And  histes,  by  death,  to  wipe  its  honour  clean. 
Wisdom,  said  God,  loves  enemies,  entreats, 
Sbbots,  begs  Ibr  peace.    Wisdom,  replied 
The  w^ld,  hates  enemies,  will  not  ask  peace. 
Conditions  spurns,  and  triumphs  in  their  fall. 
Wisdom  mistmsts  itself,  and  leans  on  Heaven, 
Slid  God.    It  trusts  and  leans  upon  itself, 
Tbo  woiid  lepBed.    Wisdom  retires,  said  Gk>d, 
And  eoonts  it  bravery  to  bear  reproach. 
And  diame,  and  lowly  poverty,  upright; 
And  weeps  with  all  who  have  juA  cause  to  weep. 
Wisdom,  replied  the  world,  struts  forth  to  gaze, 
Tnads  the  broad  stage  of  life  with  clamorous  foot, 
Attzaels  afl  praises,  counts  it  bravery 
Alone  to  widd  the  sword,  and  rush  on  death ; 
And  never  weeps,  but  for  its  own  disgrace. 
Wisdom,  said  Grod,  is  highest,  when  it  stoops 
Lowest  before  the  Holy  Throne ;  throws  down 
Ui  crown,  abased ;  forgets  itself,  admires. 
And  breaithes  adoring  praise.    There  Wisdom 

rtoops, 
hdeed,  the  world  replied,  there  stoops,  because 
h  anst,  but  stoops  with  dignity;  and  thinks 
And  meditates  the  while  of  inward  worth. 

Thus  did  Almighty  God,  and  thus  the  world. 
Wisdom  define :  and  most  the  world  believed, 
Aad  boldly  called  the  truth  of  God  a  lie. 
HoKe,  he  that  to  the  woridly  wisdom  shaped 
Hii  diancter,  became  the  favourite 
Of  BMD,  was  boooorable  temed,  a  man 


Of  spirit,  noble,  glorious,^  lofty  soul ! 
And  as  he  crossed  the  earth  in  chase  of  dreams, 
Received  prodigious  shouts  of  warm  applause. 
Hence,  wno  to  godly  wisdom  framed  hu  life. 
Was  counted  mean,  and  spiritless,  and  vile ; 
And^lle  walked  obscurely  in  the  path 
Whidh  led  to  heaven^  fooli^  hissed  with  serpent 

tongue. 
And  poured  contempt  upon  his  holy  head. 
And  poured  contempt  on  all  who  praised  his  name. 

But  fidse  as  this  account  of  wisdom  was. 
The  world's  I  mean,  it  was  ita  best,  the  creed 
Of  sober,  grave,  and  philoe^hic  men, 
With  mucK  research  and  cogitation  firamed. 
Of  men,  who  with  the  vtO^arvc^Dmed  to  sit. 

The  popular  belief  seehuH  r^the)*  worse, 
When  heard  repljing  to  the  voice  of  truth. 

The  wise  man,  said  the  BiUe,  Walloi  with  God ; 
Surveys,  fiir  on,  the  endless  line  of  life ; 
Values  his  soul,  thinks  of  eternity. 
Both  worlds  considers,  and  provides  for  both; 
With  reason's  eye  his  passions  guards ;  abstains 
From  evil ,  lives  on  hope,  on  hope,  the  fruit 
Of  fiulh ;  k»ks  upward,  purifies  his  soul. 
Expands  his  wings^  and  mounts  into  the  sky; 
Passes  the  sun,  and  gains  hb  father's  house. 
And  drinks  with  angels  ttom  the  fount  of  bJiss. 

The  muffitud^'aloud  replied, — replied 
By  practice,  for  they  were  not  bookish  men. 
Nor  apt  to  form  their  principles  in  words, — 
The  wiib  man,  first  of  aO,  eradicates. 
As  much  as  possible,  from  out  his  mind, 
All  thought  of  death,  God,  and  eternity; 
Admires  the  world,  and  thinks  of  Time  alone ; 
Avoids  the  Bible,  all  reproof  avoids; 
Rocks  Conseience,  if  he  can,  asleep ;  puts  out 
The  eye  of  Rea^n,  prisons,  tortures,  binds. 
And  makes  her  thus,  by  violence  and  force. 
Give  wicked  evidtoce  against  herself; 
Lets  passion  loose,  the  substance  leaves,  pursues 
The  shadow  vehemently,  but  ne'er  o'ertakes; 
Puts  by  the  cup  of  holiness  and  joy ; 
And  drinks,  carouses  deeply,  in  the  bowl 
Of  death ;  grovels  in  dust,  pollutes,  destroys, 
His  soul !  is  miserable  to  acquire 
More  misery;  deceives  to  be  deceived ; 
Strives^  labours,  to  the  last,  to  shun  the  truth ; 
Strives^  labours,  to  the  last,  to  damn  himself; 
Turns  desperate,  shudders,  groans^  blasphemes, 

and  dies, 
And  sinka— where  could  he  else  1— to  endless  wo; 
And  drinks  the  wine  of  Grod's  eternal  wrath. 

The  learned  thus,  and  thus  the  unlearned  world, 
Wisdom  defined.    In  sound  they  disagreed ; 
In  substance,  in  effect,  in  end,  the  same; 
And  equally  to  God  and  truth  opposed, 
Opposed  as  darkness  to  the  light  of  heaven. 
Yet  were  theie  some^  that  seemed 
men, 
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Who  syiitems  planned^  expreased  in  supple  words, 
Which  praised  the  man  as  wisest,  that  in  one 
United  both ;  pleased  G^mI,  and  pleased  the  world; 
And  with  the  saint,  and  with  the  sinner,  had, 
Changing  his  garb,  unseen,  a  good  report. 
And  many  thought  their  definition  best; 
And  in  their  wisdom  grew  exceeding  wise. 

Union  abhorred!  dissimulation  vain! 
Could  Holiness  embrace  the  harlot  Sin  1 
Could  life  wod  death  1  Could  God  with  Mammon 

dwell  1  « 

Oh,  Ibo^sh  men!  oh,  men  for  ever  lost  I 
In  spite  of  mercy  lost,  in  spite  of  wrath! 
In  spite  of  Disappointment  and  Remotse, 
Which  made  the  way  to  ruin,  ruinous  1 

Hear  what  they  weie:  The  progeny  of  Sin, 
Alike,  and  oft  combined;  but  diflering  much 
In  mode  of  giving  pain.    As  felt  the  gross. 
Material  part,  when  in  the  furnace  cast, 
So  felt  the  soul,  the  victim  of  Remorse. 
It  was  a  fire  which  on  the  verge  of  God's 
Commandments  burned,  and  on  the  vitals  fed 
Of  all  who  passed.    Who  passed,  there  met  Re- 
morse; ,   • 
A  violent  fever  seized  his  soul ;  the  heavens 
Above,  the  earth  beneath,  seemed  glowing  brass. 
Heated  seven  times ;  he- heard  dread  voices  speak, 
And  mutter  horrid  prophecies  of  pain. 
Severer  and  severer  yet  to  come ; 
And  as  he  writhed  and  quivered,  scorched  within, 
The  Fuiy  round  his  torrid  temples  flapped 
Her  fiery  wing^  and  breathed  upon  his  lips 
And  parched  tongue  the  withered  blasts  of  helL 
It  was  the  suflfering  begun,  thou  sawst 
In  symbol  of  the  Worm  thai  never  4iies. 

The  other.  Disappointment,  rather  seemed 
N^gatkm  of  delight.    It  was  a  tMng 
Sluggish  and  torpid,  tending  towards  death. 
Its  breath  was  cold,  and  mad^  the  sportive  blood. 
Stagnant,  and  dull,  and  heavy,  round  the  wheels 
Of  life.    The  roots  of  that  whereon  it  blew, 
Decayed,  and  with  the  genial  soil  no  more 
Held  sympathy ;  the  leaves,  the  branches  drooped, 
And  mouldered  slowly  down  to  formless  dust; 
Not  tossed  and  driven  by  violence  of  winds, 
But  withering  where  they  sprung,  and  rotting 

there 
Long  disappointed,  disappointed  still, 
The  hopeless  man,  hopeless  in  his  main  wish,    i 
As  if  retumii^  back  to  nothing,  felt; 
In  strange  vacuity  of  being  hung, 
And  roQed  and  rolled  his  eye  on  emptiness, 
That  seemed  to  grow  more  empty  every  hour. 

One  of  this  mood  I  do  remember  well. 
We   name   him   not, — ^what  now  are   earthly 

names  1— 
In  humble  dwelling  bom,  retired,  remote; 
In  rural  quietude,  'mong  hills,  and  streams, 
And  melancholy  doeerts,  whore  the  Sun 


Saw,  as  he  passed,  a  shepherd  only,  here 
And  there,  watching  his  little  flock,  pr  heard 
The  pbughman  talking  to  his  steers;  his  hopei, 
His  morning  hopes,  awoke  before  him,  smiling. 
Among  the  dews  and  holy  mountain  ain; 
And  fimoy  ootoured  them  with  every  hue 
Of  heavenly  lovdineas.    But  soon  his  dreams 
Of  childhood  fled  away,  those  rainbow  dreams, 
So  irmocent  and  fair,  that  withered  Age, 
Even  At  the  grave,  cleared  up  his  dusty  eye, 
And,  passing  aU  between,  looked  fimdly  back 
Toeee  them  once  again,  ere  he  departed : 
These  fled  away,  and  anxious  thought,  that  wished 
To  go,  yet  whither  knew  not  well  to  go, 
Possessed  his  ^oul,  and  hekl  it  still  awhile. 
He  listened,  and  heard  firom  fiur  the  voice  of  (kiDe, 
Heard  and  was  charmed ;  and  deep  and  suddn 

vow 
Of  resolution,  made  to  be  renowned; 
And  deeper  vowed  again  to  keep  his  vow. 
His  parenis  saw,  his  parents,  whom  God  made 
Of  kindest  heart,  saw,  and  indulged  his  hope. 
The  ancient  page  he  turned,  Teaid  much,  thoi^ 

much. 
And  with  old  bards  of  honourable  name 
Measured  his  sdul  severely;  and  looked  up 
To  fame,  ainbitious  of  no  second  place. 
Hope  grew  from  inward  faith,  and  promised  iut. 
And  out  before  him  opened  many  a  path 
Ascending,  where  the  laurel  highest  waved 
Her  branch  of  endless  green. .  He  stood  adminif, 
But  stood,  admired,  not  long.  Theharpbeseowl, 
The  harp  he  loved,  loved  b^ter  than  his  life. 
The  harp  whkh  uttered  deepest  notes,  and  bold 
The  ear  of  thought  a  captive  to  its  song. 
He  searched  and  meditated  much,,  and  whiles, 
With  rapturous  hand,  in  secret,  touched  the  lyre, 
Aiming  at  glorious  strains^  and  searched  again 


For  theme  deserving  of  immortal  verse; 
Chose  now,  and  now  refused,  unsatisfied; 
Pleased,  then  displeased,  and  hesitating  ,rtill. 

Thus  stood  his  mind,  when  round  him  came  a 
cloud. 
Slowly  and  heavily  it  came,  a  cloud- 
Of  ills,  we  mention  not    Enough  to  say, 
'Twas  cold,  and  dead,  impenetrable  gloom. 
He  saw  its  dark  approach,  and  saw  his  hopes, 
One  after  one,  put  out,  as  nearer  still 
It  drew  his  soul ;  but  fainted  not  at  first, 
Fainted  not  soon.    He  knew  the  lot  of  man 
Was  tn>uble,  and  prepared  to  bear  the  wont; 
EIndure  whate'er  should  come,  without  a  ogh 
Endure,  and  drink,  eveq  to  the  very  dregs, 
The  bitterest  cup  that  Time  could  measure  out; 
And,  having  done,  look  up,  and  ask  for  more. 

He  called  philosophy,  and  with  his  heart 
Reasoned.    He  caUed  religion  too,  but  called 
Reluctantly,  and  therefore  was  hot  heard. 
Ashamed  to  bo.  o'crmatched  by  earthly  woes, 
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Jid  might,  with  eye  that  dhnmed  apace 
le  avenue  to  hght,  ■ome  place 
>  mt  a  hope ;  but  sought  in  yain. 
darker  still  the  darkness  grew. 
Munk,  and  Disappointment  stood 
mfoiter,  and  mournfully 
( passed.    His  interest  in  life, 
ised :  and  now  he  seemed  to  feel, 
red  as  he  felt,  his  powers  of  mind 
the  spring-lime  of  his  day. 
«,  weak  became,  the  clear  obscure, 
re  up  her  charge,  Decision  reeled, 
u  flight,  Fancy  returned,  retulmed 
femid  no  nourishment  abroad. 
eaveos  withered,  and  the  moon,  and 

■tan,  and  the  gieen  earth,  and  mom 
;,  withered;  and  the  eyes,  and  smiles, 
if  an  men  and  women  withered ; 
him;  and  all  the  uniTerse, 
ling  which  had  been,  appeared;  but 

nd  mouldering  fest  away.    He  tried 
hope,  wished  to  forget  his  vow, 
isrget  his  hhrp;  then  ceased  to  wish. 
ts  last.    Enjoyment  now  was  done, 
lope,  no  wish,  and  scarce  ar  fear, 
asible,  and  sensible 
I  some  atom  seemed,  which  God 
opeHluousIy,  and  needed  not 
tttion  with ;  but  back  again 
threw,  and  left  it  in  the  void, 
iting  sense  that  ontie  it  was. 
can  ten  what  days,  what  nights,  he 

iraveless,  sdlless,  shorriess  wo! 
ji  tdl  how  many,  glorious  once, 
id  themselves  of  promise  ftin, 
0  thfa  pass  of  human  thought, 
less  of  inteUectual  death, 

pined,  and  vanished  from  the  eaith, 
vestige  of  memorial  there ! 
t  ao  with  him.    When  thus  he  lay, 
eort,  withered  and  desolate, 
.utmnn;  which  the  wolfish  winds, 
im  its  feffing  sisters,  chase, 

native  grove,  to  lifeless  wastes, 

;  there  alone,  to  be  forgotten 

fod  passed  in  mercy  by, — 

e  ever  new ! — and  on  him  breathed, 

im  five,  and  put  into  his  hands 

I,  into  his  lips  a  song, 

its  numbers  down  the  tide  of  Time. 

low  but  little,  to  be  praised 

ke ;  ambitious  most,  to  be 

r  God,  the  Judge  of  aU;  and  have 

corded  in  the  book  of  fife. 

ngs  were  Disappointment  and  Re- 


And  oft  u^ted  both,  as  friends  severe. 
To  teach  men  wisdom ;  but  the  fod,  untaught, 
Was  fobUsh  stifi.    His  ear  he  stopped,  his  eyes 
He  shut,  and  bUndly,  deafly  obstinate, 
Forced  desperately  his  way  "fjrom  wo  to  wo. 

Ohq  place,  one  only  plac^,  there  was  on  earth. 
Where  no  man  e'er  was  fool,  however  mad. 
I*  Men  may  five  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die." 
Ah!  'twas  a  truth  most  true;  and  sung  in  Time, 
And  to  the  sons  of  men,  by  one  weU  knowii 
On  earth  for  lofty  verse  and  Ipfty  sense. 
Much  hast  thou  seen,  feir  youth,  much  heard; 

but  thou 
Hast  never  seen  a  death-bed,  never  heard 
A  dying  groan.    Men  saw  it  often.    'Twas  sad, 
To  aU  most  sorrowful  and  sad ;  to  guilt, 
Twas  anguish,  terrt^,  darkness,  without  bow. 
But,  oh!  it  had  a  most  convincing' tongue, 
A  potent  oratory,  that  secured 
Most  mute  attention;  and  it  spoke  the  truth 
So  boldly,  plainly,  perfectly  distinct. 
That  none  the  meaning  could  mistake,  or  doubt; 
And  had  withal  a  disenchanting  power, 
A  most  omnipotent  and  wondrous  power. 
Which  in  a  moment  broke,  for  ever  broke, 
Aiid  utterly  dissolved,  the  chaims,  and  spells. 
And  cunnmg  sorceries  of  earth  and  heU. 
And  thus  it  spoke  to  hinr  who  ghastly  lay, 
And  struggled  for  another  breath:  Earth's  cup 
Is  poisoned;  her  renown,  most  infamous; 
Herald,  seem  as  it  may,  is  really  dust; 
Her  titles,  slanderous  names;  her  praise,  reproach; 
Her  strength,  an  idiot's  boast;  her  wisdom  blind; 
Her  gain,-etemal  loss;  her  hope,  a  dream; 
Her  love,  her  friendship,  enmity  with  GK)d ; 
Her  promises,  a  lie;  her  smile,  a' harlot's; 
Her  beauty,  paint,  and  rotten  within ;  her  plea^ 
'      ures, 

Deadly  assassins  masked;  her  laughter  grief; 
Her  breasts,  the  sting  of  Death ;  her  total  sum^ 
Her  all,  most  utter  vanity ;  and  aU 
Her  fevers  mad,  insane  moilt  grievously, 
And  most  insane  because  they  know  it  not. 

Thus  did  the  mighty  reasoner.  Death  declare. 
And  volumes  more ;  and  in  one  word  confirmed 
The  Bible  whole.  Eternity  is  aU. 
But  few  speetatora,  few  befieved,  of  those 
Who  staid  behind.    The  wisest,  best  of  men, 
Befieved  not  to  the  letter  foil ;  but  turned, 
And  on  the  world  looked  forth,  as  if  they  thought 
The  well>trimmed  hypocrite  had  something  stiU 
Of  inward  vrorth.    The  dying  man  alone. 
Gave  faithfol  audience,  and  the  words  of  Death, 
To  the  last  jot,  befieved,  befieved  and  felt ; 
But  oft,,  alas  I  befieved  and  felt  too  late.  ' 

And  had  Earth,  then,  no  joys,  no  native  aweets 
No  happiness,  that  one,  who  spoke  the  tmtii, 
Might  caU  her  ownl  •Shehad ;  true,  mJ&n  sweets, 
Indigenous  delights,  which  up  the  tree 
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Of  holiness,  embradng  m  they  grefW,  <^ 
Ascended,  and  bore  fruk  of  heayenly  tasle ; 
In  pleasant  memory  held,  and  talked  of  oft, 
By  yonder  Saints,  -who  walk  the  golden  streets 
Of  New  Jerusalem,  and  compass  rotind    * 
The  Throne,  with  nearest  visbn  blessed.  -  Of  these, 
Hereafter,  thou  shalt  hear,  delighted  hear ; 
One  pagex)f  beauty  in  the  life  of  man. 
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The  world  had  much  of  strange  and  wonderful, 
In  passion  much,  in  a^ion,  reason,  will, 
And  much  in  previdence,  which  still  retired 
From  human  eye,  and  led  Philosophy, 
That  ill  her  ignorance  liked  to  own,  througli  duk 
And  dangerous  paths  of  speculation  wild. 
Some  striking  features,  as  we  pas^,  we  marj^, 
In  order  such  as  memory  sugg^ts. 

One  passion  prominent  Appear^,  the  lust 
Of  power,  which  oft-times  took  the  fidi^r  name 
Of  liberty,  and  hung  the  popular  flag 
Of  freedom  out.    Many,  indeed,  its  names. 
When  on  the  throne  it  sat,  apd  round  the  neck 
Of  millions  riveted  it^  iron  chain. 
And  on  the  shoulders  of  the  people  laid 
Burdens  unmerdfbl,  it  tlUe  took 
Of  tyranny,  oppreaaion,  despotism ; 
And  every  tongue  was  weary  cursiqg  it 
When  in  the  multitude  it  gathered  strength; 
And,  like  an  ocean  bursting  from  ks  bounds, 
Long  beat  in  vain,  went  forth  resistlessliF, 
It  bore  the  stamp  and  designation,  then, 
Of  popular  fiiry,  anarchy,  rebellion ; 
And  honest  men  bewailed  all  order  void ; 
All  laws  annulled ;  all  property  destn^eid  ^  • 

The  venersMe,  murdered  in  the  streets ;    ' 
The  wise  despised;   streams,  red  with  human 

blood; 
Harvests  beneath  the  fhmtic  foot  trod  down ; 
Lands,  desolate;  and  fiunine  at  the  door. 

These  are  a  part ;  but  other  names  it  had, ' 
Innumeious  as  the  shapes  and  robes  it  wore. 
But  under  every  name,  in  nature  still 
Invariably  the  same,  and  always  bad. 
We  own,  indeed,  that  oft  against  itself 
It  fought,  and  sceptre  both  and  people  gave 
An  equal  aid ;  as  long  ezemplifled 
In  Aftiion's  isle,  Albion,  queen  of  the  seas ; 
And  in  the  struggle,  something  like  a  kind 
Of  civil  tiberty  grew  up,  the  best 
Of  mere  terrestrial  root;  but,  sickly,  too, 
And  living  only,  strange  to  tell  I  in  strife 
Of  fections  equally  contending;  dead, 
That  very  moment  dead,  that  one  prevailed. 

Conflicting  cmeDy  against  itself^ 
By  its  own  band  it  fell ;  past  slaying  part 


And  men  who  noticed  not  the  i,«»««H«., 

Stood  wondering  much,  why  earth  from  age  to  ags^ 

Was  still  enslaved ;  and  erring  causes  gave. 

This  was  earth's  liberty,  its  nature-this^ 
Hovirever  named,  in  whomsoever  fom^d, — 
And  found  it  was  in  all  of  woman  bom,*^ 
Each  man  to  make  all  subject  to  his  wiU ; 
To  make  them  de,  undo,  eat,  drink,  stand,  ntom, 
Talk,  think,  and  feel,  exactly  as  be  choae. 
Hence  the  eternal  stiife  of  brotherhoodi^ 
Of  individuals,  families,  commonvrealtfis. 
The  root  from  which  it  grew  was  pride;  bad  root, 
And  bad  the  fruit  it-bdre.    Then  wonder  not, 
That  long  the  nations  from  it  richly  reaped 
Oppression,  slavery,  tyranny,  and  war; 
Confusion,  desolation,  trouble,  ahame. 
And,  marvellous  though  it  seem,  this  monslflr, 

when 
It  took  the  name  of  slavery,  as  oft 
It  did,  had  advocates  to  plead  its  cause; 
Beings  that  walked  erect,  and  spoke  like  men; 
Of  Christian  parentage  descended,  too, 
And  dipped  in  ihe  baptismal  font,  as  sign 
Of  dedication  to  the  prince  who  bowe^ 
To  death,  to  set  the  sin-bound  prisoner  Aee. 

Unchristian  thought!  on  what  pretence  ■oe'er 
Of  right,  inherited,  or  else  acquired ; 
Of  loss,  or  profit,  or  wliat  plea  you  name, 
To  buy  and  sell,  to  barter,  whip,  and  bold 
In  chains,  a  being  of  celestial  make ; 
Of  kindred  form,  of  kindred  faculties, 
Of  kindled  feelings,  passk)n%  thoughts,  deaxes ; 
Bom  free,  and  heir  of  an  immortal  hope ; 
Thought  villanous,  absurd,  detestable  I    . 
Unworthy  to  be  harboured  in  it  fiend  I 
And  only  overreached  in  wickednew 
By  Uiat,.  birth,  too,  of  earthly  liberty. 
Which  aimed  to  make  a  reasonable  man 
By  legislation  think,  and  by  the  sword 
Believe.    This  was  that  liberty  renown^ 
These  equal  rights  of  Gbeeoe  and  Rome,  wbare 

•men, 
All,  but  a  few,  were  bought,  knd  sold,  and  aconrged. 
And  killed,  as  interest  or  caprice  enjoined ; 
In  after  times  talked  of,  vnitten  of,  so  much. 
That  most,  by  sound  and  custom  led  away. 
Believed  the  essence  answered  to  the  name. 
EUstorians  on  this  theme  were  long  and  warm. 
Statesmen,  drunk,  with  the  fumes  of  vain -debate, 
In  lofty  swelling  phrase  called  it  perfection. 
PhikisopherB  its  rise,  advance,  and  fell. 
Traced  carefully:  and  poets  kindled  still. 
As  memory  brought  it  up;  their  lips  were  toncfatd 
With  fire,  and  uttered  words  that  men  adored. 
Even  he,  true  bard  of  Zion,  holy  man! 
To  whom  the  Bible  taught  this  precious  verse, 
'*  He  is  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  makes  free," 
By  fashion,  though  by  fashion  little  swayed, 
Scarce  kept  his  harp  from  pagan  fiieedom's  pniie. 
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i^ithe  propbet,  whom  Jehanh  gkve 

an  y«an,  d^mcnbed  it  best,  when  he 

i  me  in  ▼iaion  of  the  night : . 

ful  beMt,  and  temUe,  and  rtrong 

igl  J,  with  mighty  iron  teeth ; 

it  l»ake  in  pieces,  and  deTotured, 

nped  theraddue  beneath  its  feetl 

libettj  was  Christian,  sanctified, 

,  and  Ibond  in  Chiistian  hearts  al<»e; 

nof  Vixtiie,  danghter  of  the  skies, 

;  of  troth  divine^  sister  of  all 

3es^  meekness,  holiness,  and  k>ire ; 

>  God,  and  man,  and  all  bebw, 

nptom  showed  of  sensible  existence, 

te,musked;  feai  to  whom  fear  was  due ; 

Bspect,  benefolenoe,  and  love: 

ton  of  religion,  where  she  came, 

eedom  came;  whefe  dwelt,  there  freedom 

rhere  die  roled,  expired  where  she  ez- 

1. 

mm  the  fineman  whom  the  truth  made 


n 


It  of  all,  the  bands  of  Satan  broke ; 

ike  the  bands  of  sin;  and  for  his  soul, 

]f  fools,  consulted  seriously ;  '  ^ 

of  fiuihioa,  perwreredingood; 

9f  weahb  or  poverty,  upright ; 

I  M  reason,  not  as  fiincy,  bade; 

ud  temptation  sing^  and  yet  tinned  not 

taw  Sin  bedeck  her  flowery  bed, 

would  not  go  up;  felt  at  his  heart 

id  unriieathed,  yet  would  not  sellthe  truth; 

mng  power,  had  not  the  will  ^  hurt; 

ished  alike  to  be,  or  ha^  a  slave ; 

bdied  at  naught  but  sin,  feared  naught  but 

laDy,  in  strong  integrity 

'midstwant,  or  riches,  or  diigraee^ 

,  calmly  sat,  and  heard  the  waves 

ly  folly  bfeaking  at  his  feet, 

riU  with  praise,  now  hoarse  with  foul  le- 

Mch, 

h  despised  flnoeiely;  seeking  this 

rhe  i^pi«obatioii  of  his  God, 

tin  with  conscience  witnessed  to  his  pyice. 

this  is  freedom,  such  as  angels  use^ 

idled  to  the  liberty  of  God. 

rn  of  yirtne,  d&ughter  of  the  skies! 

B,  the  stale,  in  w^sn  she  ruled  was  free ; 

were  slaves  of  Satan,  Sin,  and  Death. 

dy  thou  hast  something  heard  of  good 

of  vice  and  virtue,  perfect  each; 

I  redeemed,  or  else  abandoned  quite; 

le  ahak  hear,  wjien,  at  the  judgment-dAy, 

meters  of  mankind  we  review. 

ngbt  which  thou  hast  heard  astonishingl 

wr  wonder  now  thy  audiepce  asks; 

ma  in  all  the  univenc^ 


Of  moral  being  most  anomalous, 

Inexplicable  most,  and  wonderful. 

I'll  introduce  U\^  to  a  single  heart, 

A  human  heart.    We  enter  not  the  worst. 

But  one  by  GU>d'8  renewing  spirit  touched, 

A  Christian  heart,  awaked  from  sleep  of  sin. 

What  seest  thou  here?  what  markst?  Observe  it 

well. 
Will,  passion,  reason,  hopes,  fears,  joy,  diftress^ 
Peace,  turbulence,  simplicity^  deceit, 
Good,  ill,  corruptibn,  immortality; 
A  temple  of  (he  Holy  Ghost,  and  yet 
Oft  lodging  fiends ;  the  dwelling-place  of  all 
The  heavenly  virtues,  charity  and  truth, 
Humility,  and  holiness,  and  love ; 
And  yet  the  common  haunt  of  anger,  pride. 
Hatred,  revenge,  and  passions  foul  wit^  lust; 
Allied  to  heaven,  yet  parleying  oft  with  hell ; 
A  soldier  listed  in  Messiah's  band, 
Yet  giving  quarter  to  Abaddon's  troops; 
With  seraphs  drinking  from  the  well  of  life, 
And  yet  carousing  in  the  cup  of  death; 
An  heb  of  heaven,  and  walking  thitherward, 
Yet  casting  back  a  covetous  eye  on  earth; 
Elmblem  of  strength,  .and  weakness;  loving  now, 
And  now  abhorring  sin ;  indulging  now. 
And  now  repenting  sore;  rejoicing  now, 
With  jpy  unspeakable,  and  full  of  gkxry ; 
Now  weeping  bitteriy,  and  clothed  in  dust; 
A  man  willing  to  do^  and  doing  notf 
Poiiig,  and  willing  not;  embracing  what 
He  liates,  what  most  he  loves  abandoning; 
Half  sain^  and  sinner  half;  half  life,  half  death; 
Commixture  strange  of  heaven,  and  earth,  andheD. 
What  seest  thou  herel  whstmarkstl  A  battle- 
field; 
Two  banners  spread,  two  dreadful  fronts  of  war 
In  shock  of  opposition  fierce,  engaged. 
God,  angels,  saw  whole  empires  rise  in  arm^ 
Saw  kings  exalted,  heard  them  tumbfe  down, 
And  others  raised.'-^-and  heeded  not ;  but  hero 
God, angels kwked;  God,  angels^  fought;  and Hel^ 
With  all  his  legions,  fought :  here,  error  fought 
With  truth,  with  darkness  light,  and  life  with  death; 
And  here^  not  kingdoms,  reputation,  worlds, 
Were  won ;  the  strife  was  for  eternity, 
The  victory  was  never-ending  bUss^ 
The  badge,  a'cfaaplet  from  the  tree  of  USd, 

While  thus,  within,  contending  armies  strove. 
Without,  the  Christian  had  his  trouble  toa 
For,  as  by  God's  unalterable  hiws, 
And  oeremomal  of  the  Heaven  of  Heavens^ 
Virtue  takes  place  of  all,  and  worthiest  deeds 
Sit  highest  at  thp  feast  of  bliss;  on  earth, 
The  opposite  was  fashion's  rule  poMte. 
Virtuo  theifowest  place  at  table  took, 
Or  served,  or  was  shut  out;  the  Christian  still 
Was  mocked,  derided,  persecuted,  shdn; 
And  Slander,  worse  than  mockery,  or  fwocd, 
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Or  death,  stood  nightly  by  her  horrid  foi|[e, 

And  fabricated  lies  to  stain  his  name, 

And  wound  his  peace ;  but  still  he  had  a  fooroe 

Of  happinesB^  that  men  could  neither  give 

Nor  take  away.    The  avenues  that  led 

To  immortality  before  him  lay. 

He  saw,  with  faith's  far  reaching  eye,  the  fount 

Of  life,  his  Father's  house,  his  Saviour  Gkid, 

And  borrowed  thence  to  help  hia  present  want 

Encountered  thus  with  enen^ies,  without, 
Within,  Uke  bark  that  meets  opposing  winds 
And  floods,  this  way,  now  that,  she  sheers  athwart, 
Tossed  by  the  wave,  and  driven  by  the  storm; 
But  still  the  pilot,  ancient  at  the  helm, 
The  harbour  keeps  in  eye ;  and  after  much 
Of  danger  passed,  and  many  a  prayet  rude, 
He  runs  her  safely  in :  so  was  the  man 
Of  God  beset,  so  tossedby  adverse  winds ; 
And  so  his  eye  upon  the  land  of  life 
He  kept.    Virtue  grew  daily  stronger,  sin 
Decayed ;  his  enemies,  jrepulsed,  retired ; 
Till,  at  the  stature  of «  perfect  man 
In  Christ  arrived,  and  with  the  Spirit  filled, 
He  gained  the  harbour  of  eternal  rest. 

But  think  not  virtue,  else  than  dwells  in  God 
Essentially,  was  perfect,  without  spot 
Examine  yonder  suns.    At  distance  seen, 
How  bright  they  bum !  how  gloriously  they  shine^ 
Mantling  the  worlds  around  in  beamy  light ! 
But  nearer  viewed,  w«  through  their  lustre  see 
Some  dark  behind ;  so  virtue  was  on  earth, 
So  is  in  heaven,  and  so  shall  always  be. 
Though  good  it  seem,  immarttlate,  and  lair 
Exceedingly,  to  saint  or  angel's  gaie 
The  uncreated  Eye,  that  seaikches  all, 
Sees  it  imperfect ;  sees,  but  blames  not  j  sees, 
Well  pleased,  and  best  with  those  whp  deepest  dive 
Into  themselves,,  and  know  themselves  the  most ; 
Taught  thence  in  humbler  reverence  to  bow 
Before  the  Holy  One ;  and  oftener  view 
His  exoeUence,  that  in  them  still  may  rise, 
And  grow  his  likeness,  growing  evermore. 

Nor  tl)iak  that  any,  born  of  Adam's  race, 
In  his  own  proper  virtue  entered  heaven. 
Once  fellen  firom  Gkxi  and  perfect  holiness^ 
No  being,  unassisted,  e'er  could  rise, 
Or  sanctify  the  sin-poUuted  soul. 
Oft  was  the  trial  made,  but  vainly  made. 
So  oft  as  men,  in  earth's  best  livery  clad, 
However  feir,  approached  the  gates  of  heaven, 
And  stood  presented  to  the  eye  of  God, 
Their  impious  pri3e  so  oft  his  soul  abhorred. 
Vain  hope!  in  patch-work  of  terrestrial  grain, 
To  be  received  into  the  courts  above  J 
Aa  vain  as  towards  yonder  sons  to  sote. 
On  wing  of  waxen  plumage^  melting  soon, 

Look  loond,  and  see  those  numbers  infinite. 
That  stand  before  the  Throne,  and  in  their  hands 
Palnw  waving  high,  ••  token  of  victory 


For  battles  won.    These  axe  the  sons  of  men 
Redeemed,  the  ransomed  of  the  Lamb  of  God 
All  these,  and  millions  more  of  kindred  Uood, 
Who  now  are  out  on  messages  of  love, 
All  these,  their  virtue,  beauty,  excellence. 
And  joy,  916  purchase  of  redeeming  blood ; 
Their  gloiy,  bounty  of  redeeming  love. 

O  Love  divine!  Harp,  lift  thy  voice  on  high ! 
Shout,  angels  I  shout  aloud,  ye  sons  of  men  I 
And  bum,  my  heart,  with  the  eternal  flamei 
My  lyre,  be  ek)quent  with  endless  praise! 
O  Love  divine !  immeasurable  Love  I 
Stooping  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heD; 
Without  beginning,  endless,  boundleai  Ijove  i 
Above  all  asking,  giving  fiur,  to  those 
Who  nought  deserved,  who  nought  (Jenrved  but 

death! 
Saving  the  vilest !  saving  me !  O  Love 
Divine!  O  Saviour  GKxl ! •  O  Lamb,  onoe  akin! 
At  thought  of  thee,  thy  bve^  thy  flowing  blood, 
All  thoughts  decay;  1^  things  remembered  ^kde; 
All  hopes  return ;  all  actions  done  by  mea 
Or  angels,  disappear,  absorbed  and  kist; 
All  fiy,  as  firom  the  great  white  Thnme  which  he. 
The  prophet,  saw,  in  vision  vfiapped,  the  heavens 
And  earth.  And  son,  a:nd  moon,  and  starry  host, 
Confounded,  fled,  and  found  a  place  no  moiei 

Ojie  glance  of  wonder,  as  we  pMs^  deserve 
The  books  of  Time.    Productive  was  the  world 
In  many  things,  but  most  in  booka.  Like  swaim 
Of  locusts,  which  God  sent  to  vex  a  land 
Rebellious  bug,  admonished  long  in  vain, 
Their  numbers  they  poured  annually  on  man. 
From  heads  conceiving  still.    Perpetual  faiithl 
Thou  wondeist  how  the  world  contained  them  ai 
Thy  wonder  stay.  Like  men,  this  was  their  doom: 
"  That  dust  they  were,  and  should  to  dust  letuin." 
And  oft  their  fetheia,  childless  and  bereaved. 
Wept  o'er  their  graves^  when  they  thenMslvesweie 

green^ 
And  on  them  fiill,  .as  fell  on  every  age. 
As  on  their  authors  fell,  obUvioos  Night, 
Which  o'er  the  past  lay,  dartding,  heavy,  stiH, 
Impenetrable,  motionless,  and  sad. 
Having  his  dismal,  leaden  plumage  stined 
By  no  remembrancer,  to  ahow  the  men 
Who  after  came  what  was  concealed  beneath. 

The  story-telling  tribe,  alone^  outran 
All  calculatbn  fiir^  and  left  behind,^ 
Lagging,  the  swiftest  numbeiiw    Dhreadfiil,  «veD 
To  fancy,  was  their  never-ceasing  birth ; 
And  room  had  kcked,  had  not  their  life  been  shot 
Excepting  some,  thdr  definitbn  take 
Thou  thus,  expressed  in  gentle  phrase,  which  leav« 
Some  troth  behind:  A  Novel  was  a  book 
Three-vdumed,  and  onoe  read,  and  oft  crammed 

full 
Of  poisonous  error,  biykfining  every  page, 
And  oftener  still,  of  tiifliqg,  ■eooiid4iaiid 
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,  aAd  oU,  diaeaMd,  patrid  Uioaght, 
flenbi0  incident,  at  war 
iture,  with  itself  and  truth  at  war ; 
ming  itill  the  greedy  reader  on, 
I,  he  tried  to  reooUect  hif  thoughts, 
bing  found,  hut  dreaming  emptiness, 
ke  ephemera,  sprung,  in  a  day, 
in  and  slflJlow-aoifed  brains  of  sand,  . 
i  day  expired ;  yet,  while  they  lived, 
loos  oft-times  was  the  papular  roar;    . 
•  o^— Live  for  ever  I  struck  the  skies, 
nd  alone  remained,  seen  through  the  gloom 
on  shadow  of  the  past:  as  lights 
rals  they  shone,  and  brought  the  eye, 
:kwanl  travelled,  upward,  till  arrived 
who,  on  the  hills  of  Midian,  sang 
ent  man  of  Us;  and  firom  the  lyre 
s,  learned  the  eariy  dawn  of  Time. 
t  and  momentary  labour  these, 
phae  and  self-denial  long, 
pose  stanch,  and  pemverance,  aalftd, 
rgy  that  inspiration  seemed, 
d  of  many  thoughts,  ponsesring  each 
od  underived  vitality ; 
having  fitly  shaped,  and  well  arranged 
!riy  aeoord,  they  builded  up ; 
r  supefstmctore,  that,  nor  wind, 
e,  nor  shock  of  falling  years,  coidd  move; 
and  mdionlubly  firm ', 
I  of  veteran  warriofs  in  the  field, 
himself  akme  and  sing^  sten, 
of  strength;  to  massy  phalanx  knit, 
mhatded  squadron  rushing  on, 
vakmr,  dread,  invincible. 
of  this  sort,  or  sacred^  or  profane, 
irtoe  helped,  were  titled,  not  anuss, 
sdidneof  themind:"  who  read  them,  read 
[and  was  refreshed ;  and  on  his  path 
mage,  with  healthier  step  advanced, 
id,  in  matter,  much  was  difkiilt 
rstand.    But,  what  in  deepest  night 
insmitahle,  mysterious,  dark, — 
I,  €kid's  decrees,  and  deeds  decreed, 
ible:  why  God,  the  jiist  and  good, 
ent  and  wire,  should  suffer  sin 
why  man  Was  free,  aoeountabfe; 
fineseeing,  overruling  all 
r  the  eye  oovld  turn,  whatever  tract 
I  thought  it  took,  by  reason's  torch, 
tnre^  led,  before  it  still  this  mount 
ip^  knpervioiia,  insurmountable^ 
IB  hmnan  stature  rising  for; 
of  the  Bvnd,  surroondhv  itiU 
m  of  the  sBol  with  cbumi  and  gloom. 
Lhey  oft  attempt  to  ^cale  its  sdes, 
n  its  top.    PhikMophy,  to  climb^ 
1  her  vigour,  toikd  from  age  to  age ; 
e  to  age.  Theology,  with  all 
ar,toiledi  and  vagrant  Fancy  toOed. 


Not  weak  and  foolish  only,  buUthe  wise, 

I'atient,  courageous,  stout,  sound  beaded  man, 

Of -proper  disdpUne,  of  excellent  wind. 

And  strong  of  intellectual  limb,  toiled  hard; 

And  oft  above  the  reach  of  common  eye 

Ascended  far,  and  seemed  well  nigh  the  top; 

But  only  seemed ;  for  still  another  top 

Above  them  rose,  till,  giddy  grown  and  mad, 

With  gazing  at  these  dangerous  height»of  Gk)d, 

They  tumbled  down,  jmd  in  their  raving  sAid, 

They  o'er  the  summit  saw.    And  some  believed, 

Believed  a  lie;  for  never  man  on  earth, 

That  mountain  crossed,  or  saw  its  forther  side. 

Around  it  lay  the  wreck  of  many  a  Sage, 

Divine,  Philosopher;  &nd  many  more 

Fell  daily,  undeterred  by  millions  follen ; 

Each  wondering  why  he  failed  to  comprehend 

God,  and  with  finite  measure  infinite. 

To  pees  it,  was  no  doubt  desirable; 

And  few  of  any  intellectual  size. 

That  did  not,  some  time  in  their  day,  attempt; 

But  all  in  vain ;  for  as  the  distant  hill. 

Which  on  the  right  or  left,  the  traveller's  eye 

Bounds,  seems  advancing  as  he  walks,  and  oft 

He  koks,  and  Iboks,  and  thinks  to  pass ;  but  stlH 

It  forward  moves,  and  mocks  fads  baffled  sight. 

Till  night  dteoends,  and  wraps  the  scene  iitgUiora, 

So  did  this  moral  height  the  visiob  mock ; 

So  lifted  up  ite.  dark  and  cloudy  head, 

Before  the  eye^  and  met  it  evermore. 

And  some,  provoked,  accused  the  righteous  Qod. 

Accused  of  what  1  hear  human  boldness  now! 

Hear  guilt,  hear  folly,  madness,  all  extreme ! 

Accused  of  what  1  the  GKxl  of  truth  Accused 

Of  cruelty,  injustice,  wickedness. 

Abundant  sin !  because  a  mortal  man, 

A  worm,  at  best,  of  small  capacity, 

With  scarce  an  atom  of  Jehovah's  works 

Before  him,  and  with  scarce  an  hour  to  kx>k 

Upon  them,  should  pnteume  to  censure  (jod, 

The  infinite  and  uncreated  Qod ! 

To  sit,  in  judgment,  on  Himself,  his  woriis. 

His  providence!  and  try,  iocuse,  condemn ! 

If  there  b  aught,  thought  or  to  think,  absutd. 

Irrational  and  vricked,  this  is  more. 

This  most;*  the  sin  of  devils,  or  of  those 

To  devils  growing  fast.    Wise  men  and  good 

Accused  themselves,  not  God ;  and  put  theb  hands 

Upon  their  mouths,  and  in  the  dust  adored. 

The  Christian's  fidth  had  many  mysteries  too; 
The  uncreated  holy  Three  in  One, 
Divine  incarnate,  human  in  divine; 
The  inward  call;  the  Sanotifying  Dew 
Coming  UQseen,  unseen  departing  thence ; 
Anew  creating  all,  and  yet  not  heard ; 
Cajnpelling,  yet  not  felt.    Mysterious  these, 
Not  that  Jehovah  to  copioeal  them  wished. 
Not  that  religion  wished.    The  Christian  foith, 
Unlike  the  timiHoiM  creeds  of  pagan  piiMti, 
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Was  frank,  stood  inth  to  view,  invited  all, 
To  prove,  examine,  search,  investigate, 
And  gave  herself  a  light  to  see  her  by. 
Mysterions  these,  because  too  large  for  eye 
Of  man,  too  long  for  human  arm  to  mete.  . 

GK>  to  yon  mount,  vrtach  on  the  north  side 
stands 
Of  New  Jerusalem,  and  fifts  its  head 
Serene  in  glory  bright,  except  the  hill, 
The  Sacred  Hill  of  God,  whereon  no  foot' 
Must  Iresd,  highest  of  all  creation's  walks, 
And  overlooking  all,  in  prospect  vast, 
From  out  the  ethereal  blue.    That  cliff  ascend. 
Gaze  thence,  around  thee  look;  nought  now  im- 
pedes 
Thy  view ;  yet  still  thy  vision,  purified 
And  strong  although  it  be,  a  boundary  meets ; 
Or  rather,  thou  wilt  say,  thy  vision  fails 
To  gaze  throughout  illimitable  space, 
And  find  the  end  of  infiilite:  and  so 
It  waA  with  all  the  mysteries  of  faith. 
God  set  them  forth  unveiled  to  the  full  gaze 
Of  man,  and  asked  him  to  investigate ; 
But  reason's  eye,  however  purified. 
And  on  whatever  tall  and  goodly  height 
Of  observation  placed,  to  comprehend 
Them  ftiUy,  sought  in  vain:  in  vain  seeks  still ; 
But  wiser  now  and  humbler,  she  concludes, 
From  what  she  knows  already  of  his  love 
All  gracious,  that  she  cannot  understand ; 
And  giyes  him  credit,  reverence,  praise  for  alL 

Another  feature  in  the  ways  at  Gk>d, 
That  wondrous  seemed,  and  made  some  men  com- 
plain, 
Was  the  unequal  gift  of  worldly  things. 
Great  was  the  difference,  indeed,  of  men 
Externally,  firom  beggar  to  the  prince. 
The  highest  take  and  lov^est,  and  conceive 
The  scale  between.    A  noble  of  the  eanh. 
One  of  its  great,  in  splendid  mansion  dwelt ; 
Was  robed  in  silk  and  gold ;  and  every  day 
Fared  sumptuously;  vrastitied,  honoured,  served. 
Thousands  his  nod  awaited,  and  hiawill 
For  law  received.    Whole  provinces  his  march 
Attended,  and  his  chariot  drew,  or  on  ^ 
Their  shoulders  bore  aloft  the  precious  man. 
Millions,  abaeed,  feU  prostrate  at  his  fiset : 
And  millions  more  thundered  adoring  praise.  ^ 
As  for  as  ej€  could  reach,  he  called  the  land 
Hbown,  and  added  yearly  to  his  fields. 
Like  tree  that  of  the  soil  took  heahhy  root. 
He  grew  on  every  side,  and  towered  on  high, 
And  over  half  a  nation,  shadowing  wide. 
He  spread  his  ample  bows.    Air,  earth,  and  sea. 
Nature  entire,  the  brute,  and  rational, 
To  please  him  ministered,  and  vied  among 
Themselves,  who  most  should  his  desires  prevent, 
Watching  the  moving  of  his  rising  tbooghts 
Attentively,  and  hasting  to  M£l 


His  palace  rose  and  kissed  the  gorgeous  clouds. 
Streams  bent  their  music  to  his  will,  trees  vprnqg; 
The  native  waste  put  on  luxuriant  robes; 
And  plains  of  happy  cottages  cast  out 
Their  tenants,  and  became  a  hunting-fieM.  * 
Before  him'  bowed  the  distant  isles,  with  fruits 
And  spices  rare ;  the  South  her  treasures  fanMiglil, 
The  East  and  West  sent;  and  the  frigid  North 
Came  with  her  offering  of  gloasy  furs. 
Musicians  soothed  his  ear  with  airv  sdect: 
Beauty  held  out  her  arms ;  and  every  man 
Of  cunliing  skill,  and  curious  device. 
And  endless  multitudes  of  liveried  wights. 
His  pleasure  waited  with  obsequious  look. 
And  when  the  wants  of  nature  were  suppfied, 
And  conunon-plaoe  extravagances  filled. 
Beyond  their  asking ;  and  caprice  itself. 
In  all  its  Dg-zag  appetites,  gorged  full. 
The  man  new  wants  and  new  expenses  plaoBed 
Nor  planned  alone.    Wise,  learned,  sober  men. 
Of  cogitation  deep,  took  up  his  case, 
And  planned  for  him  new  modes  of  folly  wild ; 
Contrived   new  wiriies,  wantk,  and  wondroui 

means 
Of  spending  vrith  despatch ;  yet,  after  all, 
His  fields  extended  still,  his  riches  grew. 
And  what  seemed  splendour  infinite,  increased. 
So  lavishly  upon  a  single  man 
Did  Providence  his  bounties  daily  riiower. 

Turn  now  thy  eye,  and  look  on  Poverty; 
Look  on  the  lowest  of  her  ragged  sons. 
We  find  him  by  the  v^y,  sitting  in  dust ; 
He  has  no  bread  to  eat,  no  tongue  to  ask. 
No  limbs  to  walk,  no  home,  no  house,  no  fiiend. 
Observe  his  goblin  cheek,  his  wretched  eye  i 
See  how  his  hand,  if  any  hand  he  has, 
Involuntary  opens,  and  trembles  forth. 
As  comes  the  traveller's  foot ;  and  hear  hh  groan, 
His  long  and  lamentable  groan,  announce 
The  want  thait  gnaws  within.-    Severely  now 
The  sun  scorehe^and  Inims  his  old  bald  head; 
The  frost  now.  glues  him  to  the  chilly  earth. 
On  him  hail,  rain,  and  tempest,  rudely  beat; 
And  all  the  winds  of  heaven,  in  jocular  mood. 
Sport  with  his  withered  rags,  that,  teased  ahoot, 
Display  his  nakedness  to  passers  lyy, 
And  grievously  burlesque  the  human  form. 
Observe  him  yet  more  narrowly.    Hie  Kmbs, 
With  palsy  shaken,  about  him  blasted  lie ; 
And  ill  his  flesh  is  full  of  putrid  sores 
And  noisome  wounds,  his  benes,  of  racking  paina 
Strange  vesture  thii  for  an  immortal  soul  I 
Strange  retinue  to  waita  lord  of  earth  I 
It  seems  as  Nature,  in  some  anrly  mood. 
After  debate  and  musing  long,  had  tried 
How  vUe  and  miserable  thing  her  hand 
Could  fohricate,  then  made  this  meagre  man. 
A  sight  so  full  of  perfect  misery. 
That  passengen  their  fooes  turned  away, 
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Ito  begone;  and  delicate 
r  wooien  took  another  path. 
at  disparity  of  outward  things 
m J  leaeomi ;  but  this  taught  in  chief, 
anied  bj  few:  That  Qod  no  value  aet, 
abould  none,  on  goods  of  woridly  kind ! 
irj,  firail,  external  things, 
17,  ever-changing  sort: 
rr  tangfat,  that  in  the  sold  alone, 
ng,  reasonable,  willing  soul, 
I  the  total  excellence  of  man ; 
t  him  evermore  to  seek  it  there, 
oger  still  the  distribution  seemed 
.,  though  fewer  here  complained; 
his  share,  upon  the  whole  content, 
here  was,  and  many  such  you  might 
who  never  had  a  dozen  thoughts 
ife,  and  never  changed  their  course; 
em  o'er,  each  in  its  customed  place, 
I  till  night,  from  youth  to  hoaiy  age. 
e  the  ox  that  grazed  the  fiield, 
rose ;  so  weak  his  memory, 
his  mother  called  him  by,  he  scarce 
id ;  and  his  judgment  so  untaught, 
at  evening  played  along  the  swamp, 
:lad  in  robe  of  fiery  hue,' 
t  the  devil  in  disguise,  and  fle4 
(ring  heart  and  winged  footsteps  home, 
philosophy  he  never  heard, 
;  never  heard  of  liberty, 
» lavrs  of  gravitation ; 
had  an  unbelieving  doubt, 
native  vale  he  never  looked ; 
I  the  visual  lifte,  that  girt  him  round, 
Ts  extreme;'  and  thought  the  silver 

ly  o^er  him  led  her  virgin  host, 

than  his  fether's  shield.    He  lived, — 
e  his  fether  lived,  died  where  he  died, 
y,  and  died  happy,  and  was  saved, 
irised.    He  k>ved  and  served  his  GKxl. 
as  another,  large  of  understanding, 

infinite,  of  judgment  deep, 
'  all  kaming,  and  all  sdence  knew; 
enomena,  in  heaven  and  earth, 
lieir  causes ;  traced  to  the  labyrinths 
,  association,  passion,  wiU ; 
)  subtle,  nice  affinities 
nesedf  its  virtues,  motions,  laws ; 
kmiUariy  and  deeply  talked 
moral,  natural,  divine, 
e  earth  at  will,  he  soared  to  heaven, 
he  gbrion»viaons-of  the  skies; 

made  of  the  rolling  spheres 
f  listened ;  an^  gazed  fii^  back 
rftil  depths  of  Deity; 
t  mind  assisted  most  could  do; 

misery  lived,  in  misery  died, 
I  wmted  holioMB  of  heart 


A  deeper  lenon  this  to  mortals  taught,  , 
And  nearer  cut  the  branches  of  their  pride 
That  not  in  mental,  but  in  moral  worUi, 
Qod  excellence  placed ;  and  only  to  the  good, 
To  virtue,  granted  hsppinAss,  alone. 

Admire  the  goodneas  of  Almighty  Qod ! 
He  riches  gave,  he  intellectual  strength, 
To  few,  and  therefore  none  commands  to  be 
Or  rich,  or  learned ;  nor  promises  reward 
Of  peace  to  these.    On  all,  He  moral  worth 
Bestowed,  and  moral  tribute  asked  firom  all. 
And  who  that  could  not  pay  7  who  bom  so  poor, 
Of  intellect  so  mean,  as  not  to  know 
What  seemed  the  best ;  and,  knowing,  might  not  dol 
As  not  to  know  what  God  and  conscience  bade, 
And  what  they  bade  not  able  to  obey? 
And  he,  who  acted  thus,  fulfilled  the  law 
Eternal,  and  its  promise  reaped  of  peace ; 
Found  peace  this  way  alone :  who  sought  it  else, 
Sought  mellow  grapes  beneath  the  icy  Pole, 
Sought  blooming  roses  on  the  cheek  of  death. 
Sought  substance  in  a  worid  of  fleeting  shades. ' 

Take  one  example,  to  our  purpose  quite, 
A  man  of  rank,  and  of  capacious  soul. 
Who  riches  had  and  feme,  beyond  desire, 
An  heir  of  flattery,  to  titles  born. 
And  reputation,  and  luxurious  life : 
Yet,  not  content  with  ancestorial  name, 
Or  to  be  known  because  his  fathers  were. 
He  on  this  height  hereditary  stood. 
And,  gazing  higher,  purposed  in  his  heart 
To  take  another  step.    Above  him  seemed. 
Alone,  the  mount  of  song,  the  lofty  seat 
Of  canonized  bards ;  and  thitherward. 
By  nKture  taught,  and  inward  melody. 
In  prime  of  youth,  he  bent  his  eagle  eye. 
No  cost  was  spared.    What  books  he  wished^  h^ 

read; 
What  sage  to  hear,  he  heard ;  what  scenes  to  see, 
He  saw.    And  first  in  rambling  school-boy  days 
Britannia's  mountain-walks,  and  heath-girt  lakes, 
And  stoiy  telling  glens,  and  founts,  and  brooks. 
And  maids,  as  dew-drops  pure  and  fair;  his  soul 
With  grandeur  filled,  and  mekidy,  and  love. 
Then  tnvel  came,  and  took  him  where  he  wished. 
He  cities  saw,  and  courts,  and  princely  pomp; 
And  mused  alone  on  ancient  inountain-brows; 
And  mused  on  battle-fields,  where  valour  fought 
III  other  days;  and  mused  on  ruins  gray 
With  yean;  and  drank  firom  old  and  febulons 

wells. 
And  plucked  the  vine  that  firstrbom  prophets 

plucked, 

And  mused  on  famous  tombs,  and  on  the  wave 
Of  ocean  mused,  and  on  the  desert  waste; 
The  heavens  ind  earth  of  every  country  saw. 
Where'er  the  old  inspiring  Genii  dwelt. 
Aught  that  could  rouse,  expand,  refine  the  soul, 
Thither  he  went,  and  meditated  there. 
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He  toQched  his  harp,  and  nations  heard,  en- 

trai|jped. 
As  some  vaat  nwfst  of  unfidling  source, 
Rapid,  exl^KOsUeas,  deep,  his  numbers  flowed, 
And  opened  new  fountains  in  the  human  heart 
Where  Fancy  halted,^  weaiy  in  her  flight, 
In  other  men,  his,  fresh  as  morning,  rose. 
And  soared  untrodden  lieiglfts,  and  seemed  at 

home, 
Where  angels  bashAil  looked.    Others,  though 

Beneath  their  argument  seemed  struggling  whiles ; 
He  from  aboye  descending  stooped  to  touch 
The  loftiest  thought;   and  proudly  stooped,  as 

though 
It  scaoDO  deserved  his  verse.    With  Nature's  self 
He  seemed  an  old  acquaintance,  free  to  jest 
At  will  with  all  her  glorious  majesty. 
He  laid  hb  hand  upon  "  the  Ocean's  mane," 
And  played  &miliar  with  his  hoary  locks ; 
Stood  on  the  Alpe,  stood  on  the  Apennines, 
And  with  the  thunder  talked,  as  fidend  to  friend; 
And  wove  his  garland  of  the  lightning's  wing, 
In  sportive  twist,  the  lightning's  £ery  wing. 
Which,  as  the  footsteps  of  the  dreadful  Ood, 
Marching  upon  the  storm  in  vengeance,  seemed; 
Then  turned,  and  wUh  the  grasshopper,  who  sung 
£Us  evening  song  beneath  his  feet,  conversed. 
Suns,  moons,  and  stars,  and  clouds,  his  sisters 

were; 
Rocks,  mooiatains,  meteors,  seas,  and  winds,  and 

storms, 
His  brothers,  younger  brothers,  whom  he  scarce 
As  equals  deemed.    All  passions  of  all  men,, 
The  wild  and  tame,  the  gentle  and  severe  ; 
All  thoughts,  all  ma  Tims,  sacred  and  profane ; 
All  creeds,  all  seasons,  Time,  Eternity; 
All  that  was  hated,  and  all  that  was  dear; 
All  that  was  hoped,  all  that  was  feared,  by  man ; 
He  toesed  about,  as  tempest,  withered  leaves, 
Then,  smiling,  kx>ked  upon  the  wreck  be  made. 
With  terror  now  he  ^roae  the  cowering  blood, 
And  now  dissolved  the  heart  in  tenderness; 
Yet  would  not  tremble,  would  not  weep  himself; 
But  back  into  fans  soul  retired,  akme, 
Dark,  sullen,  proud,  gazing  contemptuously 
On  hearts  and  passions  prostrate  at  his  feet. 
So  Ocean  from  the  plains  lus  waves  had  Ute 
To  desolation  swept,  retired  in  pride. 
Exulting  in  the  glory  of  his  might. 
And  seemed  to  mock  the  ruin  he  had  wrought 

As  some  fierce  comet  of  tremendous  size, 
T^  which  the  stars  did  reverence,  as  it  passed. 
So  he  through  learning  and  thmugh  fancy  took 
His  flight  sublime,  and  on  the  loftiest  top 
Of  Fame's  dread  mountain  sat;  not  sailed  and 

worn, 
As  if  he  from  the  earth  had  laboured  up; 
But  as4aom0  bird  of  heavenly  plumage  fair, 


He  looked,  which  down  from  higher  regions  can», 
And  perched  it  there,  to  see  what  lay  beneath. 
The  nations  gazed,  and  wondered  much,  and 

praised. 
Critics  befote  him  fell  in  humble  plight, 
Confounded  fell,  and  made  debasing  ligns 
To  catch  hie  eye,  and  stretched,  and  swelled  theoi* 

selves 
To  bunting  nigh,  to  utter  bulky  words 
Of  admiration  vast :  and  many,  too, 
Many  that  aimed  to  ibiitato  his  flight. 
With  weaker  wing,  unearthly  fluttering  made, 
And  gave  abundant  sport  to  after  days. 
Great  manl  the  nations  gazed,  and  wondacd 

much, 
And  praised ;  and  many  called  his  evil  good. 
Wits  wrote  in  favour  of  his  wickedness. 
And  kings  to  do  him  honour  took  delight 
Thus,  full  of  titles,  flattery,  honour,  feme. 
Beyond  desire,  beyond  ambition,  fidl, 
He  died.    Hediedof  whatl  Of  wretchednoi;* 
Drank  every  cup  of  joy,  heard  every  trump 
Of  £une,  drank  early,  deeply  drank,  drank  drao^ 
That  common  millionf  mighthave  quenched;  then 

died 
Of  thirrt,  because  there  was  no  more  to  drink. 
His  goddess,  Nature,  wooed,  embraced,  enjoyed. 
Fell  from  his  arms,  abhorred ;  his  pasrions  died, 
Died,  all  but  dreary,  solitary  Pride; 
And  all  his  Bjrmpathies  in  being  died. 
As  some  ill-guided  bark,  well  built  and  taH, 
Which  angry  tides  cast  out  on  desert  shore. 
And  then,  retiring,  left  it  there  to  rot 
And  moulder  in  the  winds  and  rains  of  heaven; 
So  he,  cut  from  the  sympathies  of  life, 
And  cast  ashore  from  pleasure's  boisterous  sofge, 
A  wandering,  weary,  worn,  and  wretched  thing, 
Scorched,  and  desolate,  and  blasted  soul, 
A  gloomy  wilderness  of  dying  thought, — 
Repined,  and  groaned,  and  withered  from  tks 

earth. 
His  groaiiings  filled  the  Und,  his  numbers  filled; 
And  yet  he  seemed  ashamed  to  groan:— Pwr 

man! — 
Ashamed  to  ask,  and  yet  he  need^  help. 

Proof  thiti  beyond  all  lingering  of  doubt, 
That  not  with  natural  or  mental  wealth. 
Was  Grod  delighted,  or  his  peace  secured ; 
That  not  in  natural  or  mental  wealth, 
Was  human  happiness  or  grandeur  found. 
Attempt  how  monstrous,  and  how  surely  vain! 
With  things  of  earthly  sort,  with  aught  but  God, 
With  aught  but  moral  exoellenoe,  truth,  and  kne, 
To  satisfy  and  fill  the  immortal  soul ! 
Attempt,  vain  inconceivably !  attempt, 
To  satisfy  the  Ocean  widi  a  drop. 
To  marry  Immortality  to  Death, 
And  with  the  unsubstanlial  Shade  of  Time, 
To  fill  the  embrace  of  all  Etanityl 
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lod,  je  aeiTantaof  the  Lord !  praise  Gk)d! 
I  iftrongl  praise  Grod,  ye  eomi  of  men  I 
m  who  made,  and  who  redeemed  your 

«  TOO  hope,  reflection,  reason,  will ; 
at  can  pierce  eternity  remote, 
at  once  on  future,  present,  past : 
ulate  on  systems  yet  to  make, 
I  recoil  on  ancient  days  of  Tims, 
t,  soon  past,  soon  lost  among  the  shades 
1  yean.    Not  so  the  actions  d&ne 
,  the  deeds  ff  reasonable  men. 
rnyea  with  pen  of  iron  gralh, 
in  flinty  rock,  they  stand,  unchanged, 
oo  the  various  pages  of  the  past : 
n  rosy  characters  of  love ; 
,  letters  of  vindictive  fire. 
ay  forgive,  but  cannot  blot  them  out 
begin  and  end.  Eternity 
his  endless  years,  and  men  absolved 
f  from  the  consequence,  forget 
deed,  and  God  imputes  it  not ; 
ler  systems  ending  nor  begun, 
that  roUs  bis  endless  years, 
absolved,  and  sanctified,  and  washed 
r  from  the  consequence,  nor  yet 
aeas,  nor  God  imputing  not, 
ti  the  guilty  deed,  once  done,  firom  out 
iiil  annals  of  tiie  past ;  who  reads, 
ly  read,  there  fincb  it,  as  it  was, 
jad  shall  for  ever  be, — a  dark, 
il,  and  loathly  moral  spot 
Mn  of  Time  was  short,  indeed;  and  now 
orths  were  past,  the  last  begun,  and  on 
{  to  its  does,  which  soon  we  sing, 
our  pvomifie  we  redeem,  to  tell 
i  of  Time,  her  joys  of  native  growth ; 
fly  most,  what  longer  tale  deserves. 
,  dear  remembrances!  wake,  ohildhood- 
i! 
iendships^  wake!  and  wake,  thou  mom 


iithy  orient  locksf  night,  moon,  and  stars! 
a,  celestial  bow  I  and  all  ye  woods, 
I,  and  vales,  first^rod  in  dawning  life, 
ITS  of  holy  musing,  wake !  wake,  earth ! 
iliqg  to  remonbrance,  come,  and  bring, 
1  canst  bring,  meet  argument  for  song 
nly  harp,  meet  hearing  for  the  ear 
sily  aof^lor,  exalted  high. 
ave  much  peace  on  earth,  much  holy  joy ; 
Dtaim  of  perennial  spring,  whence  flowed 
at  happiness  to  all  who  wished 
L ;  not  perfect  bliss; — that  dwclb  with  us, 
the  eyelids  of  the  Eternal  One, 


And  sits  at  his  right  hand  alone; — ^but  such 
As  v?ell  deserved  the  name,  abundant  joy ; 
Pleasures,  on  which  the  memory  of  saints 
Of  highest  glory,  still  delights  to  dwell 

It  was,  we  own,  subject  of  much  debate. 
And  worthy  men  stood  on  opposing  sides, 
Whether  the  cup  of  mortal  life  had  man 
Of  soar  or  sweet  Vain  question  this,  when  asked 
In  general  terms,, and  worthy  to  be  left 
Unsolved.    If  most  was  soor,  the  drinker,  not 
The  cup,  we  blame.    Each  in  himself  the  means 
Possessed  to  tuip  the  bitter  sweet,  the  sweet 
To  bitter.    Hence,  from  out  the  self-same  fount, 
One  nectar  drank,  another  draughts  of  gall. 
Hence,  from,  the  self-same  quarter  of  the  iky, 
One  saw  ten  thousand  angels  look  and  smile ; 
Another  saw  as  many  demons  firown. 
One  discord  heard,  where  harmony  inclined 
Another's  ear.    The  sweet  was  in  the  taste, 
The  beauty  in  the  eye,  and  in  the  ear 
The  melody ;  and  in  the  man, — for  God 
Necesnty  of  sinning  laid  on  none, — 
To  form  the  taste,  to  purify  the  eye,  • 

And  tune  the  ear,  that  all  he  tasted,  saw 
Or  heard,  might  be  harmonious,  sweet,  and  feir. 
Who  would,  might  groan;  who  would,  might  8ii]|r 
forjcqr. 

Nature  laofiented  little.    Undevoured 
By  spurious  appetites,  she  found  enough, 
Where  least  was  found ;  with  gleanings  satisfied, 
Or  crumbs,  that  from  the  hand  of  luxury  fell;    ^ 
Yet  seldom  these  she  ate,  but  ate  the  bread 
Of  her  own  industry,  made  sfiteet  by  toil ; 
And  walked  in  robes  that  her  own  hand  had  spun; 
And  slept  on  down  her  early  ijbnng  bought 
Frugal  and  diligent  in  business,  chaste 
And  abstinent,  she  stored  for  helpless  age. 
And,  keeping  in  reserve  hei  spring-day  health, 
And  dawning  relishes  of  life,  she  drank 
Her  evening  cup  with  excellent  appetite; 
^nd  saw  her  eldest  sun  iMine,  as  feir 
As  rose  her  earliest  nuvn,  and  pleased  as  welL 

Whether  in  crowds  or  solitudes,  in  streets 
Or  shady  groves,  dwelt  Happiness,  it  seems 
In  vain  to  ask,  her  nature  nudus  it  vain. 
Though  poets  much,  and  hermits  talked,  and  sung 
Of  brooks,  and  crystal  founts,  and  weeping  dews, 
Aqd  myrtle  bowers,  and  solitary  vales. 
And  with  the  nymph  made  assignaUoos  there, 
And  wooed  her  with  the  k>ve-sick  oaten  reed : 
And  sages  too,  although  less  positive, 
Advised  tbrar  sons  to  court  her  in  the  shade. 
Delirious  babble  all !  Was  happiness, 
Was  self-approving,  God-approving  joy. 
In  drops  of  dew,  however  pure?  in  gales. 
However  sweet?  in  virells,  however  clear? 
Or  groves,  however  thick  with  verdant  shade? 

True,  these  were  of  themselves  exceeding  feir- 
How  feir  at  mom  and  even!  worthy  the  wuft 
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Of  loftieit  mind,  and  gave,  when  all  Within 
Was  right,  a  feaat  of  overflowing  btiH ; 
But  weie  the  occasion,  not  the  cause  of  joy. 
They  waked  the  native  fimntains  of  the  soul, 
Which  slept  before;  and  stined  the  holy  tides 
Of  feeling  np,  giving  the  heart  to  drink 
From  its  own  treasures  draughts  of  perfect  sweet. 

The  Christian  &itl^,  which  better  kniewthe  heart 
Of  man,  him  thither  sent  for  peace,  and  thus 
Declared:  Who  finds  it,  let  him  find  it  there; 
Who  finds  it  not,  for  ever  let  him  seek 
In  vain ;  tis  God's  most  holy,  changeless  will. 

Tme  Happiness  had  no  localities, 
No  tones  provincial,  na  peculiar  garb. 
Where  Duty  virent,  she  went,  with  Justice  vrent, 
And  went  with  Meekness,  Charity,  and  Love. 
Where'er  a  tear  was  dried,  a  wounded  heart 
Bound  up,  a  bruised  spirit  with  the  dew 
Of  sympathy  anointed,  or  a  pang 
Of  honest  sufl^iing  soothed,  or  injury 
Repeated  oft,  as  oft  by  love  forgiven ; 
Where'er  an  evil  passion  was  subdued, 
Or  Virtoe's  feeble  embers  fenned ;  where'er 
A  sin  was  heartily  abjured,  and  left ; 
Where'er  a  pious  act  was  done,  or  breathed 
A  pious  prayer,  or  wished  a  pious  wish;   . 
There  was  a  high  and  holy  place,  a  spot 
Of  sacred  Hght,  a  most  religious  fane, 
Where  Happiness,  descending,-  sat  and  smiled. 

But  these  apart,  in  sacred  memory  lives 
fhe  mom  of  life,  first  mom  of  endless  days, 
Most  joyful  mom !  nor  yet  for  nought  the  joy. 
A  being  of  eternal  date  commenced, 
A  young  immortal  then  was  bom  I  and  who 
Shall  tell  what  strange  variety  of  btiss 
Burst  on  the  infant  soul,  when  first  it  kxiked 
Abroad  on  Gk)d'8  creation  feir,  and  saw 
The  glorious  earth  and  glorious  heaven,  and  face 
Of  man  sublime,  and  saw  all  new,  and  felt 
All  new !  when  thought  awoke,  thought  never  more 
To  sleep!  when  first  it  saw,  heard,  reasoned,  wi]le4, 
And  triumphed  in  the  warmth  of  conscious  life ! 

Nor  happy  only,  but  the  cause  of  joy, 
Which  those  who  never  tasted  always  mourned. 
What  tongue! — no  tongue  shall  tell  what  bliss 

o'erflowed 
The  mother's  tender  heart,  while  round  her  hung 
The  offspring  of  her  love,  and  lisped  her  name, 
As  living  jewels  dropped  unstained  from  heaven, 
That  made  her  feirer  &r,  and  sweeter  seem. 
Than  every  ornament  of  costliest  hue ! 
And  who  hath  not  been  ravished,  as  she  passed 
With  all  her  playful  band  of  little  ones. 
Like  Luna,  with  her  daughters  of  the  sky. 
Walking  in  matron  majesty  and  grace  1 
All  who  hiad  hearts  here  pleasure  found ;  and  oft 
Have  I,  when  tired  with  heavy  task,— for  tasks 
Were  heavy  in  the  world  befov,— leUxed 
My  weary  thoughts  among  their  guiltless  sports. 


And  led  them  by  their  little  hands  a-field, 
And  vratched  them  run  and  crop  the  tempdng 

flower,— 
Which  oft,  unasked,  they  brought  me,  and  bs* 

stowed 
With  smiling  face,  that  waited  for  a  look 
Of  praise, — and  answered  curious  questions,  pot 
In  much  simplicity,  but  ill  to  solve ; 
And  heard  their  observations  strange  aad  new. 
And  settled  whiles  their  little  quarrels,  sooo 
Ending  in  peace,  and  soon  forgot  in  love. 
And  still  I  looked  upon  their  loveliness. 
And  sought  through  nature  fat  similitudes 
Of  perfect  beauty,  innocenoe,  and  bliss, 
And  fiiirest  imagery  around  me  thronged: 
Dew-^drops  at  day-spring  on  a  seraph's  locks, 
Roses  that  bathe  about  the  well  of  fife, 
Young  Loves,  young  Hopes,  dancing  on  Momiog'i 

cheek. 
Gems  leaping  in  the  coronet  of  Love! 
So  beautiful,  so  full  of  life,ihey  seemed 
As  made  entire  of  beams  of  angels'  e3res. 
(Hy,  guileless,  sportive,  lovely,  little  things! 
Playing  around  the  den  of  Sorrow,  clad 
In  smiles,  believing  in  their  fairy  hopes. 
And  thinking  man  and  woman  true! -all  joy, 
Happy  aU  day,  and  happy  alt  the  night ! 

Hail,  holy  Love!  thou  word  that  sums  all  bG«, 
GKves  and  receives  all  bliss,  fullest  when  moit 
Thou  givest !  spring-head  of  all  felictty, 
Deepest  when  niost  is  drawn !  emblem  bf  Gh)dl 
O'erflowing  most  when  greatest  numbers  drink! 
Essence  that  binds  the  uncreated  Three, 
Chain  that  unites  creation  to  its  Lord, 
Centre  to  which  all  being  gravitates, 
Etemal,  ever-growing,  happy  Love ! 
Enduring  all,  hoping,  forgiving  all; 
Instead  of  law,  fulfilling  every  law; 
Elntirely  blest,  because  thou  seekst  no  more,    ■ 
Hopest  not,  nor  fearst;  but  on  the  present  fivHl, 
And  holdst  perfection  smiling  in  thy  arms. 
Mysterious,  infinite,  exhi^ustless  Love  I 
On  earth  mysterious,  and  mysterious  still 
In  heaven !  sweet  chord,  that  harmonizes  all 
The  harps  of  Paradise !  the  spring,  (he  weD, 
That  fills  the  bowl  and  banquet  of  the  sky! 
But  why  should  I  to  thee  of  Love  divine  1 
Who  happy,  and  not  ek)quent  of  Love  1 
Who  holy,  and,  as  thou  ait,  pure,  and  not 
A  temple  where  her  gk>ry  ever  dwells, 
Where  burn  her  fires,  and  beams  her  perfect  ejel 

Kindred  to  this,  pail  of  this  holy  flame. 
Was  youthful  love — the  sweetest  boon  of  Earth. 
Hail,  Love!  first  Love,  thou  word  that  sum  all 

bliss! 
The  sparkling  cream  of  all  Time's  bli 
The  silken  down  of  happiness  complete  f 
Discerner  of  the  ripest  grapes  of  joy, 
She  gathered,  and  selected  with  her  hand. 
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reliflhfiB,  all  futett  oghts, 

odoan,  all  divineat  eounda, 

his,  all  feelings  dearest  to  the  acml ; 

ght  the  holy  mixture  home,  and  filled 

;  with  all  superlativeB  of  bliae. 

¥OQid  that  expound,  which  words  tran- 

in  vain.    Behold  a  meeting  scene 
jre,  and  thence  infer  its  worth, 
n  eve  of  Autumn's  holiest  mood, 
fields,  bathed  in  Cynthia's  silver  light, 
ly  for  the  reaper's  gathering  hand ; 
e  Winds  slept  soundly.  Nature  seemed, 
ontempUtion,  to  adore 
-.    Now  and  then,  the  aged  leaf 
its  fellows^  rustling  to  the  ground ; 
fell,  bade  man  think  on  his  end. 
nd  lake,  on  wood  and  mountain  high, 
isive  wing  outspread,  sat   heavenly 

g  with  itself.    Vesper  looked  forth, 
her  western  hermitage,  and  smiled; 
le  east,  unclouded,  rode  the  Moon 
ber  Stars,  gazing  on  earth  intense, 
saw  some  wonder  walking  there, 
as  the  night,  so  lovely,  still,  serene, 
'  a  hermit  thorn  that  on  the  hiU 
a  hondred  flowery  ages  pass, 
kneeled  to  offer  up  her  prayer, 
ft  nightly  offered,  nightly  heard, 
ent  thorn  had  been  the  meeting  place 
ehn  his  country's  voice  had  called 
It  youth  to  fields  of  honour  far 
le  wave :  and  hither  now  repaired, 
he  maid,  by  God's  all-seeing  eye 
,  while  she  thought  this  boon  idone 
sr's  safety,  and  his  quick  return." 
iumble  attitude  she  kneeled, 
;r  bosom,  fair  as  moonbeam^  pressed 
I,  this  other  lifted  up  to  heaven. 
Dptumed,  bright  as  the  star  of  mom, 
meek,  excessive  ardour  streamed, 
away  hei*  earnest  heart  to  God. 
,  scarce  uttered,  soft  as  Zephyr  sighs 
ng  lily's  cheek,  though  soft  and  low, 
lili*heaven,  heard  a^  the  mercy-seat 
op  wandered  on  her  lovely  face ; 
euof  faith  and  holy  fear, 
he  drops  that  hang  at  dawning  time, 
•I  willows  by  the  stream  of  life, 
le  Moon  looked  steadfestly;  the  Stars, 
le  nightly  round  the  eternal  Throne, 
iown,  well  pleased ;  and  Everlasting  Love 
aoos  audience  to  her  prayer  sincere. 
d  her  lover  seen  her  thus  alone, 
f,  wrestling  thus,  and  all  for  him! 
ve  not :  for  oft-times  Providence, 
expected  joy  the  fervent  prayer 
orprised.    Returned  firom  long  delay 


With  gtory  crowned  of  righteous  actions  won, 
The  sacred  thorn,  to  memory  dear,  first  sought 
The  youth,  and  found  it  at  the  happy  hour. 
Just  when  the  damsel  kneeled  herself  to  pray. 
Wrapped  in  devotion,  pleading  with  her  GJod, 
She  saw  him  not,  heard  not  his  foot  approach; 
All  holy  images  seemed  too  impure 
To  emblem  her  he  saw.    A  seraph  kneeled, 
Beseechii^  for  his  ward,  before  the  Throne, 
Seemed  fittest^  pleased  him  best    Sweet  was  the 

thought! 

But  sweeter  still  the  kind  remembrance  came^ 
That  she  was  flesh  and  blood,  formed  for  himself 
The  plighted  partner  of  his  future  life. 
And  as  they  met,  embraced,  and  sat,  embowered, 
In  woody  chambers  of  the  starry  night, 
Spirits  of  love  about  them  minister^. 
And  God,  approving,  blessed  the  holy  j(^! 

Nor  unremembered  is  the  hour  when  fiiends 
Met    Friends,  but  few  on  earth,  and  therefore 

dear; 
Sought  oft,  and  sought  ahnost  as  oft  in  vain; 
Yet  always  sought,  so  native  to  the  hefot, 
So  much  desired,  and  coveted  by  all. 
Nor  wonder  thou, — thou  wonderest  not  nor  needit 
Much  beautiful,  and  excellent,  and  fair 
Was  seen  beneath  the  sun ;  but  nought  was  seen 
More  beautiful,  or  excellent,  or  fair. 
Than  face  of  feithfiil  ^end,  fairest  when  seen 
In  darkest  day;  and  many  sounds  were  sweety 
Most  ravishing,  and  pleasant  to  the  ear ; 
But  sweeter  none  tluui  voice-  of  faithful  firiend, 
Sweet  always,  sweetest,  heard  in  loudest  stonn. 
Some  I  remember,  and  will  ne'er  forget; 
My  early  fiiends,  friends  of  my  evil  day ; 
Friends  in  my  mirth,  fiiends  in  my  misery  too ; 
Friends  given  by  Grod  in  mercy  and  in  love ; 
My  counsellors,  my  comfortera,  and  guides ; 
My  joy  in  grie^  my  second  bUss  in  joy, 
Companions  of  my  young  desires;  in  doubt. 
My  oracl^  my  wings  in  high  pursuit 
Oh,  I  remember,  and  will  ne'er  foiget, 
Our  meeting  spots,. our  chosen,  sacred  houn. 
Our  burning  words  that  uttered  all  the  soul, 
O.ur  faces  beaming  with  unearthly  love; 
Sorrow  with  sorrow  sighing,  hope  with  hope 
Exulting,  heart  emb^^acing  heart  entire. 
As  birds  of  social  feather  helping  each 
His  fellow's  flight,  we  soared  into  the  skiei^ 
And  cast  the  clouds  beneath  our  feet,  and  Earth 
With  all  her  tardy,  leaden-footed  Cares, 
And  talked  the  speech  and  ate  the  food  of  heaven ! 
These  I  remember,  these  selectest  men, 
And  would  their  names  record ;  but  what  avails 
My  mention  of  their  name?  Before  the  Throne 
.They  stand  illustrious  'mong  the  loudest  harps^ 
And  will  receive  thee  glad,  my  friend  and  theiia. 
For  all  are  friends  in  heaven,  all  faithful  friends! 
And  many  firiendships,  in  the  days  of  Time 
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Begun,  axe  laating  herej  and  growing  gtill; 
80  grows  oan  evermore,  both  thein  and  mine. 

Nor  ia  the  hour  of  lonely  walk  forgot, 
In  the  wide  deieit,  where  the  view  waa  large. 
Fleaaant  were  many  scenes,  but  most  to  me 
The  solitude  of  vast  extent,  untouched 
By  hand  of  art,  where  Nature  sowed,  herself, 
And  reaped  her  crops;  whose  garments  were  the 

clouds. 
Whose  minstrels,  brooks ;  whose  lamps,  the  moon 

andstars; 
Whose  organ-choir,  the  voioe  of  many  waten; 
Whose  banquets,  morning  dews;  whose  heroes, 

storms; 
Whose  warri(«s,  mighty  winds;  whose  lovers, 

flowers; 
Whose  orators,  the  thunderbolts  of  Qod ; 
Whose  palaces,  the  everlasting  hills ; 
Whose  ceiling,  heaven's  unfathomable  blue; 
And  from  whose  rocky  turrets,  battled  high, 
Prospect  immense  spread  out  on  all  sides  round. 
Lost  now  between  the  welkin  and  the  main, 
Now  walled  with  hills  that  slept  above  the  stoim. 

Most  fit  was  such  a  place  for  musing  men. 
Happiest  sometimes  when  muidng  without  aim. 
It  was,  indeed,  a  wondrous  sort  of  bliss 
The  fonely  bard  enjoyed,  when  forth  he  walked, 
Unpurposed ;  stood,  and  knew  not  why;  sat  down, 
And  knew  not  where ;  arose,  and  knew  not  when ; 
Had  eyes,  and,saw  not ;  ean,  and  nothing  heard ; 
And  sought— sought  neither  heaven  nor  earth — 

sought  nought,  • 

Nor  meant  to  think ;  but  ran,  meantime,  through 

vast 
Of  visionary  things,  fairer  than  aught 
That  was ;  and  saw  the  distant  tops  of  thoughts, 
Which  men  of  common  stature  nevet  saw. 
Greater  than  aught  that  largest  words  could  hold. 
Or  give  idea  of,  to  those  who  read. 
He  entered  in  to  Nature's  holy  place, 
Her  inner  chamber,  and  beheld'  her  fiioe 
Unv^ed ;  and  heard  unutterable  things. 
And  incommunicable  visions  saw; 
Things  then  unutterjible,  and  visions  then 
Of  incommunicable  gloiy  bright; 
But  by  the  lips  of  after  ages  formed 
To  words,  or  by  their  pencil  pictured  forth; 
Who,  entering  farther  in,  beheld  .again. 
And  heard  unspeakable  and  marvellous  tlnngs, 
Which  other  ages  in  their  turn  revealed. 
And  left  to  others,  greater  wonders  still. 

The  earth  abounded  much  in  silent  wastes, 
Nor  yet  is  heaven  without  its  solitudes. 
Else  incomplete  in  bliss,  whither  who  will  ' 
May  oft  .retire,  and  meditate  alone. 
Of  God,  redemption,  holiness,  and  love; 
Nor  needs  to  htu  a  settir!;  sun,  or  haste 
Him  home  from  rainy  tempest  unforeseen, 
Or,  sighing,  leave  his  thoughts  for  want  of  time. 


But  whatsoever  was  both  good  and  fair, 
And  highest  relish  of  enjoyment  gave, 
In  intellectual  exercise  was  found. 
When  gazing  through  the  future,  present,  past. 
Inspired,  thought  linked  to  thought,  haimoniouf 

flowed 
In  poetry — the  loftiest  mood  of  mind; 
Or  when  philosophy  the  reason  led 
Deep  through  the  outward  ciroumstanoe  of  thiqgi; 
And  saw  the  master-wheels  of  Nature  move; 
And  trarelled  far  along  the  endless  line 
Of  certain  and  of  probable ;  and  made. 
At  eveiy  step,  some  new  diseovexy. 
That  gave  the  soul  sweet  sense  of  larger  room 
High  these  pursuits,  and  sooner  to  be  named, 
Deserved ;  at  present,  only  nflmed,  again 
To  be  resum^,  and  praised  in  longer  verw. 
.  Abundant  and  divernfied  above 
All  number,  were  the  sources  of  delight; 
As  infinite  as  were  the  lips  that  drank;  ^ 
And  to  the  pure,  all  innocent  and  pure; 
The  simplest  still  to  wisest  men  the  best 
One  made  acquaintanceship  with  plants  and  (km- 

ers. 
And  happy  grew  in  telling  all  thdr  names; 
One  classed  the  quadrupeds;  a  third,  the  fowb; 
Another  found  in  minerals  his  joy : 
And  I  have  seen'  a  man,  a  worthy  man, 
In  happ^  mood  conversing  with  a  fly ; 
And  as  he,  through  his  glass,  made  l^  hunself. 
Beheld  its  wondrous  eye  and  plumage  fine, 
From  leaping  scarce  he  kept,  for  perfect  joy. 

And  finm  my  path  I  withmyjfriend  have  tumed, 
A  man  of  ^cellent  mind  and  excellent  heart, 
And  climbed  the  ndghbouring  hill,  with  aidnov 

step, 
Fetching  from  distant  cairn,  or  from  the  earth 
Digging  with  labour  sure,  the  ponderous  stone, 
Which,  having  earned  to  the  highest  top, 
We  downward  rolled ;  and  as  it  strove,  at  firrt, 
With  obstacles  that  seemed  to  match  its  force, 
With  feeble,  crooked  motion  to  and  fro 
Wavering,  he  looked  with  interest  most  intenie, 
And  prayed.almoet;  and  as  it  gathered  itrength, 
And  straightened  the  current  of  Its  furious  flow, 
Exulting  in  the  swiftness  of  its  coursef*' 
And,  rising  now  with  rainbow-bound  immense. 
Leaped  down  careering  o'er  the  subject  plain. 
He  clapped  hb  hands  in  sign  of  boundless  blis, 
And  laughed  and  talked,  well  paid  for  all  his  toi^ 
And  when  at  night  the  story  was  rehearsed, 
Uncommon  gbry  kindled  in  his  eye. 
And  then  were  too, — Harp!  lift  thy  voice  en 

And  run  in  rapid  numbers  o'er  the  fiioe 
Of  Nature's  scenery, — and  there  were  day 
And  night,  and  rising  suns  and  setting  suns, 
And  clouds  that  seemed  like  chariots  of  wtiotB, 
By  fiery  couisen  dipiwn,  as  brightly  hued 
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glorioQB,  buahy,  golden  locks 

uid  cherubim  had  been  shorn  off, 

be  temples  hung  of  Mora  and  Even. 

«  were  moons,  and  stars,  and  darkness 

ked 

it ;  and  voice  and  tempest  heard  secure, 

5  were  seasom  coming  evermore, 

g  stiD,  all  £ur,  and  always  new, 

xn,  and  fruit,  and  fields  of  hoary  grain. 

9  were  hills  of  flock,  and  groves  of  song, 

ery  streams,  and  garden  walks  embow- 

ide  by  side,  the  rose  and  lily  bloomed ; 
red   founts,  wild  harps,  and  moonlight 

its  vast,  fair  lawns,  and  lonely  oaks, 

!  willows  sipping  at  the  brook ; 

d  haunts,  and  dancing  seats  of  mirth; 

re  bowers,  and  palaces  in  dust; 

et  nooks,  and  caves,  and  battled  rocks; 

ling  valleys,  roofed  with  pendent  shade ; 

uid  perilous  cliffs,  that  overlooked 

1th  of  Ocean,  sleeping  on  his  waves; 

gfatf ,  smells,  tastes,  the  heaven  and  earth, 

se 

I  sweets,  above  all  praise  of  song : 

>  use  alone  did  Providence 

but  large  example  gave  to  man 

and  ornament,  and  splendour  rich, 

andantly  to  every  taste, 

»st,  fish,  winged  and  creeping  thing, 

nd  flower,  and  in  the  restless  change, 

a  the  many-coloured  seasons,  made 

a1  circuit  of  the  fruitful  earth: 

Might  of  earthly  sort  remember, — 

feeling  to  my  native  place 

my  lyre  astray,— of  fairer  view, 

;lier  walk,  than  the  blue  mountain-paths, 

rj  cliffs  of  Albion  renowned ; 

1  isle  long  blessed  with  gracious  laws, 

f>us  kings,  and  favoured  much  of  Hea- 

ielding  oft  penurious  gratitude. 

(f  that  isle  remember  aught 

ct  more  sublime  and  beautiful, 

Cia's  northera  battlement  of  hills, 

It  I  from  my  father's  house  beheld, 

9f  life ;  beloved  in  memory  still, 

lard  sdll  of  rural  imagery. 

it  resembles  them,  the  fairest  seems, 

the  eldest  sentiments  of  blis^ ; 

ued  on  the  tablet  of  my  heart, 

ant  shapes  eternally  remain, 

f  dreams  their  cloudy  tops  arise. 

f  my  native  scenery  appears, 

es  forward  to  be  in  my  song ; 

not  now,  for  much  behind  awaits 

note.     Four  trees  I  pass  not  by, 

it  cor  house  their  evening  shadow  threw. 


Three  ash,  and  one  of  elm.    Tall  trees  they  wei», 
And  old,  and  had  been  old  a  century 
Before  my  day.    None  living  could  say  aught 
About  their  youth ;  but  they  were  goodly  trees : 
And  ofl  I  wondered,— as  I  sat  and  thought 
Beneath  their  summer  shade,  or,  in  the  night 
Of  winter,  heard  the  spirits  of  the  wind 
GrTowling   among  their  boughs,— how  they  had 

grown 
So  high,  in  such  a  rough,  tempestuous  place; 
And  when  a  hapless  branch,  torn  by  the  Mast, 
Fell  down,  I  mouraed,  as  if  a  friend  had  fallen. 

These  I  distinctly  hold  in  memory  still, 
And  all  the  desert  scenery  around. 
Nor  strange,  that  recollection  there  sfioSkl  dwell 
Where  first  I  heard  of  God's  redeeming  love; 
First  feh  and  reasoned,  loved  and  was  bdoved 
And  first  awoke  the  harp  to  holy  song. 

To  hoar  and  green  there  was  enough  of  joy. 
Hopes,  friendships,  charities,  and  warm  pursuit, 
Gave  comfortable  flow  to  youthful  blood. 
And  there  were  old  remembrances  of  dajrs, 
When,  on  the  glittering  dews  of  orient  life, 
Shone  sunshine  hopes,  unfailed,  unperjured,  then; 
And  there  were  childish  sports,  and  school-boy 

feats. 
And  school-boy  spots,  and  earnest  vows  of  love, 
Uttered,  when  passion's  boisterous  tide  ran  high, 
Sincerely  utten^,  though  but  seldom  kept : 
And  there  were  angel  looks,  and  sacred  hours 
Of  rapture,  hours  that  in  a  moment  passed, 
And  yet  were  wished  to  last  for  evermore ; 
And  venturous  exploits,  and  hardy  deeds. 
And  bargains  shrewd,  achieved  in   manhood's 

prime 
And  thousand  recollections,  gay  and  sweet. 
Which,  as  the  old  and  venerable  man . 
Approached  the  grave,  around  him,  smiling,  flock- 

ed. 
And  breathed  new  ardour  through  his  ebbing 

veins, 
And  touched  his  lips  with  endless  eloquence, 
And  cheered  and  much  refreshed  his  withered 

heart. 

Indeed,  each  thing  remembered,  all  but  guilt. 
Was  pleasant,  and  a  constant  source  of  joy, 
Nor  lived  the  old  on  memory  alone. 
He  in  his  children  lived  a  second  life, 
With  them  again  took  root,  sprang  with  their 

hopes. 
Entered  into  their  schemes^  partook  their  fears. 
Laughed  in  their  mirth,  and  in  their  gain  grew 

rich. 
And  sometimes  on  the  eldest  cheek*  was  seen 
A  smile  as  hearty  as  on  &ce  of  youth, 
That  saw  in  prospect  sunny  hopes  invite, 
Hope's  pleasures,  sung  to  harp  of  sweetest  note, 
Harp,  heard  with  rapture  on  Britaimia's  hills, 
With  raptors  heard  by  me,  in  mom  of  life. 
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Nor  nnall  the  joy  of  rest  to  mortal  men, 
Regt  after  labour,  sleep  approaching  soft, 
And  wrapping  all  the  weary  faculties 
In  sw^  repose.    Then  Fancy,  unrestrained 
By  sense  or  judgment,  strange  confusion  made 
Of  future,  present,  past,  combining  things 
Unseemly,  things  unsociable  in  nature, 
In  most  absurd  communion,  laughable, 
Though  sometimes  vexing  ^re  the  slumbering 

soul. 
Sporting  at  will,  she,  through  her  airy  halls. 
With  moonbeams  paved,  and  canopied  with  stars. 
And  tapestried  with  marvellous  imagery. 
And  shapes  of  glory,  infinitely  fair, 
Moving  thd  'mixing  in  most  wondrous  dance, — 
Fantastically  walked,  but  pleased  so  well, 
That  ill  she  liked  the  judgment's  voice  severe, 
Which  called  her  home  when  noisy  morn  awoke. 
And  oft  she  sprang  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time 
On  her  swift  pinion  lifting  up  the  souls 
Of  righteous  men,  on  high  to  God  and  heaven, 
Where  they  beheld  unutterable  things ; 
And  heard  the  glorious  music  of  the  blessed, 
Circling  the  throne  of  the  Eternal  -Three; 
And,  with  the  spirits  unincarnate,  took 
Celestial  pastime,  on  the  hills  of  Grod, 
Forgetful  of  the  gloomy  pas^  between. 

Some  dreams  were  useless,  moved  by  turbid 
course 
Of  animal  disorder ;  not  so  all. 
Deep  moral  lessons  some  impressed,  that  nought 
Could  afterwards  deface :  and  oft  in  dreams. 
The  master  passion  of  the  soul  displayed 
His  huge  deformity,  concealed  by  day, 
Naming  the  sleeper  to  beware,  awake: 
And  oft  in  dreams,  the  reprobate  and  vile, 
Unpardonable  siiiner, — as  he  seemed 
Toppling  upon  the  perilous  edge  of  hell, — 
In  dreadful  apparition,  saw,  before 
His  vinon  pass,  the  shadows  of  the  damned; 
And  saw  the  glare  of  hollow,  cursed  eyes' 
Spring  from  the  skirts  of  the  infernal  night ; 
And  saw  the  souls  of  wicked  men,  new  dead,. 
By  devils  hearsed  into  the  fiery  gulf; 
Ajid  heard  the  burning  of  the  endless  flames ; 
And  heard  the  weltering  of  the  waves  of  wrath ; 
And  sometimes,  too,  before  his  fancy,  passed 
The  Worm  that  never  dies^  writhing  its  folds 
In  hideous  sort,  and  with  eternal  Death 
Held  horrid  colloquy,  giving  the  wretch 
Unwelcome  earnest  of  the  wo  to  come. 
But  these  we  leave,  as  unbefitting  song. 
That  promised  happy  narrative  of  joy. 

But  what  of  all  the  joys  of  earth  was  most 
Of  native  growth,  most  proper  to  the  soil. 
Not  elsewhere  known,  in  worlds  that  never  fell. 
Was  joy  that  sprung  from  disappointed  wo. 
The  joy  in  grief,  the  pleasure  after  pain, 
Fears  turned  to  hopes,  'meetings-expected  not, 


Deliverances  from  dangerous  attitudes. 
Better  for  worse,  and  best  sometimes  for  woKt, 
And  all  the  seeming  Bl  ending  in  good, — 
A  sort  of  happiness  composed,  which  none 
Has  had  experience  of,  'but  mortal  man ; 
Yet  not  to  be  despised.    Look  back,  and  one 
Behold,  who  would  not  give  her  tear  for  all 
The  smiles  that  dance  about  the  cheek  of  Mirth. 
Among  the  tombs  she  walks  at  noon  of  night, 
In  miserable  garb  of  widowhood. 
Observe  her  yonder,  sickly,  pale,  and  sad, 
•Bending  her  wasted  body  o'er  the  grave 
Of  him  who  vras  the  husband  of  her  youth. 
The  moonbeams,  trembling  through  itkse  andent 

yews, 
That  stand  like  ranks  of  mourners  round  the  bed 
Of  death,  fall  dismally  upon  her  face, 
Her  little  hollow,  withered  face,  almost 
Invisible,  so  worn  away  with  wo. 
The  tread  of  hasty  foot,  passing  so  late, 
Disturbs  her  not ;  nor  yet  the  roar  of  mirth, 
From  neighbouring  revelry  ascending  loud. 
She  hears,  sees  nought,  fears  nought  One  thoo^ 

alone 
Fills  all  her  heart  and  soul,  half  hoping,  half 
Remembering,  sad,  unutterable  thought! 
Uttered  by  silence  and  by  tears  alone. 
Sweet  tears !  the  awful  language,  eloquent 
Of  infinite  afifection,  far  tod  big 
For  words.    She  sheds  not  many  now.    That 

grass. 
Which  springs  so  rankly  o'er  the  dead,  has  drunk 
Already  many  showers  of  grief;  a  drop 
Or  two  aro  all  that  now  remain  behind. 
And,  from  her  eye  that  darts  strange  fiery  beamst 
At  dreary  intervals,  drip  down  her  cheek. 
Falling  most  mournfully  from  hoae  to  bone. 
But  yet  she  wants  not  tears.    That  babe,  thtl 

hangs 
Upon  her  breast,  that  babe  that  never  saw 
Its  father — ^he  was  dead  before  its  birth — 
Helps  her  to  weep,  weeping  before  its  time, 
Taught  sorrow  by  the  mother's  melting  voice, 
Repeating  oft  the  father's  sacred  name. 
he  not  surprised  at  this  expense  of  wo ! 
The  man  she  mourns  was  all  she  called  her  owB. 
The  music  of  her  car,  light  of  her  eye. 
Desire  of  all  her  heart,  her  hope,  her  fear, 
The  element  in  which  her  passions  lived, 
Dead  now,  or  dying  all :  nor  long  shall  ^ 
Visit'  that  place  of  skulls.    Night  after  night 
She  wears  herself  away.    The  moonbeam,  now, 
That  falls  npon  her  unsubstantial  frame. 
Scarce  finds  obstruction ;  and  upon  her  bonen^ 
Barren  as  leafless  boughs  in  winter-time. 
Her  infant  fastens  his  little  hands,  as  oft, 
Forgetful,  she  leaves  him  a  while  unheld. 
But  look,  she  passes  not  away  in  gloom. 
A  light  from  hi  illumes  her  face,  a  light 
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Ma  beyond  the  moon,  beyond  the  sun — 
t  of  troth  divine,  the  gloriouB  hope 
ection  at  the  promiied  mom, 
ting!  then  which  ne'er  shall  part  again* 
5  another  not«  of  kindred  tone, 
Tvd  was  mixed  with  melancholy  joy. 
hs  were  numerqjus,  and  profiise  our  tears, 
ire  lost,  was  lovely,  and  we  loved 
L     Fresh  in  our  memory,  as  fresh 
day,  is  yet  the  day  she  died. 
April  day;  and  blithely  all 
h  of  nature  leaped  beneath  the  son, 
liaed  giorious  manhood ;  and  our  hearts 
J,  'tnd  round  them  danced  the  lightsome 

I, 

f  merriment,  when  tidings  came, 

"as  bom:  and  tidings  came  again, 

who  gave  it  birth  was  sick  to  death. 

rode  sorrow  on  the  heels  of  joy ! 

;red  round  her  bed,  and  bent  our  knees 

supplication  to  the  Throne 
',  and  perfumed  our  prayers  with  siglis 
nd  penitential  tears,  and  looks 
asement ;  but  we  sought  to  stay 
on  the  earth,  a  spirit  ripe 
n ;  and  Mercy,  in  her  love,  refused, 
cifol,  as  oft,  when  seeming  least! 
toos  when  she  seemed  the  most  to  frown ! 

I  well  remember,  and  the  bed 
I  she  lay,  and  all  the  faces  too, 
rded  6»A  and  mournfully  around, 
r  there  and  mother,  bending  stood ; 
a  tlieir  aged  cheeks  fell  many  drops 
ess.    Her  husband,  too^  was  there, 
lers,  and  they  wept;  her  sisters,  too, 
and  sorrow,  comfortless;  and  I, 
iy  though  not  to  weeping  given;  and  all 
le  house  was  dolorous  and  sad. 
nember  well;  but  better  still, 
mber,  and  will  ne*er  forget, 
I  eye !  That  eye  alone  was  bright, 
iter  grew,  as  nearer  death  approached, 
s  seen  the  gentle  little  6ower 
jst  in  the  silver  beam  which  fell, 
from  the  thunder-cloud  that  soon 
m,  and  o'er  the  desert  scattiered  far 

its  loveliness.    She  made  a  sign 

her  babe— 'twas  brought,  and  by  her 
d. 

1  upon  its  face,  that  neither  smiled 
,  nor  knew  who  gazed  upon't ;  and  laid 

upon  its  little  breast,  and  sought 

h  look  that  seemed  to  penetrate 

ens,  unutterable  blessings,  such 

>  dying  parents  only  granted, 

:s  left  behind  them  in  the  world. 

•p  my  child  l"  we  heard  her  say,  and 

The  Angel  of  the  Covenant  I 


Was  come,  and,  faithful  to  hu  promise,  stood. 
Prepared  to  walk  with  her  through  death's  dark 

vale. 
And  now  her  eyea  grew  bright,  and  brighter  stiU, 
Too  bright  for  ours  to  look  upon,  suflused 
With  many  tears,  and  closed  without  a  cloud. 
They  set  as  sets  the  morning  star,  which  goes 
Kot  down  behind  the  darkened  west,  nor  hides 
Obscured  among  the  tempests  of  the  sky, 
But  melts  away  into  the  light  of  heaven. 
Loves,  friendships,  hopes,  and  dear   remem- 
brances, 
The  kind  embracings  of  the  heart,  and  hours 
Of  happy  thought,  and  smiles  coming  to  tears, 
And  glories  of  the  heaven  and  starry  cd|^ 
Above,  and  glories  of  the  earth  beneath, — 
These  were  the  rays  that  wandered  through  the 

gloom 
Of  mortal  life ;  wells  of  the  wilderness, 
Redeeming  features  in  the  face  of  Time, 
Sweet  drops,  that  made  the  mixed  cup  of  Earth 
A  palatable  draught — too  bitter  else. 

About  the  joys  and  pleasures  of  the  world. 
This  question  was  not  seldom  in  debate ; 
Whether  the  righteous  man,  or  sinner,  had 
The  greatest  share,  and  relished  them  the  mosti 
Trath  gives  the  answer  thus,  gives  it  distinct, 
Nor  needs  to  reason  long :  The  righteous  man. 
For  what  was  he  denied  of  earthly  growth, 
Worthy  the  name  of  goodi    Truth  answexi, 

Nought. 
Had  he  not  appetites,  and  sense,  and  willl 
Might  he  not  eat,  if  Providence  allowed, 
The  finest  of  the  wheat  7  Might  he  not  drink 
The  choicest  winel  True,  he  was  temperate; 
But  then,  was  temperance  a  foe  to  peace? 
Might  he 'not  rise,  and  clothe  himself  in  goldl 
Ascend,  and  stand  in  palaces  of  kings  1 
True,  he  was  honest  still  and  charitable: 
Were,  then,  these  virtues  foes  to  human  peace  1 
Might  he  not  do  exploits,  and  gain  a  name  1 
Most  true,  he  trode  not  down  a  fellow's  right, 
Nor  walked  up  to  a  throne  on  skulls  of  men: 
Were  justice,  then,  and  meroy,  foes  to  peace  1 
Had  he  not  friendships,  loves,  and  smiles,  and 

hopes? 
Sat  not  around  his  table  sons  and  daughters? 
Was  not  his  ear  with  music  pleased?  his  eye 
With  light?  his  nostrils  with  perfumes?  his  lips 
With  pleasant  relishes'?  Grew  not  his  herds? 
Fell  not  the  rain  upon  his  meadows  1  reaped 
He^not  his  harvests?  and  did  not  his  heart 
Revel,  at  will,  through  all  the  charities 
And  sympathies  of  nature,  unconfincd  ? 
And  were  not  these  all  sweetened  and  sanctified 
By  dews  of  holiness,  shed  from  above  ? 
Might  he  not  walk  through  Fancy's  airy  halls? 
Might  he  not  History's  ample  page  survej? 
Might  he  hot,  finally,  explore  the  ucpths 


THE  COURSE  OP  TIME. 


r 


Of  mental,  moral,  natural,  divine? 
But  why  enumerate  thus  1  One  word  enough. 
There  was  no  joy  in  all  created  things, 
No  drop  of  sweet,  that  turned  not  in  the  end 
To  sour,  of  which  the  righteous  man  did  not 
Partake ;  partake,  invited  by  the  voice 
Of  Gk>d,  his  Father's  voice,  who  gave  him  all 
His  heart's  desire:  and  o'er  the  sinner  stiH 
The  Christian  had  this  one  advantage  more, 
That  when  his  earthly  pleasures  failed, — and  fail 
They  always  did  to  every  soul  of  man, — 
He  sent  hb  hopes  on  high,  looked  up,  and  reached 
His  dckle  forth,  and  reaped  the  fields  of  heaven, 
And  plucked  the  clusters  from  the  vines  of  God. 
■^    Nor  was  the  general  aspect  of  the  world 
Always  a  moral  waste.     A  time  there  came. 
Though  few  believed  it  e'er  should  come ;  a  time, 
Typed  by  the  Sabbath  day  recurring  once 
In  seven,  and  by  the  year  of  rest  indulged 
Septennial  to  the  lands  on  Jordan's  banks ; 
A  time  foretold  by  Judah's  bards  in  words 
Of  fire,  a  time,  seventh  part  of  time,  and  set 
Befine  the  eighth  and  last,  the  Sabbath  day 
Of  all  the  earth,  when  all  had  rest  and  peace. 
Before  its  coming  many  to  and  fro. 
Ran,  ran  from  various  cause ;  by  many  sent 
From  various  cause,  upright  and  crooked  both. 
Some  sent  and  ran  for  love  of  souls,  sincere; 
And  more,  at  instance  of  a  holy  name. 
"With  godly  zeal  much  vanity  was  mixed ; 
And  circumstance  of  gaudy  civil  pomp ; 
And  speeches  buying  praise  for  praise ;  and  lists. 
And  endless  scrolls,  surcharged  with  modest  names 
That  sought  the  public  eye;  and  stories,  told 
In  quadush  phrase,  that  hurt  their  credit,  even 
When  true;  combined  with  wise  and,  prudent 

means. 
Much  wheat,  mufch  chaff,  much  gold,  and  much 

alloy; 
Bat  Grod  wrought  with  the  whole,  wrought  most 

with  what 
To  man  seemed  weakest  means,  and  brought  re- 
sult 
Of  good,  from  good  and  evil  both;  and  breathed 
Into  the  withered  nations  breath  and  life, 
The  breath  and  life  of  liberty  and  truth. 
By  means  of  knowledge,  breathed  into  Uie  Knil. 

Then  was  the  evil  day  of  tyranny, 
Of  kingly  and  of  priestly  tyranny, 
That  bruised  the  nations  long.    As  yet,  no  state 
Beneath  the  heavens  had  tasted  freedom's  wine, 
Though  loud  of  freedom  was  the  talk  of  all. 
Some  groaned  more  deeply,  being  heavier  tasked; 
Some  wrought  with  straw,  and  some  without;  but 

all 
Were  slaves,  or  meant  to  be ;  for  rulers,  still, 
Had  beta 'of  equal  mind,  excepting  few, 
Cruel,  rapacioiH,  tyrannous,  and  vile, 
And  had  with  equal  sliouldcr  prupixhl  the  6ca»t. 


As  yet,  the  Church,  the  holy  spoose  of  God, 
In  members  few^  had  wandered  in  her  weeds 
Of  mourning,  persecuted,  scorned,  reproached, 
And  buffeted,  and  killed ;  in  members  few, 
Though  seeming  many  whiles ;  then  fewest,  ci 
Whea  leeming  most.   She  still  had  hung  her  ha 
Upon  the  willow-tree,  and  sighed,  and  wept 
From  age  to  age.    Satan  began  the  war, 
And  all  his  angels,  and  all  wicked  men, 
Against  her  fought  by  wile,  or  fierce  attack, 
Six  thousand  years ;  but  fought  in  vain.  She  iloo 
Troubled  on  every  side,  but  not  distressed ; 
Weeping,  but  yet  despairing  not;  cast  down. 
But  not  destroyed :  for  she  upon  the  pklma 
Of  God  was  graven,  and  precious  in  his  sight, 
As^pple  of  his  eye;  and,  like  the  bush 
On  Midia's  mountain  seen,  burned  unoonsDiDed 
But  to  the  wilderness  retiring,  dwelt, 
Debased  in  sackcloth,  and  forlorn  in  tears. 

As  yet  had  sung  the  scarletrcoloured  Whoie^ 
Who  on  the  breast  of  civil  power  reposed 
Her  harlot  head,  (the  Church  a  harlot  then, 
When  first  she  wedded  civil  power,)  and  drank 
The  blood  of  martyred  saints, — whose  priests  wer 

lords. 
Whose  coffers  held  the  gold  of  every  land, 
Who  held  a  cup  of  all  pollutions  full. 
Who  with  a  double  horn  the  people  pushed, 
And  raised  her  forehead,  full  of  blasphemy, 
Above  the  holy  Grod,  usurping  ofi 
Jehovah's  incommunicable  names. 
The  nations  had  been  dark ;  the  Jews  had  piiwd 
Scattered  without  a  name,  beneath  the  Cone; 
War  had  abounded,  Satan  raged,  unchained; 
And  earth  had  still  been  black  with  vaonl  gloom. 

But  now  the  cry  of  men  oppressed  went  up 
Before  the  Lord,  and  to  remembranoe  came 
The  tears  of  all  his  saints,  their  tears,  and  gvotOA 
Wise  men  had  read  the  number  of  the  name ; 
The  prophet-years  had  rolled ;  the  time,  and  timei 
And  half  a  time,  were  now  fulfilled  complete; 
The  seven  fierce  vials  of  the  wrath  of  God, 
Poured  by  seven  angels  strong,  were  shed  abiud 
Upon  the  earth,  and  emptied  to  the  dregs; 
The  prophecy  for  confirmation  stood; 
And  all  was  ready  for  the  sword  of  God. 

The  righteous  saw,  and  fled  without  delay, 
Into  the  chambers  of  Omnipotence. 
The  viricked  mocked,  and  sought  for  erring  camBi 
To  satisfy  the  dismal  state  of  things ; 
The  pubtic  credit  gone,  the  fear  in  time 
Of  peace,  the  starving  want  in  time  of  wealth, 
The  insurrection  muttering  in  the  streets, 
And  pallid  opnstemation  spreading  wide ; 
And  leagues,  though  holy  termed,  first  ratified 
In  hell,  on  purpose  made  to  under-prop 
Iniquity,  and  crush  the  sacred  truth. 

Meantime,  a  mighty  angel  stood  in  heaven, 
And  cried  aloud,  "  Assodafe  now  yoonelves, 
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cei,  potentates,  and  lAen  of  war, 

tied  heads,  asscKiate  now  yourselves, 

dispersed ;  embattle,  and  be  broken. 

joor  armour,  and  be  dashed  to  dust. 

onsel,  and  it  shall  be  brought  to  nofloght. 

nd  it  shall  not  stand."    And  suddiinly 

lies  of  the  saints,  imbannered,  stood 

I  hill ;  and  with  them  angek  stood 

ion  bright,  and  chariots  of  fire-; 

h  them  stood  the  Lord,  clad  like  a  man 

and  to  the  sound  of  thunder,  led 

Je  on.   Elarth  shook,  the  kingdoms  shook, 

ist,  the  lying  Seer,  dominions,  fell ; 

,  tyrants  feU,  confounded  in  the  dust, 

1  and  driven  before  the  breath  of  Gk)d, 

'  of  summer  threshing  floor,  before 

d.     Three  dzy  the  battle  wasting  slew. 

»rd  was  full,  the  arrow  drunk  with  blood; 

he  supper  of  Almighty  God, 

n  Hamonah's  vale,  the  fowls  of  heaven, 

ry  beast,  invited,  came,  and  fed 

lina'  flesh,  and  drank  the  blood  of  kings. 

o!  another  angel  stood  in  heaven, 

loud  with  mighty  voice,  "Fallen,  fallen, 

oo  the  Great,  to  rise  no  more. 

ye  prophetsl  over  her  rejoice, 

!  holy  men,  aH  saints,  rejoice! 

ry  give  to  GkMl  and  to  the  Lamb." 

the  armies  of  disburdened  earth, 

of  many  waters,  and  as  voice 

lerings,  and  voice  of  multitudes, 

id.  Amen.    And  every  hill  and  rook, 

,  and  every  beast,  answered.  Amen. 

inswered,  and  the  fiirthest  bounds 

y  Chili,  Asia's  fertile  coasts, 

ie*s  burning  wastes,  answeied.  Amen. 

aven,  rejoicing,  answered  back.  Amen. 

>  the  wicked.    They  afar  were  heard 

ng.   Kmgs,  who  drank  her  cup  of  whoie- 

1,  and  adfnirals,  and  mighty  men, 

ed  ddiciously;  and  merchants,  rich 

erchandize  of  gold,  and  winej  and  oil ; 

•e  who  traded  in  the  souls  of  men, 

by  their  gaudy  robes  of  priestly  pomp; — 

i  afiur  off  stood,  crying,  Alas! 

jkd  wept-,  and  gnashed  their  teeth,  and 

ined; 

th  the  owl  that  on  her  ruins  sat, 

ilorooi  concert  in  the  ear  of  Night 

T  her  again  the  Heavens  rejoiced, 

rth  returned  again  the  loud  response. 

B  happy  days!  thrice  blessed  the  man  who 

iwn  I  The  Church  and  Stete,  that  kmg 
held 

intorcoime,  were  now  divorced ; 
irere  righteous  men,  judges  upright ; 
t,  in  gownd,  now— lor  in  the  worst 


Of  times  there  were  some  honest  seers — the  priest 
Sought  other  than  the  fleece  among  his  flocks. 
Best  paid  when  Grod  was  honoured  most;  and  like 
A  cedar,  nourished  well,  Jerusalem  grew. 
And  towered  on  hi^h,  and  spread,  and  flourished 

fair; 
And  underneath  her  boughs  the  nations  lodged. 
All  nations  lodged,  and  sung  the  song  of  peace. . 
From  the  four  vrinds,  the  Jews,  eased  of  the  Curse, 
Returned,  and  dwelt  with  Grod  in  Jacob's  land. 
And  drank  of  Sharon  and  of  Carraers  vine. 
Satan  was  bound,  though  bound,  not  banished 

quite. 
But  lurked  about  the  timorous  skirts  of  things, 
111  lodged,  and  thinking  whiles  to  leave  the  earth, 
And  with  the  wicked, — for  some  wicked  were, — 
Held  midnight  meetings,  as  the  saints  were  wont, 
Fearful  of  day,  who  once  was  as  the  sun, 
And  worshipped  more.   The  bad,  but  few,  became 
A  taunt  and  hissing  now,  as  heretofore 
The  good ;  and,  blushing,  hasted  out  of  sight 
Disease  was  none;  the  voice  of  war  forgot; 
The  sword,  a  share;  a  pruning-hook,  the  spear 
Men  grew  and  multiplied  upon  the  earth. 
And  filled  the  dty  and  the  waste ;  and  Death 
Stood  waiting  for  the  lapse  of  tardy  Age, 
That  mocked  him  long.    Men  grew  and  multi- 
plied. 
But  lacked  not  bread ;  for  Qod  his  promise  brought 
To  mind,  and  blessed  the  land  with  plenteous  rain, 
And  made  it  blessed  for  dews  and  precious  things 
Of  heaven,  and  blessings  of  the  deep  beneath. 
And  blessings  of  the  sun  and  moon,  and  fruits 
Of  day  and  night,  and  blessings  of  the  vale, 
And  precious  things  of  the  eternal  hills, 
And  all  the  fulness  of  perpetual  spring. 

The  prison-house,  where  chained  felons  pined 
Threw  open  his  ponderous  doors,  let  in  the  light 
Of  heavto,  and  grew  iifto  a  chureh,  where  God 
Was  worshipped.    None  were  ignorant,  selfish 

none. 
Love  took  the  place  of  law ;  where'er  you  met 
A  man,  you  met  a  friend,  suioere  and  true. 
Kind  looks  foretold  as  kind  a  heart  within; 
Words  as  they  sounded,  m^ant;  and  promises 
Were  made  to  be  performed.  'Thrice  happy  days  I 
Philosophy  was  sanctified,  and  saw 
Perfections  that  she  thought  a  fable,  long. 
Revenge  his  dagger  dropped,  and  kissed  the  hand 
Of  Mercy ;  Anger  cleared  his  doudy  brow, 
And  sat  with  Peace ;  Envy  grew  red,  and  smiled 
On  Worth ;  Pride  stooped^  and  kissed  Humility ; 
Lust  washed  his  miry  hands,  and,  wedded,  leaned 
On  chaste  Desire;  and  Falsehood  laid  aside 
His  many-fill  led  cloak,  and  bowed  to  Truth; 
And  Treachery  up  from  hia  mining  came,' 
And  walked  above  the  ground  with* righteous 

Faith; 
And  Cpvetoomess  unclenched  his  sinewy  hand, 
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And  opened  his  door  to  Charity,  the  fair; 
Hatred  was  loet  in  Love;  and  Vanity 
With  a  good  conscience  pleased,  her  feathers  crop- 
ped; 
Sloth  in  the  morning  rose  with  Industry; 
To  Wisdom  Folly  turned ;  and  Fashion  turned 
Deception  off,  in  act  as  good  as  word. 
The  hand  that  held  a  whip  was  lifted  up 
To  hless ;  slave  was  a  word  in  ancient  books 
Met,  only;  every  man  was  free;  and  all 
Feared  God,  and  served  him  day  and  night  in  love. 

How  fair  the  daughter  of  Jerusalem  then! 
How  gloriously  from  Zion  Hill  she  looked! 
Clothed  with  the  sun,  and  in  her  train  the  moon, 
And  on  her  head  a  coronet  of  stars, 
And  girding  round  her  waist,  with  heavenly  grace, 
The  bow  of  Mercy  bright ;  and  in  her  hand 
Immanuel's  cross,  her  sccptro  and  her  hope. 

Desire  of  every  land !  the  nations  came, 
And  worshipped  at  her  feet ;  all  nations  came, 
Flocking  like  doves :  Columba's  painted  tribes, 
That  fh>m  Magellan  to  the  Frozen  Bay, 
Beneath  the  Arctic,  dwelt ;  and  drank  the  tides 
Of  Amazona,  prince  of  earthly  streams ; 
Or  slept  at  noon  beneath  the  giant  shade 
Of  Andes'  mount ;  or,  roving  northward,  heard 
Niagara  sing,  from  Eric's  billow  down 
To  Fmntcnac,  and  hunted  thence  the  fur 
To  Labrador :  and  Afric's  dusky  swarms, 
That  from  Morocco  to  Angola  dwelt, 
And  drank  the  Niger  from  his  native  wells, 
Or  roused  the  Uon  in  Numidia's  groves ; 
The  tribes  that  sat  among  the  fabled  cliffii 
Of  Atlas,  looking  to  Atlanta's  wave; 
With  joy  and  melody,  arose  and  came. 
Zara  awoke  and  came,  and  Egypt  came, 
Casting  her  idol  gods  into  the  Nile. 
Black  Ethiopa,  that,  shadowless, 
Beneath  the  Torrid  bum^,  arose  and  came. 
Dauma  and  Medra,  and  the  pirate  tribes 
Of  Algeri,  with  incense  came,  and  pure 
Offerings,  anno3ring  now  the  seas  no  more. 
The  silken  tribes  of  Asia,  flocking  came, 
Innumerons :  Ishmael's  wandering  race,  that  lode 
On  camels  o'er  the  spicy  tract  that  lay 
From  Persia  to  the  Red  Sea  coast ;  the  king 
Of  broad  Cathay,  with  numbers  infinite. 
Of  many  lettered  casts;  and  all  the  tribes 
That  dwelt  from  Tigris  to  the  Ganges'  wave, 
And  worshipped  fire,  or  Brahma,  faUcd  god ; 
Cashmeres,  Circassians,  Banyans,  tender  race  I 
That  swept  the  insect  from  their  path,  and  lived 
On  herbs  and  fruits ;  and  those  who  peaceful  dwelt 
Along  the  shady  avenue  that  stretehed 
From  AgTOL  to  Lahore;  and  all  the  hosts 
That  dwnod  the  Crescent  late,  deluded  bng ; 
The  Tartar  hordes,  that  roamed  from  Oby's  bank, 
Ungovemed,  southward  to  the  wondrous  Wall. 
The  tribes  of  Europe  came :  the  Greek,  redeemed 


From  Turkish  thraD,  the  Spaniard  came,  and  Gku 
And  Britain  with  her  ships,  and,  on  his  sledge, 
The  Laplander,  that  nightly  watched  the  bear 
Circling  the  Pole;  and  those  who  saw  the  flames 
Of  Hecla  burn  the  drifted  snow ;  the  Rubs, 
Long-whiskered,  and  equestrian  Pole ;  and  those 
Who  drank  the  Rhine,  or  lost  the  evening  spn 
Behind  the  Alpine  towers ;  and  she  that  sat 
By  Amo,  classic  stream ;  Venice,  or  Rome, 
Head  quarters  long  of  sin !  first  guileless  now, 
And  meaning  as  she  seemed,  stretched  forth  her 

hands 
And  all  the  Isles  of  oceah  rose  and  6ame, 
Whether  they  heard  the  roll  of  banished  tides, 
Antipodes  to  Albion's  wave,  or  watched 
The  Moon,  ascending  chalky  Tenerifle, 
And  with  Atlanta  holding  nightly  love. 
The  Sun,. the  Moon,  the  Constellations,  came: 
Thrico  twelve  and  ten  that  watched  the  Antarctic 

sleep. 
Twice  six  that  near  the  Ecliptic  dwelt,  thrice  twelve 
And  one,  that  with  the  streamers  danced,  and  saw 
The  Hj^rborean  Ice  guarding  the  Pole. 
The  East,  the  West,  the  South,  and  Snowy  Noith, 
Rejoicing  met,  and  worshipped  reverently 
Before  the  Lord,  in  Zion's  holy  faiU ; 
And  all -the  places  round  about  were  Ueend. 

The  animals,  as  once  in  Eden,  lived 
In  peace.   The  wolf  dwelt  with  the  lamb,  the  beir 
And  leopard  with  the  ox.    With  looks  of  feve, 
The  tiger  and  the  scaly  crocodile 
Tc^ether  met,  at  Ghunbia's  palmy  wave. 
Perched  on  the  eagle's  wing,  the  bbrd  of  song, 
Singing,  arose,  and  visited  the  sun; 
And  with  the  falcon  sat  the  gentle  lark. 
Thfi  Uttle  child  leaped  from  his  mother's  aims 
And  stroked  the  crested  snake,  and  rolled  unhmt 
Among  his  speckled  waves,  and  wished  him  borne; 
And  sauntering  school-boys,  slow  returning,  played 
At  eve  about  the  lion's  den,  and  wo^. 
Into  his  shaggy  mane,  fantastic  flowers. 
To  meet  the  husbandman,  early  abroad, 
Hasted  the  deer,  and  waved  its  vroody  head; 
And  round  hb  dewy  steps,  the  hare,  unacared, 
Sported ;  and  toyed  familiar  with  his  dog. 
The  flocks  and  herds,  o'er  hill  and  valley  spreed, 
Exulting,  cropped  the  ever-budding  herb, 
The  desert  blossomed,  and  the  barren  song. 
Justice  and  Mercy,  Holiness  and  Love, 
Among  the  people  walked,  Messiah  reigned, 
And  Earth  kept  Jubilee  a  thousand  years. 
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Resume  thy  tone  of  wo,  immortal  Harp ! 

The  song  of  mirth  is  past,  the  Jubilee 

Is  ended,  and  the  sun  begins  to  fade! 

Soon  passed,  for  Happiness  counts  nol  the  bom 
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a  thouHuod  yean  seem  ae  a  day ; 
a  thouaand  yean  to  Misery. 
s  loose,  and  Violence  is  heard, 
ioC  in  the  street,  and  Revelry 
ite,  and  Murder,  and  Revenge, 
^oar  armour  now,  ye  righteous !  put 
Imet  of  salvation  on,  and  gird 
ins  abcmt  with  truth ;  add  righteousness, 
d  the  shield  of  faith,  and  take  the  sword 
—awake  and  watch! — The  day  b  near, 
ay  of  Qod  Almighty  and  the  Lamb ! 
rrest  of  the  earth  is  fully  ripe; 
noe  begins  to  tread  the  great  wine-press 
eneas  and  of  wrath ;  and  Mercy  pleads, 
iiat  pleaded  long,  she  pleads— ^^lo  more ! 
s  oomea  that  darknessi  whence  those  yeUs 
wol 

lunderings  are  these  that  shake  the  world? 
U  the  lamps  from  heaven  as  blasted  figsl 
emble  righteous  men?  why  angels  pale? 
all  fear?  what  has  become  of  hope  ? 
les !  God,  in  his  car  of  vengeance,  oomes  I — 
louder  on  the  blast,  come  hollow  shrieks 
lotion !  in  the  fitful  scowl 
t,  near  and  more  near,  angek  of  death 
It  flap  their  deadly  wings,  and  roar 
h  all  the  fevered  air !  the  mountains  rock, 
on  is  sack,  and  all  the  stan  of  heaven 
eblyl  oft  and  sudden  gleams  the  fire, 
ag  awfully  the  brow  of  Wrath ! 
lander,  long  and  loud,  uttera  his  voice, 
dve  to  the  Ocean's  troubled  growl ! 
Dines,  last  night,  the  k>ng,  dark,  dark,  dark 

IS  no  mom  beyond  it,  and  no  star  1 
of  man  hath  seen  a  night  like  this ! 
I's  trampled  Justice  girds  itself  fer  fight  I 
o  thy  knees,  and  cry  for  mercy!  cry 
imest  heart,  for  thou  art  growing  old 
ary,  unrepented,  unforgiven! 
thy  glory  mourns!  The  vintage  mourns! 
and  Carmel,  mourn  and  weep  I  and  mourn, 
Lebanon!  with  all  thy  cedan,  mourn, 
brying  in  thy  strength  from  age  to  age, 
observant  of  thy  hour,  put  on 
leds  of  wo^  and  tell  the  Moon  to  weep ; 
ly  grief  at  mid-day,  mom,  and  even ; 
the  mrions,  tell  Uie  Cbuds  that  sit 
he  portals  of  the  east  and  west, 
inton  with  thy  golden  locks,  to  wait 
ot  to-monow,  fer  no  morrow  comes  I 
n  and  women,  tell  the  new-bom  child, 
ery  eye  that  sees,  to  come,  and  see 
•t  behind  Eternity,  for  thou 
>  to  bed  to-night,  and  ne'er  awake! 
pralking  on  the  pavement  of  the  sky, 
tinds  of  heaven,  watching  the  earth, 
Slicing  now;  your  lamps  are  growing  dim, 
wtm  axe  dug  amuig  the  dismal  douds, 


And  angels  are  assembling  round  your  bier  I 
Orion,  mourn  I  and  Mazzaroth,  and  thou, 
Arcturus !  mourn,  with  all  thy  northern  sons, 
Daughtera  of  Pleiades!  that  nightly  shed 
Sweet  influence,  and  thou,  fairest  of  stan! 
Eye  of  the  morning,  weep!  and  weep  at  eve  I 
Weep  setting,  now  to  rise  no  more,  "  and  flame 
On  forehead  of  the  dawn," — as  sung  the  bard. 
Great  bard !  who 'used  on  E!arth  a  seraph's  lyre. 
Whose  numben  wandered  through  eternity. 
And  gave  sweet  foretaste  of  the  heavenly  harps! 
Minstrel  of  sorrow!  native  of  thedark, 
Shrub-loving  Philomel,  that  wooed  the  Dews, 
At  midnight  firom  their  starry  beds,  and,  charmed. 
Held  them  around  thy  song  till  dawn  awoke. 
Sad  bird !  pour  through  the  gloom  thy  weeping 

song, 
Pour  all  thy  dying  melody  of  grief^ 
And  v«ith  the  turtle  spread  the  wave  of  wo  I 
Spare  not  thy  reed,  for  thou  shalt  sing  no  more ! 

Ye  holy  bards ! — ^if  yet  a  holy  bard 
Remain, — ^what  chord  shall  serve  you  now!  what 

harp! 
What  harp  shall  sing  the  dying  Sun  asleep, 
And  mourn  behind  the  funeral  of  the  Moon! 
What  harp  of  boundless,  deep,  exhaustless  wo, 
Shall  utter  forth  the  groanings  of  the  *ii»m»Mw^  { 
And  sing  the  obsequies  of  wicked  souls ! 
And  wail  their  plunge  in  the  eternal  fire ! — 
Hold,  bbld  your  hands!  hold,  angels! — Qod  la- 
ments, 
And  draws  a  doud  of  mourning  round  his  throne  I 
The  Organ  of  Eternity  is  mute ! 
And  there  is  silence  in  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  I 
Daughten  of  beauty !  choice  of  beings  made ! 
Much  praised,  much  blamed,  much  loved;  but  fair- 
er far 
Than  aught  beheld,  than  aught  imagined  else; 
Fairest,  and  dearer  than  all  else  most  dear ; . 
Light  of  the  darksome  wilderness!,  to  Time 
As  Stan  to  night,  whose  eyes  were  spells  that  held 
The  passenger  forgetful  of  his  way. 
Whose  steps  were  majesty,  whose  wordswere  song. 
Whose  smiles  were  hope,  whose  actions,  perfect 

grace, 
Whose  k>ve,  the  solace,  gkwy,  and  delight 
Of  man,  his  boast,  his  riches,  his  renown; 
When  found,  suffident  blin !  when  kist,  despeir  I — 
Stan  of  creation !  images  of  love  I 
Break  up  the  fountains  of  your  tears,  your  tears. 
More  ekiquent  than  learned  tongue,  or  lyre 
Of  purest  note !  your  sunny  raiment  stain. 
Put  dust  upon  your  heads,  lament  and  weep. 
And  utter  all  your  minstrelsy  of  wo ! 

Qo  to,  ye  wicked,  weep  and  howl ;  fer  all 
That  God  hath  written  against  you  is  at  hand 
The  cry  of  Violence  hath  reached  his  ear. 
Hell  i»  prepared,  and  Justice  whets  his  sword. 
Weep  all  of  every  name!  Begin  the  wo, 
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Ye  woods,  and  tell  it  to  the  doleful  winds, 
And  doleful  winds,  wail  to  the  howling  hills; 
And  howling  hills,  mourn  to  the  dismal  vales, 
And  dis^nal  ^'ales,  sigh  to  the  sorrowing  hrooks, 
And   sorrowing  brooks,  weep    to  the  weeping 

stream, 
And  weepuig  stream,  awake  the  groaning  deep ; 
And  let  the  instrument  take  up  the  song. 
Responsive  to  the  voice,  harmonious  wo! 
Ye  Heavens,  great  arch- way  of  the  univerife, 
Put  sackcloth  on;  and  Ocean,  clothe  thyself 
In  garb  of  widowhood,  and  gather  all 
Thy  Waves  into  a  groan,  and  utter  it. 
Long,  loud,  deep,  piercing,  dolorous,  immense. 
The  occasion  asks  it ! — Nature  dies,  and  Grod 
And  angels  come  to  lay  her  in  the  grave! 
But  we  have  overleaned  our  theme ;  behind, 
A  Uttle  season  waits  a  verse  or  two. 
The  years  that  followed  the  millennial  rest. 
Bad  years  they  were;  and  first,  as  signal  sdre, 
That  at  the  core  religion  was  diseased. 
The  sons  of  Levi  strove  again  for  place. 
And  eminence,  and  names  of  swelling  pomp; 
Setting  their  feet  upon  the  people's  neck, 
And  slumbering  in  the  lap  of  civil  power, 
Of  cavil  power  again  tyrannical: 
And  second  sign,  sure  sign,  whenever  seen, 
That  holiness  was  dying  in  a  land. 
The  Sabbath  was  profaned  and  set  at  nought; 
The  honest  seer,  who  spoke  the  truth  of  Ck)d 
Plainly,  was  left  with  empty  walls ;  and  round 
The  ftothy  orator,  who  busked  his  tales 
In  quackish  pomp  of  noisy  words,  the  ear 
Tickling,  but  leaving  still  the  heart  unprobed, 
The  judgment  uninformed, — numbers  immense 
Flocked,  gaping  wide,  with  passbns  high  in- 
flamed; 
And  on  the  way  returning,  heated,  home, 
Of  eloquence,  and  not  of  truth,  conversed — 
Mean  eloquence  that  wanted  sacred  truth. 

Two  principles  from  the  beginning  strove 
In  human  nature,  still  dividing  man, — 
Sloth  and  activity;  the  lust  of  praise. 
And  indolence  that  rather  wished  to  sleep. 
And  not  unfrequently  in  the  same  mind 
They  dubious  contest  held ;  one  gaining  now, 
And  now  the  other  crowned,  and  both  again 
Keeping  the  field,  with  equal  combat  fought 
Much  different  was  their  voice.    Ambition  called 
To  action.  Sloth  invited  to  repose. 
Ambition  early  rose,  and,  being  up, 
Toiled  ardently,  and  late  retir^  to  rest ; 
Sloth  lay  till  mid-day,  turning  en  his  couch, 
Like  pondcrons  door  upon  its  weary  hinge, 
And,  having  rolled  him  out  with  much  ado, 
And  many  a  dismal  sigh,  and  vain  attempt, 
He  sauntered  out,  accoutred  carelessly, — 
With  half-oped,  misty,  unobservant  eye. 
Somniferous,  that  weighed  the  object  down 


On  which  its  burden  fell,— an  hour  or  two. 
Then  with  a  groan  retired  to  rest  again. 
The  one,  whatever  deed  had  been  achieved, 
Thought  it  too  little,  and  too  small  the  praise; 
The  other  tried  to  think, — for  thinking  so 
Answered  his  purpose  best, — that  what  of  great 
Mankind  could  do  had  been  already  done; 
And  therefore  laid  him  calmly  down  to  deep. 

Diflerent  in  mode,  destructive  both  alike. 
Destructive  always  indolence ;  and  love 
Of  fiune  destructive  always  too,  if  less 
Than  praise  of  God  it  sought,  content  with  less :, 
Even  then  not  current,  if  it  sought  his  pruae 
From  other  motive  than  resistless  love; 
Though  base,  main-spring  of  action  in  theworid; 
And,  under  name  of  vanity  and  pride. 
Was  greatly  practised  on  by  cunning  men. 
It  opened  the  niggard's  purse,  clothed  nakednesi, 
Gave  beggars  food,  and  threw  the  Pharisee 
Upon  his  knees,  and  kept  him  long  in  act 
Of  prayer;  it  spread  the  lace  upon  the  fop, 
His  language  trimmed,  and  planned  his  cozkni 

gait. 
It  stuck  the  feather  on  the  gay  coquette. 
And  on  her  finger  laid  the  heavy  load 
Of  jewellery;  it  did — what  did  it  not? 
The  gospel  preached,  the  gospel  paid,  and  sent 
The  gospel ;  conquered  nations,  cities  built. 
Measured  the  furrow  of  the  field  with  nice 
Directed  share,  shaped  bulls,  and  cows,  and  nuni, 
And  threw  the  ponderous  stone ;  and  pitiful. 
Indeed,  and  much  against  the  grain,  it  dragged 
The  stagnant,  dull,  predestinated  fool. 
Through  learning's  halls,  and  made  him  labour 

much 
Abortively,  though  sometimes  not  unpraised 
He  left  the  sage's  chair,  and  home  returned 
Making  his  simple  mother  think  that  she 
Had  borne  a  man.    In  schools,  designed  to  root 
Sin  up,  and  plant  the  seeds  of  holiness 
In  youthful  minds,  it  held  a  signal  place. 
The  little  infant  man,  by  nature  proud. 
Was  taught  the  scriptures  by  the  love  of  prsite, 
And  grew  religious  as  he  grew  in  &me. 
And  thus  the  principle,  which  out  of  heaven 
The  devil  threw,  and  threw  him  down  to  heD, 
And  keeps  him  there,  was  made  an  instrument 
To  moralize  and  sanctify  mankind. 
And  in  their  hearts  beget  humility; 
With  what  success  it  needs  not  now  to  say. 

Destructive  both  we  said,  activity 
And  sloth:  behold  the  last  exemplified. 
In  literary  man.    Not  all  at  once. 
He  yielded  to  the  soothing  voice  of  sleep; 
But,  having  seen  a  bough  of  laurel  wave. 
He  effort  made  to  climb;  and  friends,  and  even 
Himself,  talked  of  his  greatness,  as  at  hand, 
And,  prophesying,  drew  his  future  life. 
Vain  prophecy!  his  fancy,  taught  bj  sloth, 
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le  very  tlireshold  of  punuit, 
id  obstacles ;  he  halted  first, 
3  he  halted,  saw  his  burning  hopes 

and  dimmer  still ;  ambition's  self, 
ate  of  loudest  tongue,  decayed ; 
ses,  made  daily,  daily  l>roken, 
t  uprooted  oft,  and  set  again, 
ly  grew,  and  daily  wavered  more ; 

last,  decision,  quite  worn  out, 
'uknim  of  the  mental  powers, 
the  blasted  soul  to  staggering  chance ; 
eied  frst,  and  weighed  him  downward 

• 

Q  heavy  firom  the  mount  of  fame; 

r  resolves  to  benefit  the  workl 

nd  were  Ibrgotten ;  he  shut  his  ear. 

le  painful  news  of  rising  worth; 

I  with  despei|ite  thirst  the  poppy's  juio»; 

d  mortal  slumber  settled  down 

v«tfy  faculties  oppressed; 

from  side  to  side,  and  rolled  again ; 

id,  and  groaned,  and  withered,  and  ex- 

l  on  the  spot,  leaving  no  name. 

0  best  example  gives  of  toil 

ed.    One  word  his  history  writes, 
a  murderer  above  the  laws, 
ly  praised  for  doing  munlerous  deeds." 
r  he  grew,  and  reached   his   perfect 

low  the  sluggard  soundest  slept 

m  lay  the  uninterred  corpse. 

r  Older,  sin  and  wickedness, 

,  cool,  malicious  villany, 

attained  maturity,  unknown 

id  seemed  in  travail  to  bring  forth 

enormous,  monstrous  deed  of  guilt, 

mprecedented  guilt, 

it  obliterate  the  memory 

ad  hitherto  been  done  most  vile. 

men  were  paid,  at  public  cost, 

ew  modes  of  sin ;  the  holy  Word 

as  burned,  with  acclamations  loud; 

res  were  invented  for  the  good; — 

oroe  good  remained,  as  whiles  through 

t  clouds,  a  wandering  star  appeared ; — 

1  of  blasphemy  were  framed  and  sworn; 
in  reputation  grew,  as  grew 

e  of  their  crimes.    Faith  was  not  found. 

a  not   fiMind,  truth  always  scarce,  so 

I 

liie  misery  which  groaned  on  earth, 

f  times,  was  progeny 

uitment,  daily  coming  forth 

;en  promises,  that  might  have  ne'er 

»,  or,  being  made,  might  have  been  kept ; 

1  mercy,  too,  were  rare,  obscured 

garb:  befiire  the  palace  door. 


The  beggar  rotted,  starving  in  hb  rags ; 

And  on  the  threshold  of  luxurious  domes, 

The  orphan  child  laid  down  his  head,  and  died ; 

Nor  unamusing  was  his  piteous  cry 

To  women,  who  had  now  laid  tenderness 

Aside,  best  pleased  with  sights  of  cruelty; 

Flocking,  when  fouler  lusts  would  give  them  time. 

To  horrid  spectacles  of  blood,  where  men, 

Or  guiltless  beasts,  that  seenied  to  look  to  heaven. 

With  eye  imploring  vengeance  on  the  earth. 

Were  tortured  for  the  merriment  of  kings. 

The  advocate  for  him  who  offered  most 

Pleaded ;  the  scribe,  according  to  the  hire. 

Worded  the  Ue,  adding,  for  every  piece. 

An  oath  of  confirmatioii ;  judges  raised, 

One, hand  to  intimate  the  sentence,  death, 

Imprisoiunent,  or  fine,  or  loss  of  goods, 

And  in  the  other  held  a  lusty  bribe. 

Which  they  had  taken  to  give  the  sentence  wrong ; 

So  managing  the  scale  of  justice  still, 

That  he  was  wanting  found  who  poorest  seemed. 

But  laymen,  most  renowned  for  devilish  deeds. 

Laboured  at  distance  still  behind  the  priest ; 

He  shore  hb<  sheep,  and,  having  packed  the  wool. 

Sent  them  unguarded  to  the  hill  of  wolves ; 

And  to  the  bowl  deliberately  sat  down, 

And  with  his  mistress  mocked  at  sacred  thingi. 

The  theatre  was,  from  the  very  first, 

The  favourite  haunt  of  Sin,  though  honest  men. 

Some  very  honest,  wise,  and  worthy  men, 

Maintained  it  might  be  turned  to  good  account ; 

And  so  perhaps  it  might,  but  never  was. 

From  first  to  last  it  was  an  evil  place : 

And  now  such  things  were  acted  there,  as  made 

The  devils  blush ;  and  from  the  neighbourhood. 

Angels  and  holy  men,  trembling,  retired: 

And  what  with  dreadful  aggravation  crowned 

This  dreary  time,  was  sin  against  the  light. 

All  men  knew  God,  and,  knowing,  disobeyed 

And  gloried  to  insult  him  to  his  face. 

Another  feature  only  we  shall  mark. 
It  was  withal  a  highly  polished  age. 
And  scrupubus  in  ceremenious  rite. 
When  stranger  stranger  met  upon  the  way. 
First,  each  to  each  bowed  most  respectfully, 
And  large  professbn  made  of  humble  service. 
And  then  the  stronger  took  the  other's  purse, 
And  he  that  stabbed  his  neighbour  to  the  heart. 
Stabbed  him  politely,  and  returned  the  blade 
Reeking  into  its  sheath  with  graceful  air. 

Meantime  the  earth  gave  symptoms  of  her  end, 
And  all  the  scenery  above  proclaimed, 
That  the  great  last  catastrophe  was  near. 
The  Sun  at  rising  staggered  and  fell  back. 
As  one  too  early  up,  after  a  night 
Of  late  debauch ;  then  rose,  and  shone  again, 
Brighter  than  wont ;  and  sicked  again,  and  paused 
In  zenith  altitude,  as  one  fatigued; 
And  shed  a  feeble  twilight  ray  at  nool^ 
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RoQflDg  the  wolf  befoM  hb  time  to  cYmbo 
7he  shepherd  and  hb  sheep,  that  sought  for  tight, 
And  darkness  found,  astonished,  terrified  * 
7hen,  otit  of  course,  rolled  furious  down  the  west, 
As  chariot  reined  hy  awkward  charioteer ; 
^   And,  waiting  at  the  gatoy  he  on  the  earth 
GUzed,  as  he  thought  he  ne'er  might  see't  again. 
The  how  of  mercy,  heretofore  so  fair, 
'"   Hibbed  with  the  native  hues  of  heavenly  love, 
Disastrous  colours  showed,  unseen  till  now ; 
Changing  upon  the  watery  gulf,  from  pale 
To  fiery  red,  and  back  again  to  pale ; 
Ahff.o'er  it  hovered  wings  of  wrath.    The  Moon 
S4lraggered  in  midst  of  heaven,  grew  black,  and 

dark, 
Unclouded,  uneclipsed.    The  Stars  feU  down, 
Tumbling  from  off  their  towers  like  drunken  men, 
*    Or  seemed  to  fall;  and  glimmered  now,  and  now 
Sprang  out  iii  sudden  blaze  and  diomied  again, 
As  lamp  of  fix>lish  virgin  lacking  oil. 
The  heavens,  this  moment,  looked  serene ;  the  next, 
Glowed  like  an  oven  with  Grod's  displeasure  hot 

Nor  less,  below,  was  intimation  given. 
Of  some  disaster  great  and  ultimate. 
The  tree  that  bloomed,  or  hung  with  clustering 

firuit. 
Untouched  by  visible  calamity 
Of  firoet  or  tempest,  died  and  came  again. 
The  flower  and  herb  fell  down  as  sick ;  then  rose 
And  fell  again.    The  fowls  of  every  hue, 
Crowding  together,  sailed  on  weary  wing ; 
And,  hovering,  oil  they  seemed  about  to  light ; 
Then  soared,  as  if  they  thought  the  earth  unsafe. 
The  cattle  looked  with  meaning  face  on  man. 
Dogs  howled,  and  seemed  to  see  more  than  their 

masters. 
And  there  were  sights  that  none  had  seen  before; 
And  hdlow,  strange,  unprecedented  sounds. 
And  earnest  whisperings  ran  along  the  hills 
At  dead  of  night ;  and  long,  deep,  endless  sighs. 
Came  from  the  dreary  valej  and  from  the  waste 
Came  horrid  shrieks,  and  fierce  unearthly  groans. 
The  wail  of  evil  spirits, 'that  now  felt 
The  hour  of  utter  vengeance  near  at  hand. 
The  winds  firom  every  quarter  blew  at  once. 
With  desperate  violence,  and,  whirling,  took 
The  traveller  up,  and  threw  him  down  again, 
At  distance  from  hb  path,  confounded,  pale ; 
And  shapes,  strange  shapes !  in  winding  sheets 

were  seen. 
Gliding  through  night,  and  dnging  funeral  songs. 
And  imitating  sad,  sepulchral  rites ; 
And  voices  talked  among  the  clouds,  and  still 
The  words  that  men  could  catch  were  spoken  of 

them. 
And  seemed  to  be  the  words  of  wonder  great. 
And  expectation  of  some  vast  event. 
Elarth  shook,  and  swam,  and  reeled,  and  opened 

her  jaws, 


By  earthquake  tossed,  and  tumbled  to  and  firo; 
And,  louder  than  the  ear  of  man  had  heard. 
The  Thunder  bellowed,  and  the  Ocean  groaned. 

The  race  of  men,  perplexed,  but  not  reformed, 
^"locking  together,  stood  in  earnest  crowds, 
Conversing  of  the  awfiil  state  of  things. 
Some  curious  explanations  gave,  unlearned ; 
Some  tried  afifectedly  to  laugh,  and  some 
Ghized  stupidly;  but  all  were  sad  and  pale. 
And  wished  the  comment  of  the  wise.    Nor  lesi 
These  prodigies,  occurring  night  and  day, 
Perplexed  philosophy.    The  magi  tried, — 
Magi,  a  name  not  seldom  given  to  fools, 
In  the  vocabulary  of  earthly  speech, — 
They  tried  to  trace  them  sdll  to  secondcaose 
But  scarcely  satisfied  themselves;  though  round 
Their  deep  deliberations,  crowding,  came, 
And,  wondering  at  their  w^Kiom,  went  away, 
Much  quieted  and  very  much  deceived, 
The  people,  always  glad  to  be  deceived. 

These  warnings  passed,  they,  unregarded,  pssMd, 
And  all  in  wonted  order  cahnly  moved. 
The  pulse  of  Nature  regularly  beat, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  bloom  of  perfect  health 
Again  appeared.    Deceitful  pulse !  and  bloom 
Deceitful !  and  deceitful  calm !  The  Earth 
Was  old,  and  worn  within ;  but,  like  the  man. 
Who  noticed  not  his  mid-day  strength  decline, 
Sliding  so  gently  round  the  curvature 
Of  life,  from  youth  to  age, — she  knew  it  not 
The  calm  was  like  the  calm,  which  oft  the  man. 
Dying,  experienced  before  his  death ; 
The  bloom  was  but  a  hectic  flush,  before 
The  eternal  paleness.     But  all  these  were  taken. 
By  this  last  race  of  men,  for  tokens  of  good; 
And  blustering  public  News  aloud  proclaimed— 
News  always  gabbling  ere  they  well  had  thought^ 
Prosperity,,  and  joy,  and  peace ;  and  mocked 
The  man  who,  kneeling,  prayed,  and  trembled  still. 
And  all  in  earnest  to  their  sins  returned. 

It  was  not  so  in  heaven.    The  elders  round 
The  Throne  conversed  about  the  state  of  man. 
Conjecturing, — for  none  of  certain  knew, — 
That  Time  was  at  an  end.    They  gazed  intcne 
Upon  the  Dial's  face,  which  yonder  stands 
In  gold,  before  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
Jehovah,  and  computes  time,  seasons,  years, 
And  destinies,  and  slowly  numbers  o'er 
The  mighty  cycles  of  eternity; 
By  Grod  alone  completely  understood, 
But  read  by  all,  revealing  much  to  alL 
And  now,  to  saints  of  eldest  skill,  the  ray. 
Which  on  the  gnomon  fell  of  Time,  sitaned 
From  level  west,  and  hasting  quickly  down. 
The  holy  Virtues,  watching,  saw,  besidea, 
Great  preparation  going  on  in  heaven. 
Betokening  great  event,  greater  than  aught 
That  first-created  seraphim  had  seen. 
The  fidthful  messengeis,  who  have  for  wing 
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Tl»  li^tning,  waiting,  day  and  night,  on  Gk>d : 
Before  his  face,  beyond  their  usual  speed, 
On  pinioh  of  celestial  light  were  seen, 
Coming  and  going,  and  their  road  was  still 
From  heatvn  to  earth,  and  back  again  to  hea'ven. 
The  ioge!  of  Mercy,  bent  before  the  Throne, 
■Bj  earnest  pleading,  seemed  to  hold  the  hand 
Of  Vengeance  back,  and  win  a  moment  mors 
Of  kte  repentance  for  some  sinful  world 
Ib  jeopardy :  and,  now,  the  hill  of  Gh)d, 
The  iqpuntain  of  his  majesty,  rolled  flames 
Of  fire,  DOW  smiled  with  momentary  love. 
And  now  again  with  fiery  fierceness  burned ; 
And  ftam  behind  the  darkness  of  his  Throne, 
Tluoogh  which  created  vision  never  saw, 
The  living  Thunders,  in  their  native  caves, 
Muttered  the  terrors  of  Omnipotence, 
And  icbdy  seemed,  impatient  to  fulfil 
Some  errand  of  exterminating  wrath. 

Meanwhile  the  Earth  increased  in  wickedness, 
And  hasted  daily  to  fill  up  her  cup. 
Satan  raged  loose,  Sin  had  her  wiU,  and  Death 
Enough.    Blood  trode  upon  the  heels  of  blood, 
Revenge,  in  desperate  mood,  at  midnight  met 
Reienge,  War  brayed  to  War,  Deceit  deceived 
Deceit,  Lie  cheated  Lie,  and  Treachery 
Mined  under  Treachery,  and  Perjury 
Swore  back  on  Perjury,  and  Blasphemy 
Arose  with  hideous  Blasphemy,  and  Curse 
Loud  answered  Curse  *,  and  drunkard,  stumbling, 

feU 
O'er  drunkard  fidlen;  and  husband  husband  met. 
Returning  each  from  other's  bed  defiled ; 
TUef  stole  from  thief,  and  robber  on  the  way 
Knocked  robber  down,  and  Lewdness,  Violence, 
And  Hate,  met  Lewdness,  Violence,  and  Hate. 
Oh,  Earth!  thy  hour  was  come!  the  last  elect 
Wm  bom,  complete  the  number  of  the  good, 
And  the  last  sand  fell  from  the  glass  of  Time. 
The  cup  of  guilt  was  full  up  to  the  brim; 
And  Mercy,  weary  with  beseeching,  had 
Retired  behind  the  sword  of  Justice,  red 
With  ultimate  and  unrepenting  wrath ; 
Bat  man  knew  not:  he  &er  his  bowl  laughed  loud. 
And,  prophesying,  said,  "  To-morrow  shall 
Ai  this  day  be,  and  more  abundant  still  I" 
As  thou  shalt    hear — But,  hark!    the  trumpet 

sounds, 
And  calls  to  evening  song ;  for,  though  with  hymn 
Eternal,  course  succeeding  course,  extol 
In  piesence  of  the  incarnate,  holy  GK)d, 
Ajhd  oelehrate  his  never-ending  praise, — 
Daly  at  nBm  and  night,  the  multitudes 
Of  men  redeemed,  and  angels,  all  the  hosts 
Of  glory,  join  in  universal  song. 
And  pour  celestial  harmony,  from  harps 
Abofe  all  number,  eloquent  and  sweet, 
Ahove  all  thought  of  melody  conceived. 
Aftd  BOW  behold  the  fidr  inhabitants. 


Delightfiil  sight !  from  numerous  business  turn, 
And  round  and  round  through  all  the  extent  tf 

bliss 
Towards  the  temple  of  Jehovah  bow,  « 

And  worship  reverently  before  his  face! 

Pursuits  axe  various  here,  suiting  all  tastes, 
Though  holy  all,  and  glorifying  6od. 
Observe  yon  band  pursue  the  sylvan  stream : 
Mounting  among  the  cliiis,  they  pull  the  fiower. 
Springing  as  soon  as  pulled,  anQ,  marvelling,  pi^ 
Into  its  veins,  and  circulating  blood. 
And  wondrous  mimicry  of  higher  life ; 
Admire  its  colours,  fragrance,  gentle  shape  *,' 
And  thence  admire  the  God  who  made  it  so—^ 
So  simple,  complex,  and  so  beautifiil. 

Behold  yon  other  band,  in  airy  robes 
Of  bliss.  •  They  weave  thtf  sacred  bower  of  rose 
And  myrtle  shade,  and  shadowy  verdant  bay. 
And  laurel,  towering  high;  ajid  round  their  song, 
The  pink  and  lily  bring,  and  amaranth. 
Narcissus  sweet,  and  jessamine ;  and  bring 
The  clustering  vine,  stopping  with  fiower  and  fruit, 
The  peach  and  orange,  and  the  sparkling  stream, 
Warbling  with  nectar  to  their  Hps  unasked  { 
And  talk  the  while  of  everlasting  love. 

On  yonder  hill,  behold  another  band. 
Of  piercing,  steady,  intellectual  eye, 
And  spacious  forehead  of  sublimest  thought. 
They  reason  deep  of  present,  future,  past ; 
And  trace  effect  to  cause ;  and  meditate 
On  the  eternal  laws  of  Grod,  which  bind 
Circumference  to  centre ;  and  survey, 
With  optic  tubes,  that  fetch  remotest  stare 
Near  them,  the  systems  circling  round  immense 
Innumerous.     See  how, — as  he,  the  sage. 
Among  the  most  renowned  in  days  of  Time, 
Renowned  for  large,  capacious,  holy  soul. 
Demonstrates  clearly  motion,  gravity, 
Attraction,  and  repulsion,  still  opposed ; 
And  dips  into  the  deep,  original. 
Unknown,  mysterious  elements  of  things, — 
See  how  the  face  of  every  auditor 
Expands  with  admiration  of  the  skill,       * 
Omnipotence,  and  boundless  love  of  Qod ! 

These  other,  sitting  near  the  tree  of  life. 
In  robes  of  linen  fiowing  white  and  clean, 
Of  holiest  aspect,  of  divinest  soul. 
Angels  and  men, — into  the  glory  look 
Of  the  Redeeming  Love,  and  turn  the  leaves 
Of  man's  redemption  o'er,  the  secret  leaves, 
Which  none  on  earth  were  found  worthy  to  open. 
And,  as  they  read  the  m3rsteries  divine, 
The  endless  mysteries  of  salvation,  wrought 
By  God's  incarnate  Son,  they  humbler  bow 
Before  the  Lamb,  and  glow  with  warmer  love. 

These  other,  there  relaxed  beneath  the  shade 
Of  yon  embowering  palms,  with  friendship  smile. 
And  talk  of  ancient  days,  and  young  pursuits. 
Of  dangers  passed,  of  godly  triumphs  won ; 
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And  anfr  tke  legends  of  their  native  land, 
Len  pleasing  far  than  this  their  Father's  house. 

Behold  that  other  hand,  half  lifted  up 
%t  ween,  the  hill  and  dale,  reclined  beneath 
The  shadow  of  impending  rocks,  'mong  streams, 
And  thundering  waterfalls,  and  waving  boughs ; 
That  band  of  countenance  sublime  and  sweet, 
Whose  eye,  with  piercing,  intellectual  ray, 
Now  beams  severe,  or  now  bewildered  seems, 
Left  rolling  wild,  or  fixed  in  idle  gaze, 
While  Fancy  and  the  Soul  are  far  firom  home; 
These  hold  the  pencil,  axt  divine  I  an^  throw 
Befote  the  eye  remembered  scenes  of  love ; 
Eftch  picturing  to  each  the  hills,  and  skies, 
And  treasured  stories  of  the  world  he  left ; 
Or,  gazing  on  the  scenery  of  heaven, 
They  dip  their  hand  in  colour's  native  well, 
And,  on  the  everlasting  canvas,  dash 
Figures  of  glory,  imagery  divine, 
With  grace  and  grandeur  in  perfection  knit. 

But,  whatsoe'er  these  spirits  blessed  pursue. 
Where'er  they  g<5,  whatever  sights  they  see 
Of  glory  and  bUss  through  all  the  tracts  of  heaven 
The  centre,  still,  the  figure  eminent, 
Whither  they  ever  turn,  on  whom  all  eyes 
Repose  with  infinite  delight,  b  God, 
And  his  incarnate  Son,  the  Lamb  once  slain 
On  Calvary,  to  ransom  mined  men. 

None  idle  here.  Look  where  thou  wilt,  they  all 
AH  active,  all  engaged  in  meet  pursuit ; 
Not  happy  else,    ^cnce  is  it  that  the  song 
Of  heaven  is  ever  new ;  for  daily  thus. 
And  nightly,  new  discoveries  are  made 
*    Of  Good's  unbounded  wisdom,  power,  and  love. 
Which  give  the  understanding  larger  room. 
And  swell  the  hymn  with  ever-growing  praise. 

Behold,  they  cease !  and  every  face  to  Grod 
Turns ;  and  we  pause  from  high  poetic  theme. 
Not  worthy  least  of  being  sung  in  heaven ; 
And  on  unvailed  Godhead  look  from  this, 
Our  oft^frequented  hill.    He  takes  the  harp. 
Nor  needs  to  seek  befitting  phrase :  unsought, 
NumbeM  harmonious  roll  along  the  lyre; 
As  river  in  its  native  bed,  they  fiow 
Spontaneous,  flowing  with  the  tide  of  thought. 
He  takes  the  harp^a  bard  of  Judah  leads. 
This  night,  the  boundless  song,  the  bard  that  once. 
When  Israel's  king  was  sad  and  sick  to  death, 
A  message  brought  of  fifteen  added  years. 
Before  the  Throne  he  stands  sublime,  in  robes 
Of  glory;  and  now  his  fingers  wake  the  chords 
To  praise,  which  we  and  all  in  heaven  repeat. 

Harps  of  Eternity !  begin  the  song, 
Redeemed  and  angel  harps !  begin  to  God, 
Begin  the  anthem  ever  sweet  and  new. 
While  I  extol  Him,  holy,  just,  and  good. 
Life,  beauty,  light,  intelligence,  and  k>ve 
Eternal,  uncreated,  infinite ! 
Uoiearchable  Jehovah!  God  of  truth. 


Maker^  upholder,  governor  of  all  1 
Thyself  uiunade,  ungovemed,  unupheld  I 
Omnipotent,  unchangeable,  Great  Gkxl  f 
Exhaustless  fulness !  giving  unimpaired ! 
Bounding  immensity,  unspread,  unbound  I 
Highest  and  best  I  begiiming,  middle,  end  I 
All-seeing  Eye  I  all-seeing,  and  unseen  1 
Hearing,  unheard  I  all-knowing,  and  unknovm! 
Above  all  praise!  above  all  height  of  thought! 
Proprietor  of  immortality ! 
Glory  ineffable !  bliss  underived ! 
Of  old  thou  builtst  thy  throne  on  righteoasnei^ 
Before  the  morning  Stars  their  song  began, 
Or  silence  heard  the  voice  of  praise.    Thou  laidit 
Eternity's  foundation  stone,  and  sawst 
Life  and  existence  out  of  Thee  begin. 
Mysterious  more,  the  more  displayed,  where  itill 
Upon  thy  glorious  Throne  thou  sitat  alone, 
Hast  sat  alone,  and  shalt  forever  sit 
Alone,  Invisible,  Inmiortal  One ! 
Behind  essential  brightness  unbeheld. 
Incomprehensible !  what  weight  shall  weigh. 
What  measure  measure  Thee !    What  know  m 

more 
Of  Thee,  what  need  to  know,  than  Thou  hail 

taught, 
And  bidst  us  still  repeat,  at  mom  and  even  %— 
God!  Everlasting  Father!  Holy  One! 
Our  Gh)d,  our  Father,  our  Eternal  All  1 
Source  whence  we  came,  and  whither  we  retnro,' 
Who  made  our  spirits,  who  our  bodies  made, 
Who  made  the  heaven,  who  made  the  flowery  land, 
Who  made  all  made,  who  orders,  governs  all, 
Who  walks  upon  the  wind,  who  holds  the  wave 
In  hollow  of  thy  hand,  wh6m  thunders  wait, 
Whom  tempests  serve,  whom  flaming  fires  obey, 
Who  guides  the  circuit  of  the  endless  years. 
And  sitst  on  high,  and  makest  creation's  top 
Thy  footstool,  and  beholdst,  below  Thee,  all- 
All  nought,  all  less  than  nought,  and  vanity. 
Like  transient  dust  that  hovers  on  the  scale, 
Ten  thousand  worlds  are  scattered  in  thy  breath. 
Thou  sitst  on  high,  and  measurest  destinies, 
And  days,  and  months,  and  wide- revolving  yean; 
And  dost  according  to  thy  holy  will  • 
And  none  can  stay  thy  hand,  and  none  withhold 
Thy  glory;  for  in  judgment.  Thou,  as  well 
As  mercy,  art  exalted,  day  and  night 
Past,  present,  future,  magnify  thy  name. 
Thy  works  all  praise  Thee,  all  thy  angels  praiss, 
Thy  saints  adore,  and  on  thy  altars  bum 
The  firagrant  incense  of  perpetual  love. 
They  praise  Thee  now,  their  hearts,  tbea  voiees 

praise, 
And  swell  the  rapture  of  the  glorious  song. 
Harp !  lift  thy  voice  on  high !  shout,  ang^,  shoat ! 
And  loudest,  ye  redeemed!  glory  to  God, 
And  to  the  Lamb  who  bought  us  with  his  blood, 
From  every  kindred,  nation,  people,  tongue ; 


BOOK  VII. 


47 


jhed,  and  sanctified,  and  saved  our  souls; 
re  OS  robes  of  linen  pure,  and  crowns 
ind  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God. 
ck  to  ancient  Time !  Sing  loud,  and  wave 
ms  of  triumph !  sing,  Where  is  thy  sting, 
A  where  is  thy  victory,  O  Grave! 
be  to  God,  eternal  thanks,  who  gave 
ry  through  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord, 
ft  thy  voice  on  high!  shout,  angels,  shout! 
iest,  ye  redeemed!  glory  to  Grod, 
he  Lamb,  all  glory  and  all  praise, 
r  and  all  praise,  at  mom  and  even, 
DC  and  go  eternally,  and  find 
f  still,  and  Thee  for  ever  blessed ! 
God  and  to  the  Lamb.    Amen. 
,  and  for  evermore.    Amen. 
dose  who  stood  upon  the  sea  of  glass, 
•e  who  stood  upon  the  battlements 
f  towers  of  New  Jerusalem, 
m  who  circling  stood,  bowing  afar, 
m  the  everlasting  bills, 
ids  of  Thousands,  thousands  infinite, 
ice  of  boundless  love,  answered.  Amen. 
Migh  Eternity  near,  and  remote, 
Ids,  adoring,  echoed  back,  Amen, 
d  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghott, 
B  Eternal,  smiled  superior  bliss  I 
ry  eye,  and  every  face  in  heaven, 
g  and  reflected,  beamed  with  love, 
id  be  not,  the  Virtue  new  arrived, 
xihead  gain  an  individual  smile, 
looeptanoe,  and  of  welcome  high, 
firmation  evermore  in  good, 
le  the  landscape  glowed  with  holy  joy. 
with  wing  dipped  from  the  well  of  Hfe, 
through  Parad)se,«uid  living  dews; 
rers,  the  spicy  shrubs,  the  lawn,  refreshed, 
I  their  selectest  balm,  breathed  odours,  such 
k  love ;  and  all  the  trees  of  heaven, 
sr,  ptoe,  and  everlasting  oak, 
I  oo  the  mountains,  dapped  their  hands. 
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who  meditates  at  evening  tide, 
ing  alone  by  voiceless  solitudes, 
I  in  fancy,  far  beyond  the  bounds 
e  and  vulgar  things,  and  things 
ed  hitherto,  pursuing  tracts 
iitraveOed  and  unknown,  through  vast 
tnd  sweet  imaginings ;  if  chance 
ry  harp,  waked  by  the  gentle  sprites 
^t,  or  light  touch  of  sylvan  maid, 
uccession  fall  upon  his  car, 
the  desert  with  its  heavenly  tones ; 
u  intense,  and  pleased  exceedingly, 
(bes  it  may  never  stop;  yet  when 


It  stops;  grieves  not;  but  to  his  former  thoughts 
W^th  fondest  haste  returns :  so  did  the  Seer, 
So  did  his  audience,  after  worship  passed, 
And  praise  in  heaven,  return  to  sing,  tojiear 
Of  man,  not  worthy  less  the  sacred  lyre, 
Or  the  attentive  ear ;  and  thus  the  baid. 
Net  unbesought,  again  resumed  his  song. 

In  customed  glory  bright,  that  mom,  the  Sun 
Rose,  visiting  the  earth  with  light,  and  heat, 
And  joy;  and  seemed  as  full  of  youth  and  strong 
To  mount  the  steep  of  heaven,  as  when  the  Stan 
Of  morning  9ung  to  his  first  dawn,  and  night 
Fled  from  his  face ;  the  spacious  sky  reeeived 
Him,  blushing  as  a  bride,  when  on  her  looked 
The  bridegroom;  and,  spread  out  beneath  his  eye, 
Earth  smiled.   Up  to  his  warm  embrace,  the  Dews, 
That  all  night  long  had  wept  his  absence,  flew. 
The  herbs  and  flowers  their  fragrant  stores  un- 
locked. 
And  gave  the  wanton  breeze  that,  newly  woke. 
Revelled  in  sweets,  and  from  its  wings  shook  health, 
A  thousand  grateful  smells ;  th^  joyous  woods 
Dried  in  his  beams  their  locks,  wet  with  the  drops 
Of  night;  and  all  the  sons  of  music  sung 
Their  matin  song — from  arboured  hovrer,  the  thrush, 
Concerting  with  the  lark  that  hymned  on  high. 
On  the  green  hill  the  flocks,  and  in  the  vale 
The  herds,  rejoiced ;  and,  light  of  heart,  the  hind 
Eyed  amorously  the  mUk-maid  as  she  passed. 
Not  heedless,  though  she  looked  another  way.    ' 

No  sign  was  there  of  change.  ^11  nature  moved 
In  wonted  harmony.    Men,  as  they  met. 
In  morning  salutation,  praised  the  day. 
And  talked  of  common  things.  The  husbandman 
Prepared  the  soil,  and  silver-tongued  Hope 
Promised  another  harvest.     In  the  streets, 
E^h  wishing  to  make  profit  of  his  neighbour. 
Merchants,  assembling,  spoke  of  trying  times. 
Of  bankruptcies,  and  markets  glutted  full ; 
Or,  crowding  to  the  beach,  where,  to  their  ear, 
The  oath  of  foreign  accent,  and  the  noise 
Uncouth  of  trade's  rough  sons,  made  music  sweet, 
Elate  with  certain  gain, — ^beheld  the  bark, 
Expected  long,  enriched  with  other  climes,' 
Into  the  harbour  safely  steer ;  or  saw. 
Parting  with  many  a  weeping  farewell  sad. 
And  blessing  uttered  rade,  and  sacred  pledge. 
The  rich  laden  carack,  bound  to  distant  shore, 
And  hopefully  talked  of  her  coming  back. 
With  richer  fraught ;  or  sitting  at  the  desk, 
In  calculation  deep  and  intricate 
Of  loss  and  profit  balancing,  relieved. 
At  intervals,  the  irksome  task,  with  thought 
Of  future  ease,  retired  in  villa  snug.  ' 

With  subtle  look,  amid  his  parchments,  sat 
The  lawyer,  weaving  his  sophistries  for  court 
To  meet  at  mid-day.     On  his  weary  conch. 
Fat  Luxury,  sick  of  the  night's  debauch, 
iiay  groaning,  fretful  at  the  obtrusive  beam, 
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That  through  his  lattice  peeped  derunvely. 

The  restlefls  miser  had  beguti  again 

To  count  his  heaps.    Before  her  toilet  stood 

The  fair,  and,  as  with  guileful  skill  she  decked 

Her  loveliness,  thought  of  the  coming  ball, 

New  lovers,  or  the  sweeter  nuptial  night. 

And  evil'men,  of  desperate,  lawless  life. 

By  oath  of  deep  damnation  leagued  to  ill 

Remonelessly,  fled  from  the  face  of  day, 

Against  the  innocent  their  counsel  held, 

Plotting  unpardonable  deeds  of  blood, 

And  vUlanies  of  fearful  magnitude. 

Despots,  secure  behind  a  thousand  bolts 

The  workmanship  of  fear,  forged  chains  for  man. 

Senates  were  meeting,  statesmen  loudly  talked 

Of  national  resources,  war  and  peace. 

And  sagely  balanced  empires  soon  to  end ; 

And  faction's  jaded  minions,  by  the  page 

Paid  for  abuse  and  oft-repeated  lies, 

In  daily  prints,  the  thor»ugh-fare  of  news, 

For  party  schemes  made  interest,  under  cloak 

Of  liberty,  and  right,  and  public  weal. 

In  holy  conclave,  bishops  spoke  of  tithes, 

And  of  the  awful  wickedness  of  men. 

Intoxicate  with  sceptres,  diadems, 

And  universal  rule,  and  panting  hard 

For  fame,  heroes  were  leading  on  the  brave 

To  battle.    Men,  in  science  deeply  read, 

And  academic  theory,  foretold 

Improvements  vast ;  and  learned  sceptics  proved 

That  earth  should  with  eternity  endure — 

Concluding  madly,  that  there  was  no  Qod. 

No  sign  of  change  appeared :  to  every  man 
That  day  seemed  as  the  past  From  noontide  path 
The  sun  looked  gloriously  on  earth,  and  all 
Her  scenes  of  giddy  folly  smiled  secure. 
When  suddenly,  alas,  fair  Earth !  the  sun 
Was  wrapped  in  darkness,  and  his  beams  returned 
Up  to  the  throne  of  Grod,  and  over  all  - 
The  earth  came  night,  moonless  and  starless  night. 
Nature  stood  still.    The  seas  and  rivers  stood, 
And  all  the  winds,  and  every  living  thing. 
The  cataract,  that,  like  a  giant  wroth. 
Rushed  down  impetuously,  as  seized,  at  once. 
By  sudden  frost,  with  all  his  hoary  locks. 
Stood  stiU ;  and  beasts  of  every  kind  stood  still. 
A  deep  and  dreadful  silence  reigned  alone ! 
Hope  died  in  every  breast,  and  on  all  men 
Came  fear  and  trembling.    None  to  his  neighbour 

spoke. 
Husband  thought  not  of  wife,  nor  of  he^  child 
The  mother,  nor  firiend  of  friend,  nor  foe  of  ioe. 
In  horrible  sus^^nse  all  mortals  stood ; 
Hjid,  as  they  stood  and  listened,  chariots  were 

heard. 
Rolling  in  heaven.    Revealed  in  flaming  fire. 
The  angel  of  Grod  appeared  in  stature  vast, 
Blazing,  and  lifting  up  his  hand  on  high. 
By  him  that  lives  for  ever,  swore,  that  Time 


Should  be  no  mote.    Throughout,  creation  heard 
And  sighed ;  all  rivers,  lakes,  and  seas,  and  woodd^ 
Desponding  waste,  and  cultivated  vale, 
Wild  cave,  and  ancient  hill,  and  every  rock, 
Sighed.    E^rth,  arrested  in  her  wonted  path, 
As  ox  struck  by  the  lifted  axe,  when  nought 
Was  feared,  in  all  her  entrails  deeply  groaned. 
A  universal  crash  was  heard,  as  if 
The  ribs  of  Nature  broke,  and  all  her  dark 
Foundations  failed ;  and  deadly  paleness  sat 
On  every  face  of  man,  and  every  heart 
Ghrew  chill,  and  every  knee  his  fellow  smote. 
None  spoke,  none  stirred,  none  wept ;  for  honor 

held 
All  motionless,  and  fettered  every  tongue. 
Again,  o'er  all  the  nations  silence  fell : 
And,  in  the  heavens,  robed  in  excessive  light, 
That  drove  the  thick  of  darkness  far  aside. 
And  walked  with  penetration  keen,  through  all 
The  abodes  of  men,  another  angel  stood. 
And  blew  the  trump  of  God :  Awake,  ye  dead. 
Be  changed,  ye  living,  and  put  on  the  garb 
Of  immortality.    Awake,  arise! — 
The  Grod  of  judgment  comes !  This  said  the  voice, 
And  Silence,  from  eternity  that  slept 
Beyond  the  sphere  of  the  creating  Word, 
And  all  the  noise  of  Time,  awakened  heard.  - 
Heaven  heaid,  and  earth,  and  farthest  hell,  throogh 

aU 
Her  regions  of  despair;  the  ear  of  Deatb 
Heard,  and  the  sleep  that  for  so  long  a  night 
Pressed  on  his  leaden  eyelids,  fied ;  and  all 
The  dead  awoke,  and  all  the  living  changed. 

Old  men,  that  on  their  staff,  bending,  had  leanedi 
Crazy  and  frail,  or  sat,  benumbed  with  age. 
In  weary  listlessness,  llpe  for  the  grave. 
Felt  through  their  sluggish  vdns  and  withered 

limbs 
New  vigour  flow;  the  wrinkled  &ce  grew  smooth; 
Upon  the  head,  that  Time  had  razored  bare. 
Rose  bushy  locks;  and  as  his  son  in  prime 
Of  strength  and  youth,  the  aged  father  stood 
Changing  herself,  the  mother  saw  her  son 
Grow  up,  and  suddenly  put  on  the  form 
Of  manhood ;  and  the  wretch,  that  begging  sat, 
Limbless,  deformed,  at  comer  of  the  way, 
Unmindful  of  his  crutch,  in  joint  and  limb. 
Arose  complete ;  and  he,  that  on  the  bed 
Of  mortal  sickness,  worn  with  sore  distress, 
Lay  breathing  forth  his  soul  to  death,  felt  now 
The  tide  of  life  and  vigour  rushing  back ; 
And,  looking  up,  beheld  his  weeping  wife, 
And  daughter  fond,  that  o'er  him,  bending,  stooped 
To  dose  his  eyes.    The  frantic  madman,  too^ 
In  whose  confused  brain  reason  had  lost 
Her  way,  long  driven  at  random  to  and  fro, 
Grew  sober,  and  his  manacles  fell  off*. 
The  newly-sheeted  corpse  arose,  and  stared 
On  those  who  dressed  it ;  and  the  coflined  dead. 
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im  bearing  to  the  tomb,  awoke, 
with  their  friends;  and  armies,  which 
arpheed,  met  in  the  furious  shock 
r  the  bleeding  ranks,  new  fallen, 
ce,  and  to  their  ghastly  cheeks 
Lream  of  life  in  healthy  flow ;  . 
natomist,  with  all  his  band 
pies,  o'er  the  subject  hung) 
iy  hewed  his  way,  througt^  bones 
of  the  sacred  human  form, 
baroualy.to  wanton  gaze, 
s  of  nature,  joint  embraced 
oint,  the  wounded  flesh  grew  up, 
r  the  injured  man  awoke, 
hands,  and  stood  arrayed  complete 
y — forgiving  scarce 
(ered  to  his  clay  in  death. 
;he  hour,  loi^  wished  for  by  the  good, 
Jubilee  to  all 

wndage :  from  the  oppressor's  hand 
of  violence  fell,  and  froin  his  back, 
stripes,  the  burden  of  the  slave, 
of  great  religious  souli^ho  sat 
luntary  loneliness, 
travagant  now  wrapped, 
w  on  book  of  ancient  date, 
ve,  and  dipping  oft  his  pen 
lortal  things ;  to  pleasure  deaf, 
xxnmon  men,  working  his  way 
eneigy,  not  uninspired, 
he  mines  of  thought ;  reckless  of  pain, 
Bs,  and  wasted  health,  the  scoff 
growl'of  Envy's  helUsh  brood; 
r,  voyaged  fiur  beyond  the  bounds 
aled,  heard  many  a  future  age, 
ndation  loud,  repeat  his  name, — 
tess !  the  day  of  change  was  come, — 
tiadow  of  eternity, 
isions  set  of  earthly  fame, 
nor  sighed,  while  through  his  veins. 
Tent,  ran  inmiortal  life ; 
ewed  to  undecayi^  health ; 
ng  health,  his  soul,  erewhile 
niss  to  Grod's  eternal  praise. 
1  field  and  city,  by  the  way, 
sa,  lolling  in  gorgeous  hall, 
the  oar ;  crawling  in  rags 
lazzling  in  embroidered  gold, 
npanies,  at  home,  abroad ; 
lerriment  surprised  and  taken, 
reverently  in  act  of  prayer ; 
Bcklessly,  or  uttering  lies ; 
reedily,  from  slander's  cup, 
*  reputation ;  or  between 
uid  brotherhoods  devising  strife ; 
3  defile  a  neighbour's  bed ; 
Mrith  dagger  of  revenge ; 
n  the  widow's  heritage, 
ovetousness ;  or,  with  full  hand. 


On  mercy's  noiseless  errands,  unobserved, 
Administering ;  or  meditating  fraud . 
And  deeds  of  horrid  barbarous  intent; 
In  full  pursuit  of  unexperienced  hope, 
Fluttering  along  the  flowery  path  of  youth ; 
Or  steeped  in  disappointment^  bitterness, 
The  fevered  cup  that  guilt*  must  ever  drink, 
When  parched  and  fainting  on  the  road  of  ill ; 
Beggar  and  king,  the  clown  and  hai:^hty  lord ; 
The  venerable  sage,  and  empty  fop; 
The  ancient  matron,  and  the  rosy  bride; 
The  virgin  chaste,  and  shriveled  harlot  vile ; 
The  savage  fierce,  and  man  of  science,  mild ; 
The  good  and  evil,  in  a  moment,  aU 
Were  changed,  corruptible  to  incorrupt, 
And  mortal  to  immortal,  ne'er  to  change. 

And  now,  descending  from  the  bowers  of  heaven, 
Soft  airs  o'er  all  the  earth,  spreading,  were  heard. 
And  Hallelujahs  sweet,  the  harmony 
Of  righteous  souls  that  came  to  repossess 
Their  long-neglected  bodies ;  and  anon 
Upon  the  ear  fell  horribly  the  sound 
Of  cursing,  and  the  yells  of  damned  despair. 
Uttered  by  felon  spirits,  that  the  tramp 
Had  summoned  from  the  burning  glooms  of  hell 
To  put  their  bodies  on,  reserved  for  wo. 

Now,  starting  up  among  the  living  changed, 
Appeared  innumerous  the  risen  dead. 
Eadi  particle  of  dust  was  claimed :  the  tnr( 
For  ages  trod  beneath  the  careless  fool  . 
Of  men,  rose,  organized  in  human  form ; 
The  monumental  stones  were  rolled  away; 
The  doors  of  death  were  open^ ;  and  in  the  dadt 
And  loathsome  vault,  and  silent  chamel  house, 
Moving,  were  heard  the  piouldered  bones  that 

sought 
Their  proper  place.    Instinctive,  every  soul 
Flew  to  its  clayey  part :  from  gras»-grown  mould, 
The  nameless  spirit  took  its  ashes  up^ 
Reanimate ;  and,  merging  from  beneath 
The  flattered  marble,  undistinguished  rose 
The  great,  nor  heeded  once  the  lavish  rhyme, 
And  costly  pomp  of  sculptured  garnish  vain. 
The  Memphian  mummy,  that  from  age  to  age. 
Descending,  bought  and  sold  a  thousand  times. 
In  hall  of  curious  antiquary  stowed, 
Wrapped   in  mysterious  weeds,  the  wondrous 

theme 
Of  many  an  erring  tale,  shook  off  its  rags; 
And  the  brown  son  of  Egypt  stood  beside 
The  European,  his  hist  purchaser. 
In  vale  remote,  the  hermit  rose,  surprised 
At  crowds  that  rose  around  him,  whtre  he  thought 
His  slumbers  had  been  single ;  and  the  bard,         ^ 
Who  fondly  covenanted  with  his  friend. 
To  lay  his  bones  beneath  the  sighing  bough 
Of  some  old  lonely  tree,  rising,  was  pressed 
By  multitudes  that  claimed  their  proper  dust 
From  the  same  spot ;  and  he,  that,  richly  hearsed, 
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With  gloomy  garnituie  orpoithased  wo^ 
Embalmedi^  in  princely  sepmchn  was  laid, 
i^j>art  fix)m  vulgar  men,  built  nicely  round 
And  round  by  the  proud  heir,  who  blushed  to 

tMnk 
His  father's  lordly  day  should  ever  mix 
With  peasant  dust, — mw  by  his  side  awake 
The  clown  that  long  had  slumbered  in  his  arms. 

The  family  tomb,  to  whose  devouring  mouth 
Descended  sire  and  son,  age  after  age, 
In  long,  unbroken,  hereditary  line, 
*    Poured  forth,  at  once,  the  ancient  father  rude, 
And  all  his  ofispring  of  a  thousand  years. 
Refreshed  from  sweet  repose,  awoke  the  man 
Of  charitable  life — awoke  and  sung : 
And  from  his  prison  house,  slowly  and  sad, 
As  if  unsatisfied  with  holding  near 
Communion  with  the  earth,  the  miser  drew 
His  carcass  forth,  and  gnashed  his  teeth,  and 

howled 
Unsolaoed  by  his  gold  and  silver  then.       ^ 
From  simple  stone  in  lonely  wilderness. 
That  hoary  lay,  o'er-lettered  by  the  hand 
Of  oft-frequenting  pilgrim,  who  had  taught 
The  willow  tree  to  weep,  at  mom  and  even, 
Over  the  sacred  spot, — the  mart3rr  sunt, 
To  song  of  seraph  harp,  triumphant,  rose. 
Well  pleased  that  he  had  suffered  to  the  death. 
«  The  doud-clapped  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces,'' 
As  sung  the  bard  by  Nature's  hand  anointed. 
In  whose  capacious  giant  numbers  rolled 
The  passions  of  old  Time,  fell  lumbering  down. 
All  cities  fell,  and  every  work  of  man. 
And  gave  dieir  portion  forth  of  human  dust, 
Touched  by  the  mortal  finger  of  decay. 
Tree,  herb^  and  flower,  and  every  fowl  of  heaven. 
And  fish,  and  animal,  the  wild  and  tame,' 
Forthwith  dissolving,  crumbled  into  dust. 

Alas!  ye  sons  of  stnngth,  ye  ancient  .oaks, 
Ye  holy  pines,  ye  elms,  and  cedars  tall. 
Like  towers  of  Gbd,  fiur  seen  on  Carmel  mount. 
Or  Lebanon,  that  waved  your  boughs  on  high. 
And  laughed  at  all  the  winds, — ^your  hour  was 

oomet 
Ye  Unreb,  ever  green,  and  bays,  that  wont 
To  vneath  the  patriot  and  the  poet's  brow; 
Ye  myrtle  bowers,  and  groves  of  sacred  shade,     . 
Where  music  ever  sung,  and  Zephyr  fanned 
His  airy  vring,  wet  with  the  dews  of  life, 
And  Spring  for  ever  smiled,  the  fragrant  haunt 
Of  Love,  and  Health,  and  ever-dancing  Mirth, — 
Alas!  how  suddenly  your  verdure  died. 
And  ceased  your  minstrelsy,  to  sing  no  more! 
^e  flowers  of  beauty,  penciled  by  the  hand 
Of  GFod,  who  annually  renewed  your  birth. 
To  gem  the  virgin  robes  of  Nature  chaste, 
Ye  smiling-featured  daughters  of  the  Sun ! 
Fairer  than  queenly  bride,  by  Jordan's  stream 
Leading  your  gentle  lives,  retired,  unseen ; 


Or  on  the  sainted  clifis  on  Zion  hill 
Wandering,  and  holding  with  the  heavenly  dewi, 
In  holy  revelry,  your  nightly  loves. 
Watched  by  the  stars,  and  offering,  every  mom. 
Your  incense  grateful  both  to  God  and  man ;— 
Ye  lovely  gentle  things,  alas!  no  spring 
Shall  ever  wake  you  now!  ye  withered  all. 
All  in  a  moment  drooped,  and  on  your  roots 
The  grasp  of  everiasting  winter  seized! 
Children  of  song,  ye  birds  that  dwelt  in  air. 
And  stole  your  notes  from  angels'  lyres,  and  fint 
In  levee  of  the  mom,  with  eulogy 
Ascending,  hailed  the  advent  of  the  dawn ; 
Or,  roosted  on  the  pensive  evening  bough, 
In  melancholy  numbers,  sung  the  day 
To  rest;— your  little  vrings,  failing,  dissolved. 
In  middle  air,  and  on  your  harmony  , 

Perpetual  silence  fell!  Nor  did  hb  wing, 
That  sailed  in  track  of  gods  sublime,  and  fanned 
The  sun,  avail  the  eagle  then ;  quick  smitten. 
His  plumage  withered  in  meridian  height, 
And,  in  the  valley,  sank  the  lordly  bird, 
A  clod  of  ckiy.    Before  the  ploughman  fell 
His  steers,  and  in  midway  the  furrow  left 
The  shepherd  saw  his  flocks  around  him  torn 
To  dust    Beneath  his  rider  fell  the  steed 
To  ruins :  and  the  lion  in  his  den 
Grew  cold  and  stiff,  or  in  the  fturious  chase. 
With  timid  fawn,  that  scarcely  missed  his  paws. 
On  earth  no  living  thing  was  seen  but  men. 
New-changed,  or  rising  from  the  opening  tomb. 
Athens,  and  Rome,  and  Babylon,  and  Tyre, 
And  she  that  sat  on  Thames,  queen  of  the  sets, 
Cities  once  famed  on  earth,  convulsed  through  ill 
Their  mighty  ruins,  threw  their  millions  forth. 
Palm3rra's  dead,  where  Desolation  sat, 
From  age  to  age,  well  pleased  in  solitude. 
And  silence,  save  when  traveller's  foot,  or  owl 
Of  night,  or  fragment  mouldering  down  to  dust, 
Broke  faintly  on  his  desert  ear, — awoke. 
And  Salem,  holy  city,  where  the  Prince 
Of  Life,  by  death,  «  second  life  secured 
To  man,  and  with  him,  from  the  grave,  redeemed, 
A  chosen  number  brought,  to  retinue 
HLb  great  ascent  on  high,  and  give  sure  pledge, 
That  death  was  foiled, — her  generations  now, 
Grave  up,  of  kings  and  priests,  and  Pharisees: 
Nor  even  the  Sadducee,  who  fondly  said. 
No  noorn  of  resurrection  e'er  should  come. 
Could  sit  the  summons ;  to  hb  ear  did  reach 
The  trumpet's  voice,  and,  ill  prepared  for  what 
He  oft  had  proved  should  never  be,  he  rose 
Reluctantly,  and  on  his  face  began 
To  bum  eternal  shame.     The  cities,  too, 
Of  old  eneepokshred  beneath  the  flood, 
Or  deeply  slumbering  under  mountains  huge. 
That  EsjTthquake,  servant  of  the  wrath  of  God, 
Had  on  their  wicked  population  thrown ; 
And  marts  of  busy  trade,  long  ploughed  and  sown, 
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oiy  unrecorded,  or  the  rnng 
I,  yet  Bot  forgotten  their  wickedness, 
'en ; — spoored  forth  their  uident  mnltitudes, 
unly  wished  their  sleep  had  never  broke, 
attle-fields,  where  men  by  millions  met 
'der  each  hia  fellow,  and  make  sport 
^  and  heroes,  things  k>ng  since  forgot, 
Tons  armies  rose,  unbannered  all, 
>plied,  unpraised ;  nor  found  a  prince, 
!ral  then,  to  answer  for  their  crimes. 
ro*s  slaves,  and  all  the  scarlet  troops 
Christ,  and  all  that  fought  for  rule, — 
ugh-aounding  names,  familiar  once 
h,  and  praised  exceedingly,  but  now 
r  most  in  hell,  their  dungeon  fit, 
they  may  war  eternally  with  Ood's 
ty  thunderbolts,  and  win  them  pangs 
ter  wo, — saw,  as  they  sprung  to  life, 
Jow  and  the  orphan  ready  stand, 
Ipless  virgin,  ravished  in  their  sport, 
d  against  them  at  the  coming  Doom, 
iman  legions,  boasting  once,  how  loud ! 
ty,  and  fighting  bravely  o*er 
rid  and  the  frigid  zone,  the  sands 
ling  Egypt,  and  the  frozen  hills 
ry  Albbn,  to  make  mankind 
hraUs,  untaught  that  he  who  made  or  kept 
oonkl  ne'er  himself  be  truly  free,— 
loming,  gathered  up  their  dust,  which  lay 
eattered  over  half  the  globe ;  nor  saw 
agled  banners  then.    Sennacherib's  hosts, 
led  once  against  the  sons  of  GK)d, 
■nh  bold,  quick  as  the  noise  of  mirth 
ptiry,  sank  in  their  drunken  camp, 
leath's  dari^  angel,  at  the  dead  of  night, 
itab  touched,  and  made  each  pulse  stand 

I,- 

fai  aarrow;  and  the  multitudes 
,  and  an  the  foted  crew  that  warred 
t  the  chosen  saints,  in  the  last  days, 
tsgeddon,  when  the  Liord  came  down, 
ing  his  host  on  Israel's  holy  hills, 
om  the  treasures  of  his  snow  and  hail, 
terror,  and  confusion  rained,  and  death, 
ve  to  all  the  beasts,  and  fowls  of  heaven, 
ains'  flesh,  and  blood  of  men  of  war, 
of  many  days, — revived,  and,  doomed 
nd  death,  stood  in  Hamonah's  vale, 
f  et  did  all  that  fell  m  battle  rise, 
ty,  to  wailing.    Here  and  there  were  seen 
triot  bands  that  from  his  guilty  throne 
ipot  tore,  unshackled  nations,  made 
inoe  respect  the  people's  laws,  drove  back 
ive  of  proud  invasion,  and  rebuked 
ntic  fiiiyof  the  multitude, 
i,  juDd  fought  and  fell  for  liberty 
nderstoqd,  true  heroes  in  the  speech 
reo,  where  words  express  the  thoughts  of 
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Who  speaks;  not  unjdistinguished  these,  though 

few. 
That  mom,  arose,  with  joy  and  mefody. 

All  woke-^he  ttoith  and  south  gave  up  their 
dead. 
The  caravan,  that  in  mid-journey  sunk. 
With  all  its  merchandise,  expected  long, 
And  long  forgot,  ingulfed  beneath  the  tide 
Of  death,  that  the  wild  Spirit  of  the  winds 
Swept,  in  his  wrath,  along  the  wilderness, 
In  the  wide  desert, — ^woke,  and  saw  all  calm 
Around,  and  populous  with  risen  men : 
Nor  of  his  relics  thought  the  pilgrim  then, 
Nor  merchant  of  his  silks  and  spiceries. 

And  he,  far  voyaging  from  home  and  friends^ 
Too  curious,  with  a  mortal  eye  to  peep 
Into  the  secrets  of  the  Pole,  forbid 
By  nature,  whom  fierce  Winter  seized,  and  froze 
To  death,  and  wrapped  in  winding  sheet  of  ice. 
And  sung  the  requiem  of  hia  shivering  ghost. 
With  the  loud  organ  of  hia  mighty  winds. 
And  on  his  memory  threw  the  snow  of  ages. 
Felt  the  long-absent  warmth  of  life  return, 
And  shook  the  frozen  mountain  from  his  bed. 

All  rose,  of  every  age,  of  every  clime. 
Adam  and  Eve,  the  great  progenitors 
Of  all  mankind,  fair  as  they  seem^,  that  mom. 
When  first  they  met  in  Paradise,  unfallen, 
Uncttised, — from  ancient  slumber  broke,  where 

once 
Euphrates  rolled  his  stream ;  and  by  them  stood. 
In  stature  equal,  and  in  soul  as  large. 
Their  last  posterity,  though  poets  sung. 
And  sages  proved  them  fer  degenerate. 

Blessed  sight!  not  unobserved  by  angels,  nor 
Unpraised, — that  day,  'miong  men  of  every  tribe 
And  hue,  from  those  who  drank  of  Tenglio's  stream, 
To  those  who  nightly  saw  the  Hermit  Cross, 
In  utmost  south  retired, — rising,  were  seen 
The  fair  and  ruddy  sons  of  Albion's  land, 
How  glad ! — not  those  who  travelled  far  and  sailed, 
To  purchase  human  flesh,  o)r  wreath  the  yoke 
Of  vassalage  on  savage  liberty. 
Or  suck  largo  fortune  from  the  sweat  of  slaves ; 
Or,  with  refined  knavery,  to  cheat, 
PoHtely  villanons,  untutored  men 
Out  of  their  property ;  or  gather  shells. 
Intaglios  rode,  old  pottery,  and  store 
Of  mutilated  gods  of  stone,  and  scraps 
Of  barbarous  epitaphs  defaced,  to  be 
Among  the  learned  the  theme  of  warm  debate. 
And  infinite  conjecture,  sagely  wropg ! — 
But  thoee,  denied  to  self^  to  earthly  )ame 
Denied,  and  earthly  wealth ;  who  kindred  left. 
And  home,  and  ease,  and  all  the  cultured  joys, 
Conveniences,  and  delicate  delights, 
Of  ripe  society ;  in  the  great  cause 
Of  man's  salvation,  greatly  valorous,— 
Thfi  warriois  of  Messiah,  measeoigeiB 
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Of  peaoe,.and  light,  ^d  life^  whoie  eye,  mwcaled, 
Saw  up  the  path  of  immortaKty, 
Far  into  Uim,  aaw  meii,  immortal  men, 
Wide  wandering  firom  the  way;  eclipsed  in  night, 
Dark,  moonlese,  moral  night ;  living  like  beasts, 
Like  beasts  descending  to  the  grave,  untaught 
Of  life  to  come,  unsanctified,  unsaved ; 
Who,  strong,  though  seeming  weak;  who^  war- 
like, though 
Unarmed  with  bow  and  sword ;  appearing  mad. 
Though  sounder  than  the  schools  a)one  e^er  made 
The  doctor's  head ;  devote  to  God  uid  truth. 
And  sworn  to  man's  eternal  weal,  be3rond 
Repentance  sworn,  or  thought  of  turning*  back  { 
And  casting  &r  behind  all  earthly  care, 
An  countryships,  all  national  regards,. 
And  enmities,  all  narrow  bourns  of  state 
And  selfish  policy;  beneath  their  feet 
Treading  all  fear  of  opposition  down. 
All  fear  of  danger,  of  reproach  all  fear. 
And  evil  tongues;— went  forth,  from  Britain  went 
A  noiseless  band  of  heavenly  soldiery, 
From  out  the  armoury  of  God  equipped, 
Invincible,  to  conquer  sin,  to  blow 
The  trump  of  freedom  in  the  despot's  ear. 
To  tell  the  bruted  slave  his  manhood  high. 
His  biiihright  liberty,  and  in  his  hand 
To  put  the  writ  of  manumission,  signed 
By  Grod's  own  signature ;  to  drive  away 
From  earth  the  darit,  infernal  legionary 
Of  siqpentitioo,  ignorance,  and  bell ; 
High  on  the  pagan  hills^  where  Satan  sat, 
Encamped,  and  o'er  the  subject  kingdoms  thiew  , 
Perpetual  night,  to  plant  Immanuel's  cross, 
The  ensign  of  the  Gospel,  blazing  round 
Immortal  truth ;  and,  in  the  wilderness 
Of  human  waste,  to  sow  -eternal  life; 
And  from  the  rock,  where  Sin,  with  horrid  yell, 
Devoured  its  victims  unredeemed,  to  raise 
The  melody  of  grateful  hearts  to  Heaven : 
To  falsehood,  truth;  to  pride,  humility; 
To  insult,  meekness ;  pardon,  to  revenge ; 
To  stubborn  prejudice,  unwearied  zeal ; 
To  censure,  unaocuiing  minds ;  to  stripes, 
Long  suffering ;  to  want  of  all  things,  hope ; 
To  death,  assured  faith  of  life  to  come ; — 
Opposing.    These,  great  worthies,  risings  shone 
Through  all  the  tribes  and  nations  of  immfciiyl^ 
Like  Hesper,  gbrioui  once  among  the  stars 
Of  twilight,  and  around  them,  flocking,  stood, 
Arrayed  in  white,  the  people  they  had  saved. 

Great  Ocean  1  too,  that  morning,  thou  the  caU 
Of  restitutbn  heardst,  and  reverently 
To  the  last  trumpet's  voice,  in  silence,  listened. 
Great  Ocean  I  strongest  of  creation's  sons, 
Unconquerable,  unreposed,  untired. 
That  rolled  the  wild,  profound,  eternal  bass, 
In  Nature's  anthem,  and  made  music,  such 
As  pleased  the  ear  of  God!  original. 


Unnuuned,  un&ded  work  of  Deity, 

And  unbujlesqued  by  mortal's  puny  skill, 

From  age  to  age  enduring  and  unchanged, 

Majestical,  inimitable,  vast. 

Loud  uttering  satire,  day  and  night,  on  each 

Succeeding  race,  and  Uttle  pompous  work 

Of  man ! — ^unfallen,  religious,  holy  Sea ! 

Thou  bowedat  thy  glorious  head  to  none,  fearedit 

none, 
Heardst  none,  to  none  didst  honour,  but  to  Gk>d 
Thy  Maker,  only  worthy  to  receive 
Thy  great  obeisance !  Undiscovered  Sea ! 
Into  thy  dark,  unknown,  mysterious  caves, 
And  secret  haunts,  unfathomably  deep. 
Beneath  all  visible  retired,  none  went. 
And  came  again,  to  tell  the  wonders  there. 
Tremendous  Sea!  what  time  thou  lifted  up 
Thy  waves  on  high,  and  with  thy  winds  and  stomi 
Strange  pastime  took,  and  shook  thy  mighty  acUs 
^dignantly, — the  pride  of  navies  fell ; 
Beyond  the  arm  of  help,  unheard,  unseen. 
Sunk  friend  and  foe,  with  all  their  wealth  and  wu; 
And  on  thy  shores,  men  of  a  thousand  tribes, 
Polite  and  barbarous,  trembUng  stood,  amazed, 
Confeunded,  terrified,  and  thought  vast  thoaghte 
Of  ruin,  boundlessness,  oomipotence, 
Infinitude,  eternity;  and  thought 
And  wondered  9till,  and  grasped,  and  grasped,  and 

grasped 
Again ;  beyond  her  reach,  exerting  all 
The  soul,  to  take  thy  great  idea  in. 
To  comprehend  incomprehensible; 
And  wondered  more,  jmd  felt  their  littleness 
Self-purifying,  unpolluted  Sea! 
Lover  unchangeable,  thy  feithful  breast 
For  ever  heaving  to  the  lovely  Moon, 
That,  like  a  shy  and  holy  virgin,  robed 
In  saintly  white,  walked  nightly  in  the  heafeii% 
And  to  the  everlasting  serenade 
G^ve  gracious  audienee ;  nor  was  wooed  in  vain. 
That  morning,  thou,  that  slumbered  not  beibre, 
Nor  slept,  great  Ocean!  laid  thy  waves  to  rest, 
And  hushed  thy  mighty  minstrelsy.    No  breath 
Thy  deep  composure  stirred,  no  fin,  no  oar ; 
Like  beauty  newly  dead,  so  calm,  so  still. 
So  k>vely,  thou,  beneath  the  light  that  fell 
From  angel-chariots,  sentineled  on  high, 
Reposed,  and  listened,  and  saw  thy  living  change, 
Thy  dead  arise.   Charybdis  listened,  and  Scylla; 
And  savage  Euzine,  on  the  Thracian  beach, 
Lay  motionless :  and  every  battle-ship 
Stood  still,  and  every  ship  of  merchandise, 
And  all  that  sailed,  of  every  name,  stood  stiH 
Even  as  the  ship  of  war,  frdl-fledged,  and  swift, 
Like  some  fierce  bird  of  prey,  bore  on  her  fee, 
Opposing  with  as  fell  intent,  the  wind 
Fell  withered  from  her  wings  that  idly  hung; 
The  stormy  bullet,  by  the  cannon  thrown 
UnctviUy  against  the  heavenly  face 
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,  half  aped,  sunk  harmlenly,  and  all 

d,  ^Dcircamdsed,  tempettuoQa  cnyWj 

piq)ared  to  meet  their  God!  were  changed, 

geable— the  pilot  at  the  helm 

langed,  and  the  rough  captain,  while  he 

itfaed 

^  enonnons  oath.    The  fishennan, 

hia  boaty  expectant,  watched  hJa  linea, 

led  oo  the  ibore  his  net,  and  sung, 

in  thooghdeHness,  some  carele^  air, 

rime  depart,  and  felt  the  sudden  change. 

Tj  deep,  &r  out  from  land, 

ing  from  the  port  with  many  a  cheer, 

9  returning  from  long  voyage,  fraught 

sty  wealth,  rejoicing  to  have  escaped 

ngenus  main,  and  plagues  of  foreign 


fchant  quaffed  his  native  air,  refreshed ; 
r  his  native  hills,  in  the  sun's  light, 
r  rise;  and  thought  of  m^tings  glad, 
ny  days  of  ease  and  honour,  spent 
his  friiends — unwarned  man !  even  then, 
;B  of  Time  bnAe  on  his  reverie, 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  his  hopes, 
hly,  perished  all    As  sudden  rose, 
A  their  watery  beds,  the  Ocean's  dead, 
d ;  and,  on  the  unstirring  biUows,  stood, 
lie  to  pole,  thick  covering  all  the  sea — 
r  nation  blent,  and  every  age. 
rver  slept  one  grain  of  human  dust, 
J  organ  of  a  human  soul, 
er  tossed,  obedient  to  the  call 
B  omnipotence,  it  hurried  on 
t  its  felkiw  particlef;  revived, 
in  nmon  indestructible. 
I  of  his  spoils  remained  to  Death. 
■  strong  arm,  by  stronger  arm  released, 
kl  now  in  soul  and  body  both, 
his  reach,  stood  all  the  sons  of  men, 
IT,  behind,  his  valley  lie,  unfeared. 
ath !  vrith  what  an  eye  of  desperate  lust, 
It  fhy  emptied  vaults,  thou  then  didst  lock 
le  risen  multitudes  of  all 
d!  Ah!  thou  hadst  been  the  terror  long, 
nderer,  of  all  of  woman  bom. 
old  escape  thee!  In  thy  dungeon  house, 
darkness  dwelt,  and  putrid  loathsomeness, 
jfiil  silence,  villanously  still 
of  horrible  and  deadly  name, — 
list,  from  age  to  age,  msatiate, 
ank  the  blood  of  men,  and  gorged  thdr 

fth  thy  iron  teeth  didst  grind  their  bones 
der,  treading  out,  beneath  thy  feet, 
ay  names  and  memories.    The  blood 
ms  could  not  slake  thy  parched  throat, 
e  could  buy  thy  favour  for  an  hour, 
;at0  thy  ever-cruel  rage 
Din  prey.    Gold,  beauty,  virtue,  youth. 


Even  helpless,  swaddled  innooency,  fuled 
To  soften  thy  heart  of  stone  1  the  infant's  blood 
Pleased  well  thy  taste,  and,  while  the  mother  w^ 
Bereaved  by  thee,  lonely  and  waste  in  wo, 
Thy  ever-grindii^  jaws  devoured  her  too. 

Each  son  of  Adam's  Ikmily  beheld, 
Where'er  he  turned,  whatever  path  of  life 
He  trode,  thy  goblin  ferm  before  him  stand, 
Like  trusty  old  assassin,  in  his  aim 
Steady  and  sure  as  eye  of  destiny. 
With  sithe,  and  dart,  and  strength  invincible, 
Equipped,  and  ever  menacing  his  life. 
He  turned  aside,  he  drowned  himself  in  sleep. 
In  wine,  in  pleasure ;  travelled,  voyaged,  sought 
Receipts  for  health  from  all  he  met ;  betook 
To  busing  speculate,  retired ;  returned 
Again  to  active  life,  again  retired; 
Returned,  retired  again ;  prepared  to  die. 
Talked  of  thy  nothingness,  conversed  of  life 
To  come,  laughed  at  his  fears,  filled  up  the  cup, 
Drank  deep,  refrained ;  filled  up,  refrained  again; 
Planned,  built  him  round  with  splendour,  vron  ap- 
plause. 
Made  large  alliances  with  men  and  things. 
Read  deep  in  science  and  philolKtphy, 
To  fortify  lus  soul ;  heard  lectures  prove 
The  present  ill,  and  future  good ;  observed 
His  pulse  beat  regular,  extended  hope ; 
Thought,  dissipated  thought,  and  thougfht  again ; 
Indulged,  abstained,  and  tried  a  thousand  schemes^ 
To  ward  thy  blow,  or  hide  thee  from  hb  eye ; 
But  still  thy  gloomy  terrors,  dipped  in  sin. 
Before  him  frowned,  and  withered  all  his  joy. 
Still,  feared  and  hated  thing !  thy  ghostly  shape 
Stood  in  lus  avenues  of  fairest  hope ;  - 
Umnaimeriy  and  uninvited,  crept 
Into  his  haunts  of  most  select  delight 
Still,  on  his  halls  ofmirth,  and  banqueting. 
And  revelry,  thy  shadovry  hand  was  se6n 
Writing  thy  name  of— Death.    Vile  wonn,  that 

gnawed 
The  root  of  all  his  happiness  teocne,  the  gall 
Of  all  his  sweet,  the  thorn  of  every  rose 
Of  earthly  bloom,  cloud  of  his  noon-day  sky. 
Frost  of  his  spring,  sigh  of  lus  loudest  laugh. 
Dark  spot  on  every  form  of  loveliness. 
Rank  smeB  amidst  his  rarest  sfnoeries, 
Harsh  dissonance  of  all  hb  harmony. 
Reserve  of  every  promise,  and  the  if 
Of  all  to-morrows ! — ^now,  beyond  thy  vale, 
Stood  all  the  ransomed  multitude  of  men, 
Inmiortal  all :  and,  in  their  visions,  saw 
Thy  visage  grim  no  more.    Cheat  payment  day! 
Of  all  thou  ever  conquered,  none  was  left 
In  thy  unpeopled  reahns,  so  populous  once. 
He,  at  whose  girdle  hang  the  keys  of  death 
And  life,  not  bought  but  with  the  Mood  of  Him 
Who  wears,  the  eternal  Son  of  God,  that  mom. 
Dispelled  the  cloud  that  sat  so  king,  so  thick, 
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So  heavy  o'er  thy  vale;  opened  all  thy  doon, 
Unopened  before ;  and  let  thy  prisonen  free. 
Vain  was  renatance,  and  to  foUow  vam. 
In  thy  unveiled  eaves,  and  solitudet 
Of  dark  and  dismal  emptin^  thou  satst, 
Rolling  thy  hollow  eyes,  disabled  thing  t 
Helpless,  de^Hsed,  unpitied,  and  unfeared, 
Like  some  fidlen  tyrant,  chained  in  sight  of  all 
The  people ;  fnm  thee  dropped  thy  pointless  daxt| 
Thy  terrors  vnthered  all,  thy  ministers, 
Annihilated,  M  before  thy  face, 
And  on  thy  maw  eternal  Hunger  seiied. 

Nor  yet,  sad  monster!  wast  thou  left  alone. 
In  thy  dark  den  some  phantoms  still  remained, — 
Ambition,  Vanity,  and  earthly  Fame, 
Swollen  Ostentation,  meagre  Avarice, 
Mad  Superstition,  smooth  Hypocrisy, 
And  Bigotry  intolerant,  and  Fraud, 
And  wilful  Ignorance,  and  sullen  Pride, 
Hot  Controversy,  and  the  subtle  ghost 
Of  vsin  Phikisophy,  and  worldly  Hope, 
And  sweet-lipped,  hollow-hearted  Flattery. 
All  these,  great  personages  once  on  earth, 
And  not  unibUowed,  nor  unpraised,  were  left, 
Thy  ever-unredeemed,  and  with  thee  driven 
To  Erebus,  through  whose  uncheered  wastes, 
Thou  mayest  chase  them,  with  thy  broken  sithe 
Fetching  vain  strokes,  to  all  eternity. 
Unsatisfied,  as  men  who,  in  the  days 
Of  Time,  thdr  unsubstantial  tonsm  ponued. 


BOOK  vm. 

Reanimated,  now,  and  dresnd  in  robes 
Of  everlasting  wear,  in  the  last  pause 
Of  expectation,  stood  the  human  race, 
Buoyuit  in  air,  or  covering  shore  and  sea. 
From  east  to  west,  thick  as  the  eared  grain, 
In  golden  autumn  waved,  from  field  to  field, 
Profiise,  by  Nilus'  fertile  wave,  while  yet 
EUuth  was,  and  men  were  in  her  valleys  seen. 

Still,  all  was  calm  in  heaven.    Nor  yet  appeared 
The  Judge,  nor  aught  appeared,  save  here  and 

there 
On  wing  of  golden  phimage  borne  at  will, 
A  curious  angel,  that  &om  out  the  skies 
Now  glanced  a  look  on  man,  and  then  retired. 
As  calm  was  all  on  earth.    The  ministen 
Of  Grod's  unsparing  vengeance,  waited,  still 
Unbid.    No  sun,  no  moon,  no  star,  gave  light 
A  blessed  and  holy  radiance,  travelled  fu 
From  day  original,  fell  on  the  face 
Of  men,  and  every  countenance  revealed ; 
Unpleasant  to  the  bad,  whose  visages 
Had  lost  all  guise  of  seeming  happiness. 
With  which  on  earth  such  pains  they  took  to  hide 
Their  misery  in.    On  their  grun  features,  now 


The  plain,  unvisored  index  of  the  soul. 
The  true,  untampered  witness  of  the  ^jeait, 
No  smile  of  hope,  no  look  of  vanity 
Beseeching  for  appkuse,  was  seen ;  no  scowl 
Of  self-important,  all-despising  pride. 
That  once  upon  the  poor  and  needy  feO, 
Like  winter  on  the  unprotected  flower, 
¥nthering  their  very  being  to  decay. 
No  jesting  mirth,  no  wanton  leer,  was  seen. 
No  sullen  lower  of  braggart  fortitude 
Defying  pain,  nor  anger,  nor  revenge; 
But  fear  instead,  and  terror,  and  remorse; 
And  chief,  one  passion,  to  its  answering,  shaped 
The  features  of  the  damned,  and  in  itself 
Summed  all  the  rest, — unutterable  despair. 

What  on  the  righteous  shone  of  foreign  liglit, 
Was  all  redundant  day,  they  needed  not 
For  as,  by  Nature,  Sin  is  dark,  and  loves 
The  dark,  still  hiding  from  itself  in  gloom, 
And  in  the  darkest  hell  is  still  itself 
The  darkest  hell,  and  the  severest  wo. 
Where  all  is  wo;  so  Virtue,  ever  fair! 
Doth  by  a  sympathy  as  strong  as  binds 
Two  equal  hearts,  well  pleased  in  wedded  love, 
For  ever  seek  the  light,  for  ever  seek 
All  fair  and  k>vely  things,  all  beauteous  fenoi, 
All  images  of  excellence  and  troth; 
And  fiKKU  her  own  essential  being,  pure 
As  flows  the  fount  of  life  that  spirits  drink. 
Doth  ta  herself  give  light,  nor  fitim  her  beaon. 
As  native  to  her  as  her  own  existence. 
Can  be  divorced,  nor  of  her  gloiy  Aam,— 
Which  now,  firom  every  feature  of  the  just, 
Divinely  rayed,  yet  not  firom  all  alike; 
In  measure,  equal  to  the  soul's  advance 
In  virtue,  was  the  lustre  of  the  ftioe. 

It  was  a  strange  assembly:  none,  of  aO 
That  congregation  vast,  could  recollect 
Aught  like  it  in  the  history  of  man. 
No  badge  of  outward  state  was  seen,  no  nark 
Of  age,  or  rank,  or  national  attire. 
Or  robe  profiassional,  or  air  of  trade. 
Untitled,  stood  the  man  that  once  was  called 
My  lord,  unserved,  unfeUowed;  and  the  man 
Of  tithes,  right  reverend  in  the  dialect 
Of  Time  addressed,  ungowned,  unbeneficed, 
Uncorpulent ;  nor  now,  firom  him  who  bore. 
With  ceremonious  gnvity  of  step. 
And  face  of  borrowed  holiness  o'erladd, 
The  ponderous  book  before  the  awful  priest. 
And  opened  and  shut  the  pulpit^  sacred  gates 
In  style  of  wonderful  observancy 
And  reverence  excessive,  in  the  beams 
Of  sacerdotal  splendour  lost,  or  if 
Observed,  comparison  ridiculous  scarce 
Could  save  the  little,  pompous,  humble  man 
From  laughter  of  the  people, — not  fWxn  him 
Could  be  distinguished  then  the  priest  onttthed. 
None  levees  hdd,  those  marts  where  princely  smiles 
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I  fcr  ilatteiy,  and  obekanoe  metn, 
I  man  to  man;  none  came  or  went, 
led  to  draw  attention,  none  was  poor, 
,  none  young,  none  old,  deformed  none ; 
;ht  for  place  or  favour,  none  had  aught 
none  could  receive,  none  ruled,  none 
I 

10  subject  was;  unscutch^ned  all, 
d,  unplumed,  unhelmed,  unpedigreed, 
mcoroneted,  unbestarred. 
ryman  was  seen,  nor  citizen; 
3,  nor  humble  advocate 
ihy ;  nor  idol  worshipper, 
d  papist,  nor  Mahometan ; 
ui  none,  nor  presbyter; 
sran,  nor  Calvihist,  nor  Jew. 
:,  nor  sectary  of  any  name. 
lee  persons,  that  loud  title  bore, 
and  mighty,  most  magnificent, 
It,  most  august,  most  worBhipful, 
sent,  words  of  great  pomp,  that  pleased 
'vanity,  and  made  the  worms 
listake  themselves  fat  gods,— could  one 
» claim  these  phrases  obsolete, 
congregation  vast  of  men, 
ndaged  and  unvarnished  men, 
inceremonious  human  beings, 
moral  character  bereaved. 
'  virtue,  now,  to  each  remained, 
Jl  dse,  with  their  grave  clothes,  men 

badges  worn  by  moiital,  not 
nan;  alloy  that  could  not  pass 
ny  of  Death's  refining  fires; 
one's  wheels,  by  multitudes  pursued 
Btdiouted — Gold!  fair  painted  fruit, 
the  ambitious  idiot  jumped,  while  men 
lood  immortal  harvests  reaped ; 
Lhe  human  garden,  sprung  from  earth's 
!  soil,  unfit  to  be  transplanted, 
r  the  moral  botanist,  too  oft, 
of  heavenly  seed  mistaken  and  nursed ; 
!*,  that  Virtue,  when  she  rose  from  earth 
1  her  wings  to  gain  her  native  heights, 
1  the  verge  of  being,  leaving  Vice 
o  hide  her  in ;  base-bom  of  Time, 
Sod  claimed  no  property,  nor  had 
ir  ihem  a  place  in  heaven  or  hdl. 
ise  vmin  distinctions,  now  foigoC, 
ly  in  the  filmy  eye  of  Time, 
exceeding  fiiir,  and  lured  to  death 
ouls.    But  they  were  passed,  for  all 
vras  passed;  reality 
lined;  and  ^rood  and  bad,  redeemed 
teemed,  distinguished  sole  the  sons 
Kach,  to  his  proper  self  reduced, 
ginsed,  was  what  his  seeming  showed. 
D  of  etzthly  fiune,  whom  common  men 
t  of  luwg  seen,  who  scaroe  ooold  pass 


The  ways  of  Time,  for  eager  crowds  that  pcesMd 
To  do  him  homage,  and  pursued  his  ear 
With  endless  praise,  for  deeds  unpraised  above, 
And  yoked  their  brutal  natures,  honoured  much 
To  drag  his  chariot  on, — ^unnoticed  stood, 
With  none  to  praise  him,  none  to  flatter  there. 
Blushing  and  dumb,  that  morning,  too^  was 
Been 
The  mighty  reasoher,  he  who  deeply  searched 
The  origin  of  things,  and  talked  of  good 
And  evil,  much,  ofcauses  and  effects. 
Of  mind  and  matter,  contradicting  all 
That  went  before  him,  and  hunself,  the  while. 
The  laughing-stock  of  angels ;  diving  far 
Below  his  depth,  to  fetch  reluctant  proof. 
That  he  himself  was  mad  and  wicked  too. 
When,  proud  and  ignorant  man,  he  me&nt  to 

prove 
That  Gh)d  had  made  the  universe  amiss. 
And  sketched  a  better  plan.    Ah!  fooUsh  sage! 
He  could  not  trust  the  word  of  Heaven,  nor  see 
The  light  which  fi»m  the  Bible  blazed, — that  himp 
Which  God  throw  from  his  palace  down  to  earth, 
To  guide  hb  wandering  childron  home, — ^yet  lean- 
ed 
His  cautious  fidth  on  speculations  vnJJd^ 
And  visionary  theories  absurd. 
Prodigiously,  deliriously  absurd. 
Compared  with  which,  the  most  erroneous  flight 
That  poet  ever  took  when  warm  vrith  wine, 
Was  moderate  conjecturing,  he  saw, 
Weighed  in  the  balahce  of  eternity. 
His  lore  how  light,  and  wished,  too  late,  that  he 
Had  staid  at  home,  and  learned  to  know  himself, 
And  done,  what  peasants  did,  disputed  less, 
And  more  obeyed.    Nor  less  he  grieved  his  ttmd 
Miaspent,  the  man  of  curious  research. 
Who  travelled  for  through  lands  of  hostile  clmw 
And  dangerous  inhabitant,  to  fix 
The  bounds  of  empires  passed,  and  ascertain 
The  burial-{daoe  of  heroes,  never  bom; 
Despising  present  things,  and  future  too, 
And  gropljAg  in  the  dark  unsearohable 
Of  finished  years,— by  dreary  ruins  seen. 
And  dungeons  damp,  and  vaults  of  ancient  waste. 
With  spade  and  mattock,  dehring  deep  to  raise 
Old  vases  and  dismembered  idols  rude; 
With  matchless  perseverance,  spelKag  out 
Words  without  sense.    Poor  man!  he  clapped  his 

hands. 
Enraptured^  when  he  found  a  mannseiipt 
That  spoke  of  pagan  gods ;  and  yet  ibfgol 
The  God  who  made  the  sea  and  sky,  alas  t 
Forgot  that  trifiing  was  a  sin;  stored  much 
Of  dubious  stufl^  but  laid  no  treasure  up 
In  heaven;  on  mouldered  columns  scratched  hk 

name, 
But  ne'er  inscribed  it  in  the  book  of  Kfo. 
Unprofitable  seemed,  and  uoappro^, 
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That  day,  the  sullen,  self-vindictive  life 
Of  the  lecluse.    With  crucifixes  hung, 
And  spells,  and  rosaries,  and  wooden  saints, 
Like  one  of  reason  reft,  he  journeyed  forth, 
In  show  of  miserable  poverty, 
And  chose  to  beg, — as  if  to  live  on  sweat 
Of  other  men,  had  promised  great  reward ; 
On  his  own  flesh  inflicted  cruel  wounds. 
With  naked  foot  embraced  the  ice,  by  the  hour 
Said  mass,  and  did  most  grievous  penance  vile ; 
And  then  retired  to  drink  the  filthy  cup 
Of  secret  wickedness,  and  fabricate 
All  lying  wonders,  by  the  untaught  received 
For  revelations  new.    Deluded  wretch ! 
Did  he  not  know,  that  the  most  Holy  One 
Required  a  cheerful  life  and  holy  heart? 

Most  disappointed  in  that  crowd  of  men, 
The  man  of  subtle  controversy  stood, 
The  bigot  theologian,  in  minute 
Distinctions  skilled,  and  doctrines  unreduced 
To  practice ;  in  debate  how  loud !  how  long ! 
How  dexterous !  in  Christian  love  how  cold  I 
His  vain  conceits  were  orthodox  alone. 
The  immutable  and  heavenly  truth,  revealed 
By  God,  was  nought  to  him.    He  had  an  aii, 
A  kind  of  hellish  charm,  that  made  the  lips 
Of  truth  speak  falsehood,  to  his  liking  turned 
The  meaning  of  the  text,  made  trifles  seem 
The  marrow  of  salvation ;  to  a  word, 
A  name,  a  sect,  that  sounded  in  the  ear. 
And  to  the  eye  so  many  letters  showed. 
But  did  no  more, — gave  value  infinite; 
Proved  still  his  reasoning  best,  and  his  belief, 
Though  propped  on  fancies  wild  as  madmen's 

dreams, 
Most  rational,  most  scriptural,  most  sound ; 
With  mortal  heresy  denouncing  all 
Who  in  his  arguments  could  see  no  force. 
On  points  of  faith,  too  fine  for  human  sight, 
And  never  understood  in  heaven,  he  placed 
His  everiasting  hope,  undoubting  placed. 
And  died;  and,  when  he  opened  his  ear,  prepared 
To  hear,  beyond  the  grave,  the  minstrelsy 
Of  bliss,  he  beard,  alas!  the  wail  of  wo. 
He  proved  all  creeds  fidse  but  his  own,  and  found 
At  last,  his  own  most  false — most  false,  because 
He  spent  hb  time  to  prove  all  others  so. 

O  love-destroying,  cursed  Bigotry  I 
.Cnrsed  in  heaVen,  but  cursed  more  in  hell, 
Wheve  millions  curse  thee,  and  must  ever  curse! 
Religion's  most  abhorred !  perdition's  most 
Forlorn!   Grod's   most   abandoned!    hell's  most 

damned! 
The  infidel,  who  turned  his  unpious  war 
Against  the  walls  of  Zion,  on  the  rock 
Of  ages  buik,  and  higher  than  the  clouds. 
Sinned,  and  received  his  due  reward ;  but  she 
Within  her  wails  sinned  more.    Of  Ignorance 
Begot,  her  daughter,  Persecution,  walked 


The  earth,  from  age  to  age,  and  drank  the  blood 
Of  saints,  with  horrid  rdish  drank  the  bkiod 
Of  Grod's  peculiar  children,  and  was  dnink, 
And  in  her  drunkenness  dreamed  of  doing  good. 
The  supplicating  hand  of  innocenee, 
That  made  the  tiger  mild,  and  in  his  wrath 
The  lion  pause,  the  groans  of  sufiSsring  most 
Severe,  were  nought  to  her;    she  hnighed  at 

groans: 
No  music  pleased  her  more,  and  no  lepart 
So  sweet  to  her,  as  blood  of  men  redeemed 
By  blood  of  Christ  <  Ambition's  self,  though  mad, 
And  nursed  on  human  gore,  with  her. tompaied, 
Was  merciful.    Nor  did  she  always  rage. 
She  had  some  hours  of  meditation,  set 
Apart,  wherein  she  to  her  study  went. 
The  Inquisition,  model  most  complete 
Of  perfect  wickedness,  where  deeds  were  done. 
Deeds!  let  them  ne'er  be  named, — and  sat  and 

planned 
Deliberately,  and  with  most  munng  pains, 
How,  to  eitremest  thriO  of  agony, 
The  flesh,  and  blood,  and  souls  of  holy  men. 
Her  victims,  might  be  wrought;  and  whini  sha 

saw 
New  tortures  of  her  labouring  fancy  bom. 
She  leaped  for  joy,  and  made  great  haste  to  try 
Their  force— well  pleased  to  hear  a  deeper  grosB. 
But  now  her  day  of  mirth  v^as  passed,  and  oooi 
Her  day  to  weep,  her  day  of  bitter  groans, 
And  sorrow  unbemoaned,  the  day  of  grief 
And  wrath  retributory  poured  in  full 
On  all  that  took  her  part.    The  man  of  sin, 
The  mystery  of  iniquity,  her  friend 
Sincere,  who  pardoned  sin,  unpardon^  still, 
And  in  the  name  of  Qod  blasphemed,  and  did 
All  wicked,  all  abominable  things. 
Most  abject  stood,  that  day,  by  devils  hissed. 
And  by  the  looks  of  those  he  murdered,  soofched; 
And  plagued  with  inward  s^ame,  that  on  his  cheek 
Burned,  while  his  votaries,  who  left  the  earth. 
Secure  of  bliss,  around  him,  undeceived, 
Stood,  undeceivable  till  then;  and  knew 
Too  late,  him  fallible,  themselves  aocuned, 
Atid  all  their  passports  and  certificates, 
A  lie:  not  disappointed  more,  nor  nwra 
Ashamed,  the  Mussulman,  when  he  saw,  gnash 
His  teeth  and  wail,  whom  He  expected  judge. 
All  these  were  damned  for  bigotry,  were  daauwd, 
Because  they  thought,  that  they  alone  served  God, 
And  served  him  most,  when  most  they  disobeyed. 
Of  those  forlorn  and  sad,  dioa  mightst  have 

marked, 
In  number  most  innumerable,  stand 
The  indolent ;  too  lazy  these  to  make 
Inquiry  for  themselves,  they  stuck  thdr  ftith 
To  some  well-fatted  priest,  with  oflferings  bribed 
To  bring  them  orades  of  peace,  and  take 
Into  his  managemeitt  all  theoonoeros 
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temity;  niaiiaged  how  well 

fw,  Uuift  day,  and  might  have  aooner 

xmwnandmisnt  was,  Saarch,  and  beUeve 
I  not  in  man ;  who  leant  on  him 
I  broken  reed,  that  will  impieree  . 
m1  ode.    I  am  the  way,  the  truth, 
lone,  and  theie  ia  none  beaidea. 
1  th^  lead,  and  yet  zefuaed  to  leaich, 
what  eaoly  wat  fimnd,  and,  found, 
Dcoimtable.    Moat  fooliah,  they 
Sod  with  igBflranoe  pleaaed,  and  blinded 

not  not  in  ieaaon,piiiified 
r  infloenoe  of  hia  Spirit  pore. 
f  walked,  and  atombled  in  the  light 
ecauae  they  would  not  open  their  eyee. 
raadofaloth!  that  made  them  riak 
ting  to  the  eternal  ahore, 
io  could  miwtakff  the  lotid  flaah 
lieaven^B  true  ttar,  rather  than  bow 
and  by  one  fervent  word  obtain 
loe  auie,  who  c|db  the  etara  by  name 
ed  by  proxy,  and  at  eeeond  hand 
jkd  alept,  and  put  repentance  oS, 
mock  of  death  awoke  them,  when 
their  ignorance  both,  and  him  they  paid 
I  of  their  loula  'twixt  them  and  God, 
began  repentance  without  end. 
hey  wiah,  that  morning,  aa  they  atood 
bing  coTcxed,  they  had  for  themaelyea 
iture  aeaiched,  had  for  themaelvea  be* 

acquaintance  with  the  Jqdge  ere  then ! 
ty  of  termination  to  the  joys 
joya  that  grew  on  mortal  bongha, 
rhoae  aeed  feU  not  firoo^  heaTen,  whoae 

otabovutheclouda.    From  anch,  alone, 

re  took  an  lua  meala.    hi  choice 

I  for  the  body,  nice  he  waa, 

olooa,  and  knew  all  winea  by  amell 

nd  every  compoation  knew 

r;  but  groMly  drank,  unakiOed, 

f  Bpiritual  pollution  np, 

■led  hia  aoul  to  death,  while  yet  hia  eyea 

prithial    Ha  feelinga  were  hia  guide. 

d  drank,  and  alept,  and  took  all  joya, 

1  unforbid,  aa  impulie  urged 

e,  nof  tmked  hia  leaaon  why. 

e  fiUowed  Nature  still,  but  lied ; 

t»  temperate  and  chaste,  he  foil 

od  an  adultery;  her  face 
most  unholy  his;  her  eye 
hia  shot  unhallowed  fire ;  her  Upa 

e  to  God,  hia  uttered  oaths  profane; 

h  waa  aweet,  hia  rank  with  fouj  do- 

d  he  a  kind  and  foaling  heait, 


Even  when  he  left  a  neighbour's  bed  defiled. 
Like  migratory  fowls,  that  flocking  sailed 
From  isle  to  isle,  steering  by  sense  alone. 
Whither  the  dime  their  liking  best  beseemed; 
So  he  was  guided,  so  he  moved  through  good 
And  evil,  right  and  wrong,  but,  ahl  to  fate 
All  dififerent:  they  slept  in  dust,  unpained; 
He  nee,  that  day,  to  suffer  endless  pain. 

Cured  of  his  unbelief,  the  sceptic  stood. 
Who  doubted  of  his  being  while  he  breathed, 
Than  whom  gloasography  itself,  that  spoke 
Huge  folios  of  nonsense  every  hour. 
And  left,  surrounding  every  page,  ita  marka 
Of  prodigal  stupidity,  scarce  more 
Of  folly  raved.    The  tyrant  too,  who  sat 
In  grisly  council,  like  a  spider  couched. 
With  ministers  of  locust  countenance. 
And  made  alliances  to  rob  mankind. 
And  holy  termed, — for  still,  beneath  a  name 
Of  pbus  sound,  the  wicked  sought  to  veU 
Their  crimes, — ^forgetful  of  his  right  divine. 
Trembled,  and  owned  oppression  was  of  heD ; 
Nor  did  the  uncivil  robber,  who  unpuised 
The  traveller  on  the  high-way,  and  cut 
His  throat,  anticipate  aeverer  doom. 

In  that  assembly  there  was  one,  who,  while 
Beneath  the  sun,  aspired  to  be  a  fool; 
In  different  ages  known  by  different  namea. 
Not  worth  repeating  here.    Be  this  enough 
With  acrupuloua  care  exact,  he  walked  the  rounda 
Of  foahionable  duty,  laughed  when  sad ; 
When  merry,  wept;  deceiving,  was  deceived; 
And  flattering,  flattered.    Fai^on  waa  hia  god. 
Obsequiously  he  fell  before  its  shrine. 
In  slavish  plight,  and  trembled  to  oflfend. 
If  gsaveness  suited,  he  was  gra^ve ;  if  elae. 
He  travailed  sorely,  and  made  brief  repose. 
To  work  the  proper  quantity  of  sin. 
In  all  submindve,  to  its  changing  shape. 
Still  changing,  girded  he  his  vexed  frame. 
And  kughter  made  to  men  of  sounder  head. 
Most  circumspect  he  was  of  bows,  and  nods, 
And  salutations ;  and  most  seriously 
And  deeply  meditated  he  of  dreas; 
And  in  his  dreama  aaw  lace  and  ribbona  fly. 
Hia  soul  waa  nought ;  he  damned  it,  every  day. 
Unceremoniously.    Oh!  fool  of  fools! 
Pleased  with  a  painted  amile,  he  fluttered  on. 
Like  fly  of  gaudy  plumej  by  foahion  driven, 
Aa  foded  leavea  by  Autumn'a  wind,  till  Death 
Put  forth  his  hand,  and  drew  him  out  of  sight 
Oh!  fool  of  foolsl  polite  to  man ;  to  God 
Most  Tude :  yet  had  he  many  rivals,  who, 
Age  after  age,  great  striving  made  to  be 
Ridiculous,  and  to  forget  they  had 
Immortal  aouls,  that  day  remembered  well. 
Aa  rueful  stood  hia  other  half,  as  wan 
Of  cheek.    Small  her  ambition  was,  but  strange. 
The  distaff,  needle,  all  domeatic  <;area. 
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Religion,  children,  husband,  home,  were  diings 
She  could  not  bear  the  thought  of,  bitter  drugs 
That  sickened  her  toul.    The  house  of  wanton 

mirth 
And  revelry^  the  mask,  the  dance,  she  knred, 
And  in  their  service  soul  and  body  spent 
Most  cheerfully.    A  Uttle  admiratipn, 
Or  trae  or  false,  no  matter  which,  pleased  her, 
And  o'er  the  wreck  of,  fortune  lost,  and  health. 
And  peace,  and  an  eternity  of  bliss 
Lost,  made  her  sweetly  smile.    She  was  convinced, 
That  God  had  made  her  greatly  out  of  taste ; 
And  took  much  pains  to  make  herself  anew. 
Bedaubed  with  paint,  and  hung  with  ornaments 
Of  curious  selection,  gaudy  toy ! 
A  show  unpaid  for,  paying  to  be  seen ! 
As  beggar  by  the  way,  most  humbly  asking 
The  alms  of  public  gaze, — she  went  abroad. 
Folly  admired,  and  indication  gave 
Of  envy,  cold  Civility  made  bows 
And  smoothly  flattered.  Wisdom  shook  his  head. 
And  Laughter  shaped  his  lip  into  a  smile ; 
Sobriety  did  stare.  Forethought  grew  pale, 
And  Modesty  hung  down  the  head  and  blushed. 
And  Pity  wept,  as,  on  the  frothy  surge 
Of  fkshbn  tossed,  she  passed  them  by,  like  sail 
Before  some  devilish  blast,  and  got  no  time 
To  think,  and  never  thought,  till  on  the  rock 
She  dashed,  of  ruin,  anguish,  and  despair. 
O  how  unlike  this  giddy  thing  in  Timet 
And  at  the  day  of  judgment  how  unlike, 
The  modest,  meek,  retiring  dame !  Her  house 
Was  ordered  well,  her  children  taught  the  way 
Of  life,  who,  rising  nip  in  honour,  called 
Her  blessed.    Best  pleased  to  be  admired  at  home, 
And  hear,  reflected  from  her  husband's  praise, 
Her  own,  she  sought  no  gaze  of  foreign  eye ; 
HiB  praise  alone,  and  faithful  love,  and  trust 
Reposed,  was  happiness  enough  for  her. 
Yet  who,  that  saw  her  pass,  and  heard  the  poor 
With  earnest  benedictions  on  her  steps 
Attend,  could  from  obeisance  keep  his  eye. 
Or  tongue  firom  doe  applause.    In  virtue  fair. 
Adorned  with  modesty,  and  mation  grace 
Unspeakable,  and  love,  her  hce  was  like 
The  light,  most  welcome  to  the  eye  of  man ; 
Refreshing  most,  most  honoured,  most  desired, 
Of  all  he  saw  in  the  dim  world  below. 
As  Morning  when  she  shed  her  golden  locks, 
And  on  the  dewy  top  of  Hermon  walked, 
Or  Zion  hill ;  so  gkfrious  was  her  path. 
Old  men  beheld,  and  did  her  reverence. 
And  bade  their  daughters  look,  and  take  from  her 
Example  of  their  future  life;  tha  young 
Admired,  and  new  resolve  of  virtue  made. 
And  none  who -was  her  husband  asked;  his  air 
Serene,  and  countenance  of  joy,  the  sign 
Of  inward  satisfiiction,  as  he  passed 
The  crowd,  or  sat  among  the  elders,  tokL 


In  holiness  complete,  and  in  the  robes 
Of  saving  righteousness,  arrayed  for  heaven, 
How  fair,  that  day,  among  the  fidr,  she  stood ! 
How  lovely  on  the  eternal  hills  her  steps  1 

Restored  to  reason,  on  that  mom,  appeared 
The  lunatic,  who  raved  in  chains,,  and  asked 
No  mercy  when  he  died.    Of  lunacy,   ^ 
Innumerous  were  the  causes ;  humble  pztde, 
Ambition  disappointed^  tiches  lost, 
And  bedily  discAse,  and  sorrow,  oft 
By  man  inflicted  on  his  brother  man; 
Sorrow  that  made  the^  reason  drunk,  and  yet 
Left  much  untasted — so  the  cup  was  filled-; 
Sorrow  that,  like  an  ocean,  dark,  deep,  rough, 
And  shoreless,  rolled  its  biUows  o'er  tlie  soul 
Perpetually,  and  without  hope  of  end 

Take  one  example,  one  of  female  wo. 
Loved  by  a  father  and  a  mother's  love, 
In  rural  peace  she  lived,  so  fair,  so  light 
Of  heart,  so  good,  and  young,  that  reason,  scarce 
The  eye  could  credit,  but  would  doubt,  as  she 
Did  stoop  to  pull  the  lily  or  the  rose 
From  morning's  dew,  if  it  reality 
Of  flesh  and  blood,  or  holy  vision,  saw, 
In  imagery  of  perfect  vromanhood. 
But  short  her  bloom,  her  happiness  was  shnt 
One  saw  her  loveliness,  and,  with  desire 
Unhallowed,  burning,  to  her  ear  addressed 
Dishonest  words ;  "  Her  favour  was  his  life. 
His  heaven ;   her  firawn  his  wo,  hb  ni^ght,  fail 

death." 
With  turgid  phrase,  thus  wove  in  flattery's  Iocs, 
He  on  her  womanish  nature  won,  and  age 
Suspidonless,  and  ruined,^and  fonook. 
For  he  a  chosen  villain  was  at  heart, 
And  capable  of  deeds  that  durst  not  seek 
Repentance.    Soon  her  father  saw  her  shame. 
His  heart  grew  stone,  he  drove  her  forth  to  want 
And  wintry  winds,  and  with  a  honid  cuzse 
Pursued  her  ear,  forladding  all  return. 
Upon  a  hoary  cliff,  that  watched  the  sea, 
Her  babe  was  found — dead.    On  its  little  cheek, 
The  tear  that  nature  bade  it  weep,  had  turned 
An  ice-drop,  sparkling  in  the  motning  beam; 
And  to  the  turf  its  helpless  hands  were  firoeien. 
For  she,  the  wofid  mother,  had  gone  mad. 
And  laid  it  down,  regardless  of  its  £Ue 
And  of  her  own.    Yet  had  she  many  days 
Of  sorrow  in  the  world,  bat  never  wept. 
She  lived  on  alms,  and  carried  in  her  hand 
Some  withered  stalks  she  gathered  ia  the  spring. 
When  any  asked  the  caus^,  she  smifed  and  said. 
They  were  her  sisters,  and  would  come  and  walch 
Her  grave  when  she  was  dead    She  never  spoke 
Of  her  deceiver,  fathor,  mother,  hooM^ 
Or  chikl,  or  heaven,  or  bell,  or  God,  hut  etiU 
In  kmely  places  walked,  and  ever  gased 
Upon  the  withered  stalks,  and  talked  lo  then; 
Till,  wasted  to  the  shadow  of  im  t«*K 
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koo  wide  to  lee  bejrond,  she  died — 
ned  Ibr  by  impated  blood, 
B  Spirit,  that  myiterious  workup 
ed.    Aloud,  her  father  coraed, 
hie  guilty  pride,  which  would  not  own 
•r,  whom  the  God  of  heaven  and  eaith 
tebamed  to  call  hia  own ;  and  he, 
id  her,  read  firom  her  holy  look, 
9ed  him  with  perdition  manifold, 
ice,  burning  with  vindictiire  fire, 
dge  that  took  a  bribe ;  he  who  amias 
le  widow's  cauae,  and  by  delay 
Bver,  made  the  law  at  night 
cate  than  at  the  dawn,  and  on 
9w  fiuther  firom  a  close,  than  when 
ast  set,  till  he  who  in  the  suit 
est,  by  his  empty  coiTersi  proved 
the  worst ;  and  he  that  had  the  bag 
s  deceitful,  and  the  balance  fiUse; 
lat  with  a  fraudflil  lip  deceived 
or  in  selling ; — these,  that  mom, 
rtom  no  excuse  for  an,  aind  knew 
ing  was  a  virtue,  but  too  late, 
lat  was  supposed  to  do  nor  good 
irpdeed,  ooukl  find  no  neutral  ground, 
led,  that  to  do  nothing  was  to  sorve 
,  and  transgress  the  laws  of  God. 
f  quack,  that  by  profession  lied, 
»d  falsehoods  of  enormous  size, 
ntenance  as  grave  as  truth  beseemed ; 
lat  lied  for  pleasure,  whom  a  lust 
heard  and  making  people  stare, 
Mt  steadfiutf.  hate  of  silence,  drove 
of  sacred  truth,  who  nev^r  took 
B  to  think  of  what  he  was  to  say, 
oade  haste  to  speak  with  weary  tongue 
ous  stream  for  ever  flowing  on; — 
irly  in  the  lettered  heavens,  what,  long 
Kj  might  have  lead.  For  every  word 
fou,  this  day,  shall  givib  account; 
y  liar  shall  his  portion  have 
lie  cursed,  without  the  gates  of  hie. 
roanethat  made  no  pause,  bunenttng  there 
n  the  due&iBt  and  suicide. 
ight,  but  thought  amiss,  that  of  himself 
ntire  proprietor;  and  so, 
I  was  tired  of  Time,  wjth  his  own  hand, 
sd  the  poitak  of  Eternity, 
lertfaan  the  devils  hoped,  arrived 
The  other,  of  resentment  quick, 
a  word,  a  look,  a  gesture,  deemed, 
wkmsly  exact  in  all  respect, 
9  revenge,  went  to  the  cited  field, 
le  murder  armed,  his  own,  and  his 
tumeelf  he  was  oidained  to  love.     ~ 
,  in  pagan  books  of  early  times, 
aism  pconomieed,  and  greatly  praind. 
1*8  gioMary  of  later  days, 

honour  called,  and  spirit  high. 


Absl  *twas  mortal  spirit,  honoiirwluch 
Forgot  to  Wake  at  the  last  trumpet's  voice, 
Bearing  the  signature  of  Time  akme, 
Uncurrent  in  Eternity,  and  base. 
Wise  men  suspecitd  ttus  before;  for  they 
Could  never  understand  what  honour  meant, 
Or  why  that  should  be  honour  termed,  which  made 
Man  murder  man,  and  broke  the  laws  of  God 
Most  wantonly.    Sometimei^  indeed,  the  grave, 
And  those  of  Christian  creed  imagined,  spoke 
Adidringly  of  hcmour,  laudiog  much 
The  noble  youth,  who,  after  many  rounds 
Of  boxing,  died,  or  to  the  pirtol  shot 
His  breast  exposed,  his  soul  to  endless  pain. 
But  they  who  most  admired,  and  undentood 
Thb  honour  best,  and  on  its  altar  kid 
Their  hves,  most  obviously  were  Ibols ;  and,  what 
Foob  only,  knd  the  vricked,  understood, 
The  wise  agreed  was  somedelusi^  Shade, 
That  with  the  mist  of  time  should  disappear. 

Great  day  of  revelation  1  in  the  grave 
The  hypocrite  had  left  lus  mask,  and  stood 
In  naked  ugliness.    He  was  a  man 
Who  stole  the  livery  ot  the  court  of  heaven, 
To  serve  the  devil  in ;  in  virtue's  guise, 
Devoured  the  widow's  house  and  orphan's  bread; 
In  holy  phrase,  transacted  villanies 
That  common  sinners  durst  not  meddle  with. 
At  sacred  feast,  he  sat  among  the  saints, 
And  with  his  guilty  hands  touched  holiest  things 
And  none  of  sin  lamented  more,  or  sighed 
More  deeply,  or  with  graver^countenance, 
Or  longer  prayer,  wept  o'er  the  dying  man. 
Whose  in&nt  children,  at  the  moment,  he 
Planned  how  to  rob.    In  sermon  style  he  bought, 
And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  made 
In  Scripture  terms.    He  prayed  by  quantity. 
And  with  hb  repetitions  long  and  loud, 
Al^  knees  were  weary.    With  one  hand  he  put 
A  penny  in  the  sm  of  poverty. 
And  with  the  other  took  a  shilling  out. 
On  charitable  lists,— those  trumps  which  told 
The  public  ear,  who  had  in  secret  done 
The  poor  a  benefit,  and  half  the  alms 
They  told  o(|  took  themaelvea  to  keep  them  sound- 

ing  — 
He  blazed  lus  name,  more  pleased  to  have  it  there 
Than  in  the  book  of  hie.    Seest  thou  the  man! 
A  serpent  with  an  angel's  voice  I  a  grave 
With  flowen  bestrewed!  and  yet  few  were  deceived. 
His  virtues  being  over-done,  his  face 
Too  grave,  his  prayen  too  kmg,  his  charities 
Too  pompously  attended,  and  his  speech 
Lacrded  too  firequently  and  out  of  time 
With  serious  phraseology,— were  rents 
That  in  hk  garments  opened  in  spite  of  him, 
Through  which  the  weU-aocustomed  eye  could  see 
The  rottenness  of  his  heart.   None  deeper  blushed. 
As  in  the  itt-piefciiig  tight  be  stood,  expied, 
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No  kmger  herding  with  the  holy 

Yet  itiU  he  tried  to  bring  his  couatenanoe 

To  tanctimonioiu  Meming ;  but,  meinwhile, 

The  ehame  within,  now  viable  to  all, 

Hie  purpoee  balked.    The  righteous  smiled,  and 

even 
Despair  itself  some  ogns  of  laughter  gave,     . 
As  ineffectually  he  stiote  to  wipe 
His  brow,  that  inward  guiltiness  defiled. 
Detected  w^rstch !  of  all  the  lepBobate, 
None  seemed  maturer  for  the  flames  of  hell, 
Where  still  his  fiuce,  finnn  ancient  custom  wean 
A  holy  air  which  says  to  all  that  pass 
Him  by,  "I  was  a  hypocrite  on  earth." 

That  was  the  hour  which  measured  out  to  each, 
Impaztially,  his  share  of  reputation, 
Correcting  all  mistakes,  and  from  the  name 
Of  the  good  man  all  sUnders  wiping  ofil 
Good  name  wi^  dear  to  all    Without  it,  none 
Could  soundly  sleep,  even  on  a  royal  bed. 
Or  drink  with  relish  firom  a  cup  of  gold ;    ^ 
And  with  it,  on  his  borrowed  straw,  or  by 
The  leafless  hedge,  beneath  the  open  heavens, 
The  weary  beggar  took  untroubled  rest 
It  was  a  music  of  most  heavenly  tone, 
To  which  the  heart  leaped  joyfully,  and  all 
The  spirits  danced.    For  honest  fame,  men  laid 
Their  heads^upon  the  bkx^L,  and,  while  the  axe 
Descended,  looked  and  smiled.    It  was  of  {Mnoe 
Invaluable.    Riches,  health,  repose, 
Whole  kingdoms,  life,  were  given  for  it,  and  he 
Who  got  it  was  the  winner  still;  and  he 
Who  sold  it  durst  not  open  his  ear,  nor  look 
On  human  fooe,  he  knew  himself  so  vile^ 
Yet  it,  with  all  its  preciousness,  was  due 
To  Virtue,  and  around  her  should  have  shed. 
Unasked,  its  savoury  smell ;  but  Vice,  deformed 
Itself,  and  ugly,  and  of  flavour  rank. 
To  rob  fiur  Virtue  of  so  sweet  an  incense, 
And  with  it  to  anoint  and  salve  its  own 
Rotten  uksers,  and  perfume  the  path  that  led 
To  death,--strove  daily  by  a  thousand  means : 
And  oft  succeeded  to  make  Virtue  sour 
In  the  wodd's  nostrils,  and  its  kiathy  self 
Smell  sweetly.    Rumour  was  the  messenger 
Of  de&mation,  and  so  swift  that  none 
ConU  be  the  first  to  tell  an  evil  talej 
And  vras,  withal,  so  infamous  for  lies. 
That  he  who  of  her  sayings,  on  his  cvsed, 
The  fewest  entered,  was  deemed  wisest  man. 
The  fool,  and  many  who  had  eiedit,  too^ 
For  vrisdom,  grossly  swaUowed  all  she  said, 
Unsifted;  and  although,  at  every  word. 
They  heard  her  contradict  herseli^  and  saw 
Houriy  they  were  imposed  upon  and  mocked. 
Vet  irtUl  thi^  ran  to  hear  her  speak,  and  stared. 
And  wondoed  nroch,  and  stood  aghast,  and  said 
It  couU  not  be ;  and,  while  they  blushed  for  shame 
At  their  own  foatb,  and  seemed  to  doubt,  beliefed, 
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And  whom  they  met,  with  many  sanctaonsi,  told. 
So  did  experience  fail  to  teach;— eo  hard 
It  was  to  learn  this  simple  truth, — confirmed 
At  every  comer  by  a  thousand  proofe, —  . 
That  common  Fame  most  impudently  lied. 

'Twas  Slander  filled  her  mouth  with  lying  wwdi^ 
Slander,  the  foulest  whelp  of  Sin.    The  bmb 
In  whom  this  spirit  entered  was  undone. 
His  tongue  was  set  on  fire  of  hell,  his  heart 
Was  black  as  death,  his  kgs  were  faint  with  buli 
To  propagate  the  lie  his  soul  had  framed, 
His  pillow  wae  the  peaoe  of  families 
Des^yed,  the  sigh  of  innooenee  reproached. 
Broken  finendriiips,  and  the  strife  of  brotherhoodf ; 
Yet  did  he  spare  his  sleep,  and  hear  the  dock 
Number  the  midnight  watches,  on  his  bed. 
Devising  mischief  more ;  and  early  rose. 
And  made  most  hellish  m^als  of  good  men'si 

From  door  to  door  you  might  have 
speed. 
Or  placed  amidst  a  group  of  gaping  fools, 
And  whispering  in  their  ears  vrith  his  foul  fipn 
Peace  fled  the  neighbourhood  in  which  he  aids 
His  haunts;  and,  like  a  moral  pestilence. 
Before  his  breath,  the  healthy  shoots  and  Uoqbds 
Of  sodat  joy  and  happiness  decayed. 
Fook  only  in  his  company  were  seen. 
And  those  forsaken  of  God,  and  to  themselves 
Given  up.    The  prudent  shunned  him  and  Im 

house 
As  one  who  had  a  deadly  moral  plague. 
And  fein  vvould  all  have  shunned  him- at  the  day 
Of  judgment ;  but  in  vain.    All  who  gave  ear 
With  greediness,  or  wittingly  thdr  tongues 
Made  herald  to  his  lies,  around  him  wailed; 
While  on  his  face,  thrown  back  by  ii^ured  OM^ 
In  characters  of  ever-blushing  shame. 
Appeared  ten  thousand  shmden,  all  his  own. 

Amongthe  accursed,  who  sought  abiding  phct 
In  vain,  fhxn  fierceness  of  Jehovah's  rage^ 
And  from  the  hot  displeasure  of  the  Lamb, 
Most  wretched,  most  contemptible,  most  vUe,— 
Stood  the  felse  priest,  and  in  his  conscienoe  fek 
The  fellest  gnaw  of  the  Undying  Worm. 
And  so  he  might,  for  he  had  on  his  hands 
The  blood  of  souls,  that  would  not  wipe  avray. 
Hear  what  he  was.    He  swore,  in  sight  of  God 
And  man,  to  preach  his  master,  Jesus  Christ ; 
Yet  preached  himself:  he  swore  that  love  of  souls, 
Abne,  had  drawn  him  to  the  church;  yet  strewed 
The  path  that  led  to  hell  vrith  ieaipdt^  ffoweny 
And  in  the  ear  of  sinners,  as  they  took 
The  vray  of  death,  he  whiqiered  peaoe:  he  swors 
Away  all  love  of  lucre,  all  desire 
Of  earthly  pomp;  and  yet  a  princely  seat 
He  liked,  and  to  the  clink  of  Mammon's  box 
Gkve  most  rapadous  ear.    His  prophedes, 
He  swore,  were  firom  the  Liord;  uid  yet,  tai^ht 
lies 
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n:  with  quKkiBh  ointment,  healed  the 
inds 

neee  of  the  fool,  oatnde,  but  left, 
the  fieetilent  matter  unobeerred, 
the  moral  oonetitution  quite, 

0  to  buxat  again,  inciuable. 

1  nntempered  mortal  daubed  the  walla 
,  aajing,  JPeaoe,  when  there  was  noneu 
B  who  came  with  thintj  loul  to  hear 
I,  went  away  unaatkified ; 

mother  goipd  preiiBhed  than  Paul, 
B  that  had  no  Saviour  int;  and  yet, 
was  woTM.    Faith,  charil^,  and  love, 
y,  fofgivenen,  holiness, 
•aide  well  lettered  inlus  sabbath  creed ; 
k  his  life  he  wrote  as  plain,  Revenge, 
franny,  and  lust  of  wealth  and  power 
ite,  and  lewdness  unashamed, 
a  wolf  in  clothing  of  the  lamb, 
)le  into  the  ibid  of  Gk>d,  and  on 
od  of  soob,  which  he  did  sell  to  death, 
t;  and  yet,  when  any  would  have  turned 
t,  be  cried, '' Touch  not  the  priest  of  Qod.** 
it  be  was  anointed,  fools  believed; 
w,  that  day,  he  was  the  devil's  priest, 
d  by  the  hands  of  Sin  and  Deathf 
paitkulariy  apart  to  iH, —  * 

in  him  smoked  the  vials  of  perdition, 
measoreleaB.    Ah  me!  what  cursing  then 
aped  upon  his  head  by  tuined  souls, 
larged  him  with  their  murder,  as  he  stood, 
re  of  all  the  unredeemed  most  sad, 
r  the  coming  of  the  Son  of  Man! 
He  pause,  for  thou  hast  seen  his  place 
nishment,  beyond  the  sphere  of  love, 
t  was  removed  that  templed  once  to  sin. 
no  gold,  no  wine  the  drunkard,  saw. 
ry  had  enough,  as  heretofore, 
lis  heart  with  gall  and  bitterness, 
lade  the  man  of  envy  what  he  was, 
yith  in  others,  vileness  in  himself, 
f  praise,  with  undeserving  deeds, 
poverty  of  soul:  and  still 
work  and  daily  toil^ 
ing  tongue,  to  inake  the  noble  seem 
I  himMlll    On  fiune's  high  hill  he  saw 
id  spread  its  everlasting  green, 
ihed  to  cfimb;  but  felt  his  knees  too  weak, 
od  below,  unhi^py,  laying  hands 
te  strong,  ascending  gloriously 
pe  of  hoDoor,  bent  to  draw  them  back, 
g  oA  the  brightness  Af  their  path, 
I  hie  bieath  had  Aised.    Whene'er  he 

Id, 

le  did,  of  joy  and  hapjdness, 

mt  prosperity,  and  rising  worth, 

ike  a  wave  of  wormwood  o'er  bieeonl 

its  bitterness.    His  joy  was  wo, 

of  otbeis.    When,  from  wealth  to  want, 


From  pndses  to  reproach,  from  peace  to  strifb. 
From  miith  to  tears,  he  saw  a  brother  fall. 
Of  Virtue  make  a  slip,— lus  dreams  were  sweet 
But  chief  with  Slander,  daughter  of  his  own. 
He  took  unhaUowed  pleasure.    When  she  talked, 
And  with  her  filthy  lips  defiled  the  best, 
His  ear  drew  near;  with  wide  attention  gaped 
His  mouth ;  his  eye,  well  pleased,  as  eager  gazed 
As  glutton,  when  the  dish  he  most  desired 
Was  placed  before  him ;  and  a  horrid  mirth. 
At  interval!,  with  laughter  shook  lus  ndes. 
The  critic  too,  who,  for  a  bit  of  bread, 
In  book  that  M  adide  before  the  ink 
Was  dry,  poured  forth  excesrive  nonsense,^gave 
Him  much  delight.  The  critids,--some,  but  few, — 
Were  worthy  men,  and  earned  renown  which  had 
Immortal  roots ;  but  most  were  weak  and  vile. 


And,  as  a  cloudy  swarm  of  summer  flies. 

With  angry  hum  and  slender  lance,  beset  , 

The  sides  of  some  huge  animal ;  so  did 

They  buzz  about  the  illustrious  man,  and  fein, 

With  his  immortal  honour,  down  the  stream 

Of  fame  would  have  descended ;  but,  alas ! 

The  hand  of  Time  drove  them  away.  They  were, 

Indeed,  a  simple  race  of  men,  who  had 

One  only  art,  which  taught  them  still  to  say, 

Whatever  was  done  might  have  been  better  done ; 

And  vrith  this  art,  not  ill  to  learn,  they  made 

A  shift  to  live.    But,  sometimes  too,  beneath 

The  dust  they  raised,  was  ^rth  a  while  obseoied ; 

And  then  did  Envy  prophesy  and  laugh. 

O  Envy  I  hide  thy  bosom,  hide  it  deep. 

A    thousand   snakes,   with    blade,    envenomed 

mouths. 
Nest  there,  and  bin,  and  fbed  through  all  thy 
heart. — 

Such  one  I  saw,  here  interposing,  said 
The  new  arriaredi  in  that  dark  den  of  shame, 
Whom  who  hath  seen  shall  never  wish  to  see 
Again.    Before  him,  in  the  infernal  gloom , 
That  omnipresent  shape  of  Virtue  stood 
On  which  he  ever  threw  his  eye ;  and,  like 
A  cinder  that  had  life  and  feeling,  seemed 
His  face,  with  inward  ^lining,  to  be  what 
He  could  not  be.    As  being  that  hadlmmed 
Continually,  in  slow-consuming  fire, — 
Half  an  eteitiity,  and  was  to  bum 
For  evermore,  he  looked.    Oh  I  sight  to  be 
Forgotten  1  thought  too  horrible  to  think ! 

But  say,  believing  in  such  vro  to  codie, 
Such  dreadful  oertafaity  of  endless  pain, 
Could  beings  of  forecasting  mould,  as  thou 
Entitlest  men,  deliberately  walk  on, 
Unscared,  and  overleap  ^eb  own  belief 
Into  the  lake  of  ever-burning  firel 

Thy  tone  of  asking  seems  to  make  reply. 
And  rightly  seems:  They  <fid  n(rt  so  believe. 
Not  one  of  all  thoo  sawst  lament  and  wail 
In  Tophet,  perfectly  believed  the  wDid 
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Of  Qod,  ebe  none  had  thither  gon&    Abeaid, 
To  Hank  that  beingi)  made  with  reason,  fonned 
To  calculate,  compare,  choooe,  and  reject, 
By  nature  taught,  and  self,  and  erery  sense, 
7*0  choose  the  good,  and  pass  the  evil  by. 
Could,  with  fall  credence  of  a  time  to  come, 
When  all  the  wicked  should  be  really  damned, 
And  cast  beyond  the  sphere  of  light  and  bve, 
HaveperaeVeredinsin!  Too  foolish  this 
For  foUy  in  its  prime.    Can  aught  that  thinks 
And  wiUs  choose  certain  evil,  and  reject 
Gh>od,  in  his  heart  believing  he  does  so  1 
Could  man  choose  pain,  instead  of  endless  joy. 
Mad  supposition,  though  maintained  by  some 
Of  honest  mind.    Behold  a  man  condenmed ! 
Either  he  ne'er  inquired,  and  therefore  he 
Could  not  believe ;  or,  ekie,  he  carelessly 
Inquired,  and  sometlung  other  than  the  word 
Of  Grod  received  into  hb  cheated  faith ; 
And  therefore  he  did  not  believe,  but  down 
To  hell  descended,  leaning  on  a  lie. 

Faith  was  bewildered  much  b^  men  who  meant 
To  make  it  clear,  so  simple  in  itself, 
A  thought  so  rudimental  and  so  plain, 
That  none  by  comment  could  it  plainer  make. 
All  fiuth  was  one.    In  object,  not  in  kin'd. 
The  difierence  lay.^  The  faith  that  saved  a  soul, 
And  that  which  in  the  common  truth  believed, 
In  essence,  were  the  aan^e.    Hear,  then,  what 

fidth,  , 

True,  Christian  faith,  which  brought  salvation, 

was: 
Belief  in  all  that  Gk>d  revealed  to  men ; 
Observe,  in  all  that  God  revealed  to  men, 
In  all  he  promised,  threatened,  commanded,  said, 
Without  exception,  and  without  a  doubt. 
Who  thus  believed,  being  by  the  Spirit  touched, 
As  naturally  the  fniito  of  faith  pioflUced, 
Truth,  temperance,  meekness,  holiness,  and  love. 
As  human  eye  ^m  darkness  sought  the  light 
How  could  he  elsel  If  he,  who  had  firm  faith 
The  morrow's  sun  shouM  rise,  ordered  affidrs 
Accordingly;  if  be,  who  had  firm  faith 
That  spring,  and  summer,  and  atitumnal  days. 
Should  pass  away,  and  winter  really  come^ 
Prepared  accordingly;  if  he,  who  saw 
A  bolt  of  death  approaching,  turned  aside 
And  let  it  pass;— as  surely  did  the  man. 
Who  verily  beliiBved  the  word  of  Gk)d, 
Though  ening  whiles,  its  general  laws  obey, 
Turn  back  from  hell,  and  take  the  way  to  heaven. 

That  fSuth  was  necessary,  some  alleged, 
Unreined  and  uncontrollable  by  vrill. 
Inventi<Hi  savouring  much  of  hell !  Indeed, 
It  was  the  master^stioke  of  wickedness, 
Last  eflbrt  of  Abaddon's  council  dark, 
To  make  man  think  himself  a  slave  to  fate, 
And,  worrt  of  all,  a  sUve  to  fate  in  fiuth. 
For  thus  'twas  masoned  than:  From  fiuth  alone, 


And  from  opinion,  springs  all  actbn ;  faenoe, 
If  faith's  compelled,  so  is  all  action  too : 
But  deeds  compelled  are  not  acoountabk ; 
So  man  is  not  amenable  to  Qod. 
Arguing   that   brought   such  monstrous   bii 

though  good 
It  seemed,  must  have  been  false.    Most  fiJsc 

was. 
And  by  the  book  of  Gkid  condemned,  thfoogfac 
We  fireely  own,  that  truth,  when  set  before 
The  mind,  with  perfect  evidence,  compelled 
Belief;  but  error  lacked  such  witness,  still : 
And  none  who  now  lament  in  moral  night, 
The  word  of  Qod  refused  on  evidence 
That  might  not  have  been  set  aside  as  taha. 
To  reason,  try,  choose,  and  reject,  was  fines. 
Hence  God,  by  faith,  acquitted,  or  condemned; 
Hence  righteous  men,  with  liberty  of  will. 
Believed ;  and  hence  thou  sawst  in  Erebus 
The  wicked,  who  as  freely  disbelieved 
What  else  had  led  them  to  the  land  of  liliB. 
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FAiREsf  of  those  that  left  the  calm  of  heaven, 

And  ventured  down  to  man,  with  words  of  pea 

Daughter  of  Grrace !  known  by  whatever  name^ 

Religion,  Virtue,  Piety,  or  Love 

Of  Holiness,  the  day  of  thy  reward 

Was  come.    Ah!  thott  wast  long  despised,  d 

piaed 
By  those  thou  wooedst  firom  death  to  endless  111 
Modest  and  meek,  in  garments  white  as  those 
That  seraphs  wear,  and  countenance  as  mild 
Aff  Mercy  looking  on  Repentance'  tear ; 
With  eye  of  purity,  now  darted  up 
To  Ood's  eternal  throne,  now  humbly  bent 
Upon  thyself,  and,  weeping  down  Uiy  cheek, 
That  glowed  with  univereal  love  immenie, 
A  tear,  pure  as  the  dews  that  fidl  in  heaven; 
In  thy  left  hand,  the  dive  branch,  and  in 
Thy  right,  the  crown  of  immortality  ;— 
With  noiseless  foot,  thou  walkedat  the  vales 

earth, 
Beseeching  men,  from  age  to  age,  to  turn 
From  utter  death,  to  turn  fipom  wo  to  bliss; 
Beseeching'evermMe,  and  evermore 
Despised-^not  evermore  despised,  not  now, 
Not  at  the  day  of  doom ;  most  lovely  then, 
Most  honourable,  thou  appeased,  and  most 
To  be  desired.    The  ^Ity  heard  the  song 
Of  thy  redeemed,  how  bud !  and  saw  thy  f&at 
How  fiiir !  Alas!  it  Was  too  latel  the  hour 
Of  making  friends  was  passed,  thy  favour  then 
Might  not  be  sought ;  but  recollection,  sad 
And  accurate,  as  miser  eounting  o^er 
And  o'«  again  the  som  be  must  lay  oat. 
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ly  in  the  wicked's  ear  reheaned 
portuiiity  despised  and  lost, 
n  them  gleanied  thy  holy  look,  that  like 
orient  went  into  their  souls, 
of  thy  reward  was  come,  the  day 
remuneration  to  thy  friends, 
i,  known  by  whatever  name,  who  soaght, 
place,  in  every  time,  to  do 
adiy  their  Maker's  will,  revealed, 
ired  else  from  nature's  school ;  well  pleased 
od's  applause  alone,  that,  like  a  stretam 
test  melody,  at  itill  of  night 
derer  heard,  in  their  most  secret  ear 
r  whispered,  Peace ;  and,  as  a  string 
red  tone  awoke,  their  inmost  soul 
ive  answered,  Peace ;  inquiring  still 
rching,  night  and  day,  to  know  their  duty 
nown,  with  undisputiog  trust,  with  love 
diable,  with  zeal,  by  reason's  lamp 
, — performing ;  and  to  Him,  by  whose 
I,  aU-calculating  skill  alone, 
-results  even  of  the  slightest  act, 
'  grasped,  with  unsuspicious  (aithi 
9quences  leaving;  to  abound, 
,  alike  prepared;  who  knew  to  be 
bow,  and  how  to  be  abased ; 
t  to  live,  and  how  to  die  when  asled. 
ayen  sincere,  their  alms  in  secret  done, 
(htings  with  themselves,  their  abstinence 
iasore,  though  by  mortal  eye  unseen, 
arts  of  resignation  to  the  wHl 
en,  their  patient  bearing  of  reproach 
me,  their  charity,  and  faith,  and  hope,^^ 
kt  remember,  and  in  full  repaid, 
nipt  thoii,  who  at  the  bargained  hour 
eot  due,  sent  to  his  creditors 
'  kMses  and  mischances,  long, 
by  God  himself^  and  from  ^e  stores 
isures  of  his  wealth,  at  will  supplied, — 
,  thou  alone,  of  all  that  men, 
I,  gave  credit,  to  be  reimbursed 
ther  side  the  grave,  didst  keep  thy  word, 
,  and  all  thy  promises  fulfilled, 
the  mind,  rich  with  unborrowed  wealth, 
lultitudes  of  thoughts  for  utterance  strive, 
10  fair,  that  each  seems  worthy  fint 
'  on.the  tongue,  and  from  the  lips 
Mage  forth, — selection  hesitates 
d,  and  loses  time,  anxious,  since  all 
«  taken,  to  take  the  best ;  and  yet 
!8t  what  he  left  be  worthier  still ; 
ving  much,  where  all  so  goodly  look, 
rejected  one,  or  in  the  rear 
be  obscured :  so  did  the  bard, 
not  unskilled,  as  on  that  multitude 
rho  once  awoke  to  judgment,  he 
i«k  reflection,  hesitating  pause. 
I  harp,  in  tone  severe,  had  sung 
ure  the  most  famous  sinners  made. 


When  fhxn  the  grave  they  rose  unmasked;  so  did 

He  wish  to  character  the  good;  but  yet, 

Among  so  many,  glorious  all,  all  worth 

Immortal  fame,  with  whom  begin,  with  wham 

To  end,  was  difficult  to  choose ;  and  loqg 

His  auditors,  upon  the  tiptoe  raised 

Of  expectatk>n,  might  have  kept,  had  not 

His  eye— for  so  it  is  in  heaven,  that  whit 

Is  needed  always  is  at  hand— beheld. 

That  moment,  on  a  mountain  near  the  thions 

Of  Grod,  the  most  renowned  of  the  redeemed, 

Rejoicing :  nor  who  first,  who  most  to  praise, 

Debated  more ;  but  thus,  with  sweeter  note, 

Well  pleased  to  sing,  with  highest  eubgy. 

And  first,  whom  God  appUuded  most, — b^gan. 

With  patient  ear,  thou  now  hast  heard, — though 
whiles. 
Aside  digressing,  ancient  feeling  turned 
My  lyre,— what  shame  the  wicked  had,  that  day, 
What  wailing,  what  remorse ;  so  hear,  in  brie^ 
How  bold  the  righteous  stood,  the  men  redeemed 
How  fair  in  virtue,  and  in  hope  how  glad ! 
And  first  among  the  holy  shone,  as  bat 
Became,  the  faithful  minister  of  GKmI. 

See  where  he  walks  on  yonder  mount  that  lifts 
Its  summit  high,  on  the  right  hand  of  bliss, 
Sublime  in  glory,  talking  with  his  peers 
Of  the  incarnate  Saviour's  love,  and  pfwsed 
Afiliction  lost  in  present  joy !  See  how 
His  fiioe  with  heavenly  ardour  glows,  and  how 
His  hand,  enfaptured,  strikes  the  golden  lyre! 
As  now,  conversing  of  the  Lamb,  once  slsin, 
He  speaks;  and  now,  firom  vines  that  never  hear 
Of  winter,  but  in  monthly  harvest  yield 
Their  firuit  abundantly,  he  plucks  the  grapes 
Of  life !  But  what  he  was  019  earth  it  most 
Behoves  to  say.    Elect  by  Ghxl  himself, 
Anointed  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  set 
Apart  to  the  great  work  of  saving  men ; 
Instructed  fiilly  in  the  will  divine. 
Supplied  with  grace  in  store,  as  need  might  ask, 
And  with  the  sUunp  and  signature  of  heaveD, 
Truth,  merey,  patience,  holiness,  and  |ove. 
Accredited ; — he  was  a  man,  by  God, 
The  Lord,  commissioned  to  make  known  to  men 
The  eternal  counseb ;  in  his  Master's  name, 
To  treat  with  them  of  everlasting  things, 
Of  life,  death,  bliss,  and  wo;  to  offer  terms 
Of  pardon,  grace,  and  peace,  to  the  rebelled; 
To  teach  the  ignorant  soul,  to  cheer  the  sad ; 
To  bind,  to  loose,  with  all  authority ;. 
To  give  the  feeble  strength,  the  hopeless  hope, 
To  help  the  halting,  and  to  lead  the  blind ; 
To  warn  the  careless,  heal  the  sick  of  heart. 
Arouse  the  indolent,  and  on  the  proud 
And  obstinate  offender  to  denounce 
The  wrath  of  God.    All  other  men,  what  name 
Soo'cr  they  bore,  whatever  office  held, 
It  lawful  held,— the  magistrate  supreme, 
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Or  eke  sabordiii!ate,  were  diosen  by  men, 
Their  fdlows,  «nd  from  men  deriTed  their  power, 
And  #ere  accdontable,  for  all  they  did, 
To  men ;  but  he,  alone,  his  office  held 
Immediately  from  God,  from  Qod  reodved 
Authority,  and  was  to  none  but  Qod 
Amenable.    The  eldem  of  the  chnich, 
Indeed,  upon  him  laid  their  handa,  and  set 
Him  vinbly  apart  to  preach  the  word 
Of  life ;  but  this  was  merely  outward  rito 
And  decent  ceremonial,  performed 
On  all  alike ;  and  Oft,  as  thou  hast  heard, 
Performed  on  those  God  never  sent ;  his  call, 
His  consecration,  his  anointing,  all 
Were  inward,  in  the  conscience  heard  and  felt 
Thus,  by  Jehovah  chosen,  and  ordained 
To  talks  into  his  charge  the  soub  of  men, 
And  for  his  trust  to  answer  at  the  day 
Of  judgment, — great  plenipotent  of  heaven, 
And  representative  of  Qod  on  earth, — 
Fearless  of  men  and  devils ;  unabashed 
By  sin  enthroned,  or  mockeiy  of  a  prince, 
Unawed  by  armed  legions,  unseduced    ' 
By  offered  bribes,  burning  with  love  to  souls 
Unquenchable,  and  mindful  still  of  his 
Gh»at  charge  and  vast  responsibility; —  * 
High  in  the  temple  of  the  living  Gkxl, 
He  stood  amidst  the  people,  and  deplared 
Aloud  the  truth,  t&e  whole  revealed  truth, 
Ready  to  seal  it  with  his  blood.    Divine 
Resemblance  most  complete !  with  haetcj  now 
And  k>ve,  his  fece,  illumed,  shone  gloriously; 
And  frowning  now  indignantly,  it  seemed 
As  if  offended  Justice,  from  his  eye,  • 
Streamed  forth  vindictive  wrath!    Men  heard, 

alarmed. 
The  uncircumcised  infidel  believed ; 
Light4houghted  Mirth  grew  serious,  and  wept; 
The  laugh  pro&ne  sunk  in  a  sigh  of  deep 
Repentance,  the  blasphemer,  kneeling,  prayed. 
And,  pioetrate  in  the  dust,  for  mercy  called; 
And  cursed,  old,  forsaken  sinners  gnashed 
Their  teeth,  as  if  their  hour  had  been  arrived. 
Such  was  his  calling,  his  commission  such. 
Yet  he  was  humble,  kind,  foi^ving,  meek, 
Easy  to  be  entreated,  gracious,  mild ; 
And,  with  all-  patience  tjo^  affection,  taught, 
Rebuked,  persuaded,  solaced,  -counselled,  warned. 
In  fervent  style  and  manner.    Tweedy,  poor. 
And  dying  men,  like  music,  heard  his  feet 
Approach  their  beds;  and  guilty  wretches  took 
New  hope,  and  in  his  prayers  wept  and  smiled. 
And  blessed  him,  as  they  died  forgiven ;  and  all 
Saw  in  his  face  oontentroent,  in  his  life, 
The  path  togk>ry  and  perpetual  Joy. 
Deep^leamed  in  the  philosophy  of  heaven, 
He  searched  the  causes  out  of  good  and  ill, 
Profoondly  calculating  their  effects 
Far  past  the  bounds  of  Time ;  and  baUndog, 


In  the  arithmetic  of  friture  things. 
The  k>8B  and  profit  of  the  soul  to  all 
Eternity.    A  skilfrd  workman  he 
In  Gk>d's  great  moral  vineyard :  what  to  prune 
What  cautious  hand  he  knew,  what  to  uproot; 
What  were  mere  weeds,  and  what  celestial  photf 
Which  had  unfading  vigour  in  them,  knew; 
Nor  knew  alone,  but  watched  them  night  and  dtj, 
And  reared  and  nourished  them,  till  fit  to  be 
Transplanted  to  the  Paradise  above. 

Oh!  who  can  speak  his  praise!  gmt,  hmnlife 
man! 
He  in  the  current  of  destruction  stood 
And  warned  the  sinner  of  his  wo;  led  on 
Immanuel's  members  in  the  evil  day ; 
And,  with  the  everiasting  arms  embraced 
Himself  around,  stood  in  the  dreadful  front 
Of  battle,  high,  and  warred  victoriously 
With  death  and  hell.    And  now  was  come  hit 

rest, 
His  triumph  day.    Illustrious  like  a  sun. 
In  that  assembly,  he,  sliining  from  far, 
Most  excellent  in  glory,  stood  assured. 
Waiting  the  promised  crown,  the  promised  throw, 
The  Welcome  and  approval  of  his  Lord. 
Nor  oip  alone,  but  many — prophets,  priests. 
Apostles,  great  reformers,  all  that  served 
Messiah  faithfully,  like  stars  appeared 
Of  fairest  beam ;  and  round  them  gathered,  dad 
In  white,  the  vouchers  of  their  ministry — 
The  flock  their  care  had  nourished,  fed,  and  sa^ 

Nor  yet  in  common  glory  blazing,  stood 
The  true  phikxopher,  decided  friend 
Of  truth  and  man.    Determined  foe  of  aO 
Deception,  calm^  collected,  patient,  wise. 
And  humble,  undeceived  by  outward  shape 
Of  things,  by  fashion's  revelry  uncharmed, 
By  honour  unbewitched,-^he  left  the  chase 
Of  vanity,  and  ail  the  quackeries 
Of  life,  to  fools  and  heroes,  or  whoe'er 
Desired  them;  and  with  reason,  much  despised, 
Traduced,  yet  heavenly  reason,  to  the  shtde 
Retired — ^retired,  but  not  to  dream,  or  buiU 
Of  ghostly  fencies,  seen  in  the  deep  noon 
Of  sleep,  ill-balanced  theories;  retired, 
But  did  not  leave  mankind ;  in  pity,  not 
In  wrath,  retired;  and  still,  though  distant,  kept 
His  eye  on  men ;  at  j^roper  angle  took 
His  stand  to  see  them  better,  and,  beyond 
The  clamour  which  the  bells  of  foDy  made, 
That  most  had  hung  about  them,  to  consult 
With  nature,  how  their  madness  might  be  cured, 
And  how  theb  true  substantial  comforts  might 
Be  multiplied.    Religious  man!  what  God 
By  prophets,  priests,  evangelists,  revealed 
Of  sacred  truth,  he  thankfiilly  leoeived, 
And,  by  its  light  directed,  went  in  searxsh 
Of  more.    Before  him,  darkness  fled;  and  all 
The  goblin  tribe,  that  hong  upon  the 
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It,  and  haunted  still  the  moral  gloom 
lape&eM  fonns,  and  blue,  infernal  Ughxa, 
Utftinct,  and  devilish  whisperings, 
e  miteducated  fancies  vexed 
ntitiouii  men, — at  his  approach, 
!d,inTiable.    Where'er  he  went, 
•on  still  he  taught,  To  fisar  no  ill 
no  being  but  Almighty  God. 
preheading  sage !  too  hard  alone 
was  man's  salvation ;  all  besides, 
ir  comfort,  that  distinction  made 
I  the  desperite  savage,  scarcely  raised 
he  beast  whose  flesh  he  ate,  undressed, 
i  UMst  polished  of  the  human  rao^, 
oduct  of  his  persevering  search. 
L  owed  him  much,  as  from  the  fake 
eied  much  *,  for  still  his  main  design, 
s  contemplations,  was  to  trace 
idomi,  providence,  and  love  of  Grod, 
his  fellows,  less  observant,  show 
L>rth.     From  prejudice  redeemed,  with  all 
sons  still,  above  the  common  world, 
in  reason  and  in  aim  sublime, 
and  on  the  marvellous  works  of  God 
r  thought;  now  glancing  up  his  eye, 
nt,  through  aU  the  starry  dance,    ^ 
letrating  now  the  deep  remote         * 
ral  canstt  in  the  womb  opaquei 
er  hid ;  now  with  inspection  niee^ 
;  the  mystic  kbyrinlhs  of  the  mind, 
thought,  of  notice  ever  shy,  behind 
t,  disappearing, still  retired;  and  still, 
i  meeting  thought,  and  thought  awaken- 
tbought, 

ogling  still  with  thought  in  endless  mase, — 
red  observation ;  now,  with  ey^ 
»  severely  purged,  looking  fiir  down 
heart,  where  passion  wove  a  web 
land  thousand  threads,  in  grain  and  hue 
avnt ;  then,  upward  venturing  whiles, 
ereoUy,  and  in  his  hand,  the  light 
d,  near  the  eternal  Throne,  he  gazed, 
ihizing  less  than  worshipping, 
ily  great!  his  intellectual  strength 
owledge  vast,  to  men  of  lesser  mind, 
infinite ;  yet,  fifom  his  high  pursuits, 
Monings  most  profound,  he  still  returned 
srith  an  humbler  and  a  warmer  heaft: 
ne  so  kywly  bowed  before  bis  God, 
9  SO  well  His  awful  mi^esty 
adness  comprehended ;  or  so  well 
a  dependency  and  weakness  knew. 
glorious  now,  with  vision  purified 
Fssnntial  Truth,  entirely  free 
nor,  be,  investigating  still, — 
owledge  is  not  found,  unsought,  in  hea* 

mid  to  world,  at  pleasure,  roves,  on  wing 
an  ray  upborne ;  or,  at  th^^leet 


Of  heaven's  most  ancient  si^ges^  aittipg,  heiars 
New  wonders  of  the  wondrous  works  of  Qod  I    - 

Illustrious  too,  that  morning,  stood  the  man 
Exalted  by  the  people,  to  the  throne 
Of  government,  established  on  the  base 
Of  justice,  liberty,  and  equal  right; 
Who,  in  his  countenance  sublime,  expiesMd 
A  nation's' majesty,  and  yet- was  meek 
And  humble ;  and  in  royal  palace  gave 
Example  to  the  meanest,  of  the  fear 
Of  Grod,  and  all  iutegrity  of  life  , 

And  manners;  who,  august,  yet  lowly;  who^ 
Severe,  yet  gracious ;  in  his  very  heart, 
Detesting  all  oppression,  i^  intent 
Of  private  aggrandizement;  and,  the  first    . 
In  every  public  duty,  held  the  scales 
Of  justice,  and  as  the  law,  which  reigned  in  him. 
Commanded,  gave  rewards;  or,  with  the  edge 
Vindictive,  smote,  now  light,  now  heavily. 
According  to  the  stature  of  the  crime. 
Conspicuous  like  an  oak  of  healthiest  bough. 
Deep-rooted  in  his  country's  k)ve,  he  stood. 
And  gave  his  hand  to  Virtue,  helping  up 
The  honest  man  to  honour  and  renown; 
And,  with  the  look  which  goodness  wears  in  wrath 
Withering  the  very  blood  of  Knavery, 
And  from  his  presence  driving  far,  ashamed. 

Nor  less  re^narkable,  among  the  blessed, 
Appeared  the  man,  who,  in  the  senate-hoijise 
Watchful,  unhired,  unbribed,  and  uncormpt, 
And  paity  only  to  the  common  weal, 
In  virtue!s  awful  age,  pleaded  for  rjight. 
With  truth  so  dear,  with  argument  so  strong, 
With  action  so  sincere,  and  tone  so  loud 
And  deep,  as  made  the  despot  quake  behind 
His  adamantine  gates,  and  every  joint, 
In  terror,  smite  his  fellow-joint  relaxed ; 
Or,  marching  to  the  fiekl,  in  burnished  steel, 
While,  frowning  on  his  brow,  tremendous  hung 
The  wrath  of  a  whole  people,  l<Aig  provoked, — 
Mustered  the  stormy  wings  of  war,  in  day 
Of  dreadful  deeds ;  and  led  the  battle  on. 
When  Liberty,  swift  as  the  fires  of  heaven. 
In  fiuy  rode,,  with  all  her  hosts,  and  threw 
The  tyrant  down,  and  drove  invasion  b%ck. 
Illustrious  he^illustrious  all  appeared. 
Who  ruled  supreme  in  righteousness;  or  held 
Inferior  place,  in  steadfast  rectitude 
Of  soul.    Peculiarly  severe  had  been 
The  nurture  of  their  youth,  their  knowledge  great. 
Great  was  their  wisdom,  great  their  cares,  and 

great 
Their  self-denial,  and  their  service  done 
To  God  and  man ;  and  great  was  their  reward. 
At  hand,  proportioned  to  their  worthy  deeds. 

Breathe  all  thy  minstrelsy,  immortal  Harp! 
Breathe  numbers  warm  with  love,whik  I  rehearse — 
Delighted  theme,  resembling  most  the  songs 
Whkh,day  and  night,  are  sung  belbce  the  Lamb! — 
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Thy  pcaise,  O  Charity  I  thy  labours  mcMt 

Divme ;  thy  sympathy  with  sighs,  and  teara, 

And  groans ;  thy  great,  thy  god-like  wish,  to  heal 

All  misery,  all  fortune's  wounds,  and  make 

The  soul  of  every  living  thing  rejoice. 

O  thou  wast  needed  much  in  days  of  Time! 

No  virtue,  half  so  much ! — None  half  so  fidr ! 

To  all  the  rest,  however  fine,  thou  gavest 

A  finishing  and  polish,  without  which 

No  man  e'er  entered  heaven.    Let  me  record 

His  praise,  the  man  of  great  benevolence, 

Who  pressed  thee  closely  to  his  gbwing  heart, 

And  to  thy  gentle  bidding  made  his  feet 

Swift  minister.    Of  all  mankind,  his  soul 

Was  most  in  harmony  with  heaven :  as  one 

Sole  fiunily  of  brothers,  sisters,  friends, 

One  in  their  origin,  one  in  their  rights 

To  an  the  common  gifts  of  providence. 

And  in  their  hopes,  their  joys,  and  sorrows  one, 

He  viewed  the  universal  human  race. 

He  needed  not  a  law  of  state,  to  force 

Grudging  submission  to  the  law  of  Qod, 

The  law  of  love  was  in  his  heart,  alive ; 

What  he  possessed,  he  counted  not  his  own  \ 

But,  like  a  faithful  steward  in  a  house 

Of  public  alms,  what  fireel  j  he  received 

He  freely  gave,  distributing  to  all 

The  helpless  the  last  mite  beyond  his  own 

Temperate  support,  and  reckoning  still  the  gift 

But  justice  due  to  want ;  and  so  it  was, 

Although  the  world,  with  comfdiment  not  ill 

Applied,  adorned  it  with  a  £urer  name. 

Nor  did  he  wait  tiU  to  his  door  the  voice 

Of  supplication  came,  but  went  abroad. 

With  foot  as  silent  as  the  starry  dews, 

In  search  of  misery  that  pined  unseen. 

And  would  not  ask.  And  who  can  tell  what  rights 

He  saw  I  what  groans  he  heard,  in  that  cold  world 

Below!  where  819,  in  league  with  gloomy  Death, 

Marched  daily  through  the  length  and  l»eadth  of 

an 

The  land,  wasting  at  will,  and  making  earth, 
Fair  earth  1  a  lazar-house,  a  dungeon  dark. 
Where  Disappointment  fed  on  ruined  Hope, 
Where  Guilt,  worn  out,  leaned  on  the  triple  edge 
Of  want,  remorse,  despair;  where  Cruelty 
Reached  forth  a  cup  of  wormwood  to  the  lips 
Of  Sorrow,  that  to  deeper  Sorrow  wailed ; 
Where  Mockery,  and  Disease,  and  Poverty, 
Met  miserable  Age,  erewhile  sore  bent 
With  his  own  burden ;  where  the  arrowy  winds 
Of  winter  pierced  the  naked  orphan  babe. 
And  chilled  the  mother's  heart,  who  had  no  boilne; 
And  where,  alas !  in  mid-time  of  his  day, 
The  honest  roan,  robbed  by  some  villain's  hand, 
Or  with  long  sickneas  pale,  and  paler  yet 
With  want  and  hunger,  oft  drank  bitter^draughts 
Of  his  own  tears,  and  had  no  bread  to  eat. 
Oh !  who  can  tell  what  sights  he  saw,  what  shapes 


Of  wretchedness !  or  who  describe  what  smUes 
Of  gratitude  iUumiiied  the  fiu»  of  wo, 
While  firom  his  hand  he  gave  the  bounty  forth! 
As  when  the  Sun,  to  Cancer  vdieeling  back. 
Returned  from  Capricorn,  and  showed  the  north. 
That  long  had  Iain  in  cold  and  cheerless  night, 
His  beamy  countenance;  all  nature  then 
Rejoiced  together  glad ;  the  flower  kx>ked  up 
And  smiled;  the  forest,  firom  his  locks,  shook  off 
The  hoary  firosts,  and  clapped  his  hands;  thebirdi 
Awoke,  and,  singing,  rose  to  meet  the  day; 
And  from  his  hollow  den,  wliere  many  months 
He  slumbered  sad  in  darkness,  blithe  and  h^ 
Of  heart  the  savage  sprung,  and  saw  again 
His  mountains  shine,  and  with  new  songs  of  lovs 
AJlured  the  virgin's  ear :  so  did  the  house, 
The  prison-house  of  guilt,  and  all  the  abodes 
Of  unprovided  helplessness,  revive, 
As  on  them  looked  the  sunny  messenger 
Of  Charity.    By  ang^Ui  tended  stiU, 
That  marked  Us  deeds,  and  wrote  them  in  ths 

book 
Of  God's  remembrance ;  careless  he  to  be 
Observed  of  men,  or  have  each  mite  bestowed 
Recorded  punctuaUy,  with  name  and  place, 
In  eveur  bin  of  news.    Pleased  to  do  good, 
He  gave,  and  sought  no  more,  nor  questioned  nmcli, 
Nor  reasoned,  who  deserved ;  for  weU  be  knew 
The  face  of  need.    Ah  me!  who  could  mistakel 
The  shame  to  ask,  the  want  that  urged  within, 
Composed  a  look  so  perfectly  distinct 
From  an  else  human,  and  withal  so  fuD 
Of  misery,  that  none  could  pass,  untouched, 
And  be  a  Christian,  or  thereafter  claim, 
In  any  form,  the  name  or  rights  of  man, 
Or,  at  the  day  of  judgment,  lift  his  eye ; 
While  he,  in  name  of  Christ,  who  gave  the  poer  ^ 
A  cup  of  water,  or  a  bit  of  bread. 
Impatient  for  hb  advent,  waiting  stood. 
Glowing  in  rob^  of  love  and  holiness, 
Heaven's  fairest  dress !  and  round  him  ranged,  IB 

white, 
A  thousand  witnesses  appeared,  prepared 
To  teU  his  gracious  deeds  before  the  Throiw. 

Nor  umeno^ned  among  the  most  renowned. 
Nor  'nuMig  the  fairest  unadmired,  that  mom, 
When  highest  &me  was  proof  of  highest  worth, 
Distinguished  stood  the  bard :  not  he,  who  sold 
The  incommunicable,  heavenly  gift, 
To  FoUy,  and  with  lyre  of  perfect  tone, 
Prepared  by  God  himself,  fit  holiest  praise,— 
Vilest  of  traitofs!  most  dishonest  man !-» 
Sat  by  the  door  of  Ruin,  and  made  there 
A  melody  so  sweet,  and  in  the  mouth 
Of  drunkenness  and  debauc^i,  that  else  had  croaked 
In  natural  discordance  jarring  harsh, 
Put  so  divine  a  song,  |hat  many  turned 
Aside,  and  entered  in  undone,  and  thought 
Meanwhile,  it  was  the  gate  of  heaven,  m  liks 
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■  Toioe  the  mtuic  seemed ;  nor  he, 
iiung  grievously  of  damsel  coy, 
g  fortone,  that  would  nothing  gite 
nought,  tn  indolent  lament 
>le,  passed  his  piteous  days, 
unaelf  the  hero  of  his  tale,  • 

ill  the  poef  s  name :  but  he, 
hy  God's  own  hand  anointed,  who, 
^s  all-delighting  harmony, 
TTB  toned :  who,  from  the  fooht  of  troth, 
ilody,  and  beauty  poured,  arid  lof»^ 
leam,  into  the  human  heart ; 
the  height  of  fefty  argummt, 
tified  the  ways  of  Ood  to  man," 
what  stiD  he  sings,  approved,  in  heaven ; 
Dw  with  bolder  note,  above  the  damp 
i,  whi^h  the  pure  celestial  fire 
d  restrained  in  .part  his  flaming  wing, 
•hy  was  deemed  of  deeper  thought, 
oent  more  severe^  than  Poetry ; 
ihr,  and  fancy,  more  inclined. 
f  Fancy,  as  was  understood, 
!ative  nature,  or  of  power, 
wrought  stufl^,  to  btdid  a  fabric  up, 
vision  wonderful  and  strange, 
',  the  theoretic,  claimed,  # 

Qy,  the  first  and  highest  place 
I  &vDor.    Her  material  souls, 
e,  her  afoms  shaped  alike,  her  white 
ek,  her  universal  nothing,  all ; 
r  wondrous  systems,  how  the  mind 
er  met ;  how  man  was  free,  and  yet 
boned ;  how  evil  first  began ; 
her  speculations^  soaring  high, 
nal,  uncreated  Mind, 
;  in  reason  infinitely  far 
irprising  ffeat  of  theory  f— 
creation  of  her  own,  webs  wove 
sr  in  Fancy's  lightest  loofn, 
sne,  on  the  list  of  being  made 
«nded :  hut  her  look,  meanwhile, 
»  and  studious;  and  many  thought 
led  deeply,  when  she  wildly  raved* 
9,  legitimate,  anointed  bard, 
ig  through  ages  poured  its  melody, 
severely  thoughtfhl,  roost  minutp 
ate  of  observation,  most 
acquainted  with  all  modes 
es  of  existence.    True,  no  donht, 
finally  drank,  tnai  out 
of  fife  and  love,  a  double  draught, 
wfiiate'er  he  toadied  a  double  life: 
as  mere  desire  at  fiist,  and  power 
loeaiis  to  woriL  by;  needvrasstifl 
nig,  quick,  inspective  mood 
f  fritUbl  meoioiy,  vastlf  stored, 
emi  being's  ample  field, 
wledge;  «)d  a  jadgment,  soond  and 


Well  disciplined  in  nature's  rules  of  taste;        ^ 
Discerning  to  select,  arrange,  combine. 
From  infinite  variety,  and  still 
To  nature  true ;  and  guide  withal,  haid  task, 
The  sacred,  living  impetus  divine, 
DiBcreetly  through  the  harmony  of  song. 
Completed  thus,  the  poet  sung ;  and  age 
To  age,  enraptured,  heard  his  measures  flow; 
Enraptured,  for  he  poured  the  very  hi 
And  marrow  ofexiufwu  through  his  verse, 
And  gave  the  soul,  that  dse,  in  selfish  cold, 
Unwarmed  by  kindred  Interest,  had  lain, 
A  roomy  life,  a  glowing  relish  high, 
A  sweet,  expansive  brotherhood  of  being — 
Joy  ansv^ring  joy,  and  sigh  responding  sigh, 
Through  all  the  fibres  of  the  social  heart 
Observant,  sympathetic,  sound  pf  head. 
Upon  the  ocean  vast  of  human  thought. 
With  passion  rough  and  stormy,  venturing  out, 
Even  as  the  living  biHows  rolled,  he  threw 
His  nunxbers  over  them,  seized  as  they  wen, 
And  to  perpetual  ages  left  them  fixed, 
To  each,  a  mirror  of  itself  displayed ; 
Despair  for  ever  lowering  dark  on  Sin, 
And  happiness  on  Yiitue  smiling  fidr. 

He  was4lie  mhiister  of  fiuae,  and  gave 
To  whom  he  would  renovm:  nor  missed  himself- 
Ahhough  despMing  much  the  idiot  roar 
Of  popolar  applaose,  that  sudden,  oft, 
Unnatorally  taming,  whom  it  nursed 
Itself  devoured — the  lasting  fame,  the  praise 
Of  Qad  and  holy  men,  to  excellenee  given. 
Yet  less  he  sought  his  own  tenown,  than  wished 
To  have  the  eternal  images  of  troth 
And  beauty,  pietored  in  his  vefse,  admlied. 
'Twas  these,  taking  imiportal  shape  and  form 
Beneath  his  eye,  that  charmed  his  midnight  watch. 
And  oft  his  soul  with  awful  transports  shook 
Of  happiness,  unfeh  by  other  men. 
This  was  that  speB,  that  sorcery,  which  boond  ^ 
The  poet  to  the  lyre,  and  would  not  let 
Him  go;  that  hidden  mystery  of  joy, 
Which  made  him  sing  ia«pite  of  fortune's  wont;' 
And  was,  at  once,  both  motive  and  reward. 

Nor  now  among  theehoral  harps,  in  .this 
The  native  dime  of  song,  are  those  unknown, 
With  higher  note  asoending,  who,  bebw, 
In  hdy  ardour,  aimed  at  kifiy  strains. 
Troe  fame  is  never  lost:  many,  whose  names 
Were  honoored  much  on  earthy  are  fiunoos  hen 
For  poetry,  and,  with  aich-angd  harps, 
Hold  no  oneqoid  ihraby  in  song; 
Leading  the  ehoivi  of  heaven,  in  nomheis  high, 
In  nombere  ever  sweet  and  ever  new. 

Behold  them  yonder,  where  the  river  pore 
FUrm  warbling dovm  before  the  throne  of  Gk>d; 
Ajid,  shading  on  each  side,  the  tree  of  life 
Spreads  its  onfiuiing  boo^t—fite  bow  they  duaa^ 
In  gannants  white,  quaffing  deep  divq^lli  of  kfve^ 
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And  haipiiig  on  their  htfpi,  new  hannoniee 
Preparing  for  the  ear  of  God,  Mort  High ! 

Bat  why  should  I,  of  individaal  woith, 
Of  individual  gbrjy  longer  aingl         «. 
No  true  believer  waa,  that  day,  obacnze ; 
No  holy  aoul  but  had  enough  of  joy; 
No  pkHU  with  without  its  foil  reward. 
Who  in  the  Father  and  the  Son  believed, 
With  fiuth  that  wrought  by  love  to  holy  deeds, 
And  purified  the  heart,  n«|»trembled  there, 
Nor  had  by  eaithly  guise  his  rank  concealed; 
Whether,  unknown,  he  tiUed  the  ground  xemote, 
Observant  of  the  seasons,  anfl  adored 
God  in  the  promise,  yearly  verified,    • 
Of  seed-time,  harvest,  summer,  winter,  day 
And  night,  returning  duly  at  the  time 
Appointed ;  or,  oa  the  shadowy  mountain  side. 
Worshipped  at  dewy  eve,  watching  his  flocks; 
Or,  tnuUng,  saw  the  wonders  of  the  deep. 
And  as  the  needle  to  the  starry*  Pole 
Turned  constantly,  so  he  his  heart  to  God; 
Or  else,  in  servitude  severe,  was  taught 
To  break  the  bonds  of  sin;  or,  begging,  learned 
To  trust  the  Providence  that  M  the  raven. 
And  clothed  the  lily  with  her  annual  gown. 

Most  numerous,  indeed,  among  the  saved, 
And  many,  toes  not  least  illustrions,  shone 
The  men  who  had  no  name  on  earth.    Eclipsed 
By  lowly  circumstance,  they  lived  unknown, 
Like  stream  thtt  in  the  desert  warbled  dear, 
Still  nursing,  as  it  goes,  the  heib  and  flower. 
Though  never  seen;  or  like  the  star,  retired 
In  sohtndes  of  ether,  far  beyond 
All  sight,  not  of  essential  splendoiir  leo^ 
Though  riiining  unobserved.  None  saw  their  pofe 
Devotion,  none  their  tea^  their  fidth,  and  love. 
Which  burned  within  them,  both  to  God  and 
^^  man, — 

Noiie  saw  but  God.    He,  in  his  bottle,  aU 
Their  tears  preserved,  and  every  holy  wish 
Wrote  in  his  book;  and,  not  as  they  had  done, 
But  as  they  wished  with  all  their  heart  to  do. 
Arrayed  them  now  in  glory,  and  dii^ilayed, — 
No  k)nger  hid  by  coarse,  uncourtly  garb, — 
In  lustre  equal  to  their  inward  worth. 

Man's  time  was  passed,  and  his  eteml^ 
Begun.  No  fiNur  remained  of  change.  The  youth, 
Who^  in  the  gbwing  mom  of  vigorous  life,  . 
HighHPflBching  ailer  great  religious  deed% 
Was  suddenly  cut  off,  with  all  Lis  hopes 
In  sunny  blooin,  and  nnaooomplished  left 
His  wither^  aims, — saw  everlasting  days, 
Before  him,  dawning  rise,  in  which  to  achieve 
AU  glorious  things,  and  get  himself  the  name 
That^salotts  Death  too  soon  finbade  on  earth. 

Old  things  had  passed  away,  and  aU  was  oew; 
And  yet,  of  all  the  new-begun,  nought  so 
Prodigious  diflSnebce  made,  in  the  afiairs 
And  thninghts  of  every  man,  as  certainty. 


For  doubt,  all  doubt,  was  gone,  of  eveiy 

Doubt  that  erewhile,  beneath  the  lowest  base 

Of  mortal  reasonings,  deepest  laid,  crept  in, 

And  made  the  strongest,  best- cemented  tawtm 

Of  human  workmanship,  so  weakly  ahake, 

And  to  their  lofty  tops  so  waver  still, 

That  those  who  built  tbem,  feared  their  sudden  fidL 

But  doubt,  all  doubt,  was  passed;  and,  in  its  pboi^ 

To  every  thought  that  in  the  heart  of  man 

Was  present,  now  had  come  an  absolnie, 

Unquestionable  certainty,  which  gave 

To  each  dedoon  of  the  mind  immense 

Importance,^pdsing  to  iti  proper  height 

The  sequent  tide  of  passion,  whether  joy 

Or  grief.    The  good  man  knew,  in  very  tmth. 

That  he  was  saved  to  all  eternity, 

And  feared  no  more ;  the  bad  had  proof  oompleti^ 

That  he  was  damned  for  ever;  and  believed 

Entirely,  that  on  every  wicked  soul 

Anguish  should  come,  and  wrath,  and  utter  wo. 

Knowledge  was  much  increased,  but  wisdm 
more.         • 
The  film  of  Time,  that  stin  before  the  sight 
Of  mortal  vision  danced,  and  led  the  beet 
Astray,  pursuing  unsubstantial  dreams. 
Had  d^^yped  feom  every  eye.   Men  saw  that  thiy 
Had  vexed  themsdves  in  vain,  to  understand 
What  now  no  hope  to  understand  remiuned; 
That  they  had  often  counted  evil  good. 
And  good  for  ill;  Unghed  when  they  should  have 

wept, 
And  wept,  forlom,  when  God  intended  mirth. 
But  what,  of  all  their  follies  passed,  surprised 
Them  most,  and  seemed  most  totally  insane 
And  unaccountable,  was  value  set 
On  objects  of  a  day,  was  serious  grief 
Or  joy  for  loss  or  gain  of  mortal  thingik 
So  utterly  impossible  it  seemed. 
When  men  their  proper  interests  saw,  that  ai^ 
Of  terminable  kind,  that  aught,  which  e*er 
CoulH  die,  or  cease  to  be,  however  named, 
Should  make  a  human  souI^hl  lega)  heir 
Of  everlasting  jrears — ^rejoice  or  weep^ 
In  earnest  mood;  forncvthing  now  seemed  worth 
A  thought,  but  had  eternal  bearing  in% 

Much  truth  had  been  assented  to  in  Tims, 
Which  never,  till  this  day,  had  made  a  due 
Impression  on  the  heart    Take  one  example. 
Eariy  from  heaven  it  was  revealed,  and  oft 
Repeated  in  the  world,  ^firam  pulpits  preached. 
And  penned  and  read  in  holy  books,  that  God 
Respected  not  the  persons  of  mankind. 
Had  this  been  truly  credited  and  felt. 
The  king,  in  purple  robe,  had  owned,  indeed, 
The  beggar  for  his  brother;  pride  of  rank 
And  oflke  thawed  into  paternal  love ; 
Oppression  feared  the  day  of  equal  rights, 
Predicted ;  covetous  extortion  kept 
In  mind  the  hour  of  reckoning,  soon  to  cons ; 
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ed  injudee  thought  of  being  jodgisd, 
i  ihoiQld  stand  on  equal  foot,  beside 
I  he  wronged,  and  surely — nay,  'tis  true, 
},  beyond  all  whispering  of  doubt, 
who  lifted  up  the  reeking  scourge, 
with  gore  from  the  slave's  back,  before 
E  again,  had  paused,  and  seriously 
ibonal  thought,  where  God  himself 
ok  hixn  in  the  face,  and  ask  in  wrath, 
dst  thou  thisi   Man!  was  iie  not  thy 
«r, 

by  bone,  and  flesh  and  blood  of  thine?" 
this  truth,  by  heaven  and  reason  taught, 
er  fuDy  credited  on  earth. 
I,  flattered,  lofty  men  of  power, 
realth  brought  verdicts,  of  applause  for 
p 

faiesB,  could  ne'er  believe  the  time 
ily  come  when  judgment  should  proceed 
y  against  them,  and  they,  too, 
good  speaker  at  the  Judgefs  ear, 
ises  to  bring  them  off  for  gold, 
to  turn  the  sentence  firom  its  ooune ; 
of  low  estate,  who  saw  themselves, 
day,  despised,  and  wronged,  and  mocked, 
redress,  could  seaioely  think  the  day 
te  arrive,  when  they,  in  truth,  should 
I 

t  level  with  the  potentates 
ses  of  the  earth,  and  have  their  cause 
I  fairly,  and  their  rights  allowed, 
this  truth  was  felt,  believed  and  felt, 
t  were  really  of  a  coomion  stock, 
nan  ever  had  been  more  than  man. 
prophecy — ^revealed  by  holy  bards, 
I  the  will  of  heaven  by  Judah's  stream*— 
yphecy,  that  waited  long  the  scoff 
idrciUDciaed,  was  then  fulfilled; 
It  tittle  scrupulously  fulfilled, 
etold  by  those  of  andent  days, 
oukl  come,  when  wlbkedness  should  weep 
when  every  kifty  look  of  man 
!  bowed  down,  and  all  his  haughtiness 
;  when  righteousness  alone  should  lift 
in  gkiry,  and  rejoice  at  heart; 
my,  fint  in  splendour  and  renown, 
I  most  vile;  and msny,  lowest  onoe, 
a  Pofefty's  obscurest  nook, 
Dd  ffast  in  hcMiour,  should  be  seen, 
and  when  some^  when  all  the  good, 
0  to  gkny  and  eternal  life ; 
w  bad,  lamenting,  wake,  condemned 
t,  CDotempt,  and  everlasting  griefl 
;iropliecie8  had  tarried  kng,  so  kmg 
^r  wagged  the  head,' and,  taunting,  asked, 
haU  they  oomel"  but  asked  no  more,  nor 
ed: 

ipcoach  of  prophecy  was  wiped 
d  eveiy  woid  of  God  found  tine. 


And,  oh!  what  change  of  state,  what  change  of 
rank. 
In  that  assembly  everywhere  was  seen! 
The  humblf-hearted  laughed,  the  lofty  mourned, 
And  every  man,  according  to  his  works 
Wrought  in  the  body,  there  took  character. 
Thus  stood  they  mixed,  all  generations  stood  I 
Of  al|  mankind,  innumerable  throng  I 
Great  harvest  of  the  grave ! — ^waiting  the  will 
Of  heaven,  attentivelygHd  silent  all. 
As  forest  spreading  out  beneath  the  calm 
Of  evening  skies,  when  even  the  single  leaf 
Is  heard  distinctly  rustle  down  and  fall; 
So  silent  they,  when  firom  above,  the  sound 
Of  rapid  wheels  approached,  and  suddenly 
In  heaven  appeared  a  host  of  angels  strong. 
With  chariots  and  with  steeds  of  bunang  fire ; 
Cherub,  and  Seraph,  Thrones,  Dominions,  Powers, 
Bright  in  celestial  armour,  dazzling,  rode. 
And,  leading  in  the  front,  illustrious  shone 
Michael  and  Ghibriel,  servants  long  approved 
In  high  conunission,— gilt  that  day  with  power, 
Which  nought  created,  man  or  devil,  might 
Resist    Nor  waited,  gazing,  long;  but^-quick 
Descending,  silently  and  without  song. 
As  servants  bent  to  do  their  master's  work, 
To  middle  air  they  raised  the  human  race. 
Above  the  path  long  travelled  by  the  sun; 
And  as  a  shepherd  from  the  sheep  divides 
The  goats;  or  husbandman,  with  reaping  bands. 
In  harvest,  separates  the  predous  wheat. 
Selected  from  the  tares ;  so  did  they  part 
Mankind,  the  good  and  bad,  to  right  and  left. 
To  meet  no  mor^;  these  ne'er  again  to  smile, 
Nor  those  to  weep ;  these  never  more  to  share 
Society  of  mercy  v?ith  the  saints. 
Nor,  henceforth,  those  to  suffer  with  the  vile. 
Strange  partingi  not  for  hours,  nor  days^  oof 

months, 
Nor  for  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  yean 
But  for  a  whole  eternity ! — though  fit, 
And  pleasant  to  the  righteous,  yet  to  all 
Strange,  and  most  strangely  felt !  The  are,  to  right 
Retiring,  saw  the  son— sprung  from  his  loins, 
Beloved  how  deariy  once  I  but  who  finrgot, 
Too  soon,  in  sin's  intoxicating  cup, 
The  fether's  vramings  and  the  mother's  tean — 
Falltotheleft  among  the  reprobate; 
And  sons,  redeemed,  behekl  the  fathers,  whom 
They  loved  and- honoured  once,  gathered  among 
The  wicked.    Brathen,  asters,  kinsmen,  firiends; 
HiMband  and  wife,  who  ate  at  the  same  board, 
And  under  the  same  roof,  united,  dwelt, 
From  yeutb^to  hoary  age,  bearing  the  chance 
And  change  of  Time  together,  parted  then 
For  evermore.    But  none,  whose  firiendahip  giew 
From  Virtue's  pure  andeveriasting  root, 
Took  difierent  roads;  these,  knit  In  stricter  bonds 
Of  unity,  embracing,  saw  no  move 
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Death,  with  his  nthe,  stand  by  >  nor  heard  the  word, 
The  bitter  word,  whicbtclosed  all  eartjily  firiend- 

sbips, 
And  finished  ^yery  feast  of  love— FanwelL 
To  all,  strange  parting!  to  the  wicked,  sad 
And  terrible!  New  horror  seixed  them,  while 
They  saw  the  saints  withdrawing,  and  with  them 
All  hope  of  safety,  all  delay  of  wrath. 

Beneath  a  crown  of  rosy  light, — like  that 
Which  once,  in  Goshen,  en  the  flocks,  and  herds, 
And  dw^lings,  smiled,  of  Jacob,  while  the  land 
Of  Nile  was  dark ;  or  Uke  the  pillar  bright 
Of  sacred  fire,  that  stood  above  the  sons 
Of  Israel,  when  they  camped  at  midnight  by 
The  foot  of  Horeb,  or  the  desert  side 
Of  Sinai;— now,  the  ilghteoas  took  their  place, 
All  took  thsir  place,  who  ever  wished  to  go 
To  heaven,  for  heaven's  own  sake.    Not  one  re- 
mained 
Among  the  accursed,  that  e'er  desired  with  all 
The  heart  to  be  redeemed,  that  ever  sought 
Suboiissively  to  do  the  will  of  Gk>d, 
Howe'er  it  crossed  his  own;  or  to  escape 
Hell,  for  teight  other  than  its  penal  fires. 
All  took  their  place,  rejoicing,  and  beheld. 
In  centre  of  the  crown  of  golden  beams 
That  canopied  them  o'er,  these  gracious  words. 
Blushing  with  tints  of  k>ve : "  Fear  not,  my  saints." 

To  other  sight  of  horrible  dismay, 
Jehovah's  ministers  the  wicked  drove, 
And  left  them  bound  immoveable  in  chains 
Of  Justice.    O'er  their  heads  a  bowless  cloud 
Of  indignation  hung ;  ackxiditwas 
Of  thkk  and  utter  darkness,  rolluig,  hka 
An  ocean,  tides  of  livid,  pitchy  flame ; 
With  thunders  charged,  and  lightnings  ruiiioiis, 
And  red  with  forked  vengeance,  such  as  wounds 
Thesoul;  and  full  of  angry  shapes  of  wrath, 
And  eddies  whirling  with  tumultuous  Sn, 
And  forms  of  terror  raving  to  and  firo. 
And  monsters,  unimagined  heretoibrB 
By  guilty  men  in  dreams  before  their  death, 
From  horrid  to  more  horrid  changing  still, 
In  hideous  movement  through  that  stonny  gulf: 
And  evermoie  the  Thunders,  murmuring,  spoke 
From  out  the  darkness,  uttering  load  those  woids, 
Which  every  guilty  oonscieDoe  echoed  back: 
**  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not'' . 
Dread  words!  that  bamd  excuse,  and  thzewlbe 

'  weight 
Of  every  nsan's  perdition,  on  himself. 
Directly  home.    Dread  words !  heiid  then,  end 

heard 
For  ever  through  the  wastes  of  Erebus. 
*'  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not  I" 
These  were  the  words  which  gbwed  imon  the 

sword,  * 

Whose  wrath  burned  foarftiUy  behind  the  eunsd. 
As  they  were  driven  away  fitom  God  to  Tophet 


"  Ye  knew  your  doty,  but |re  did  it  not!" 
These  are  the  words  to  which  the  harps  of  grief 
Are  strung;  and,  to  the  chorus  of  the  damned, 
The  rocks  of  hell  repeat  them,  evermore; 
Loud  echoed  through  the  tiaverna  of  despair, 
And  poured  in  thunder  on  the  ear  of  Wo. 

Nor  ruined  men  alone,  beneath  that  ckxid, 
Trembled.    There,  Satan  and  his  legions  stos^ 
Satan,  the  first  and  eldest  sinner, — Abound 
For  judgment    He,  by  other  name,  held  odos 
Conspicuous  rank  in  heaven  among  the  sons 
Of  happiness,  rejokiqg,  day  and  night; 
But  pride,  ^at  was  ashamed  to  bow  to  God, 
Most  high,  his  bosom  filled  with  hate,  his  hot 
Made  black  with  envy,  and  in  hib  soul  begot 
Thoughts  guilty  .of  rebellion  'gainst  the  t^oos 
Of  the  Eternal  Father,  and  the  Son,— 
From  everlasting  built  on  righteousness. 

Ask  not  how  pride,  in  ohe  created  purs, 
Could  grow;  or  sin  without  example  spring, 
Where  holineps  ^one  was  sown :  esteem't 
Enough,  that  he,  as  every4)eing  made 
By  Gkxl,  was  made  entirely  holy,  had 
The  will  of  God  before  him  set  for  law 
And  regulation  of  his  life,  and  power 
To  do  as  bid;  but  was,  meantime,  left  fipse, 
To  prove  his  worth,  his  gratitude,  hu  Wve ; 
How  proved  besides  7  for  how  ooukl  service  doBB^ 
That  might  not  else  have  been  withheld,  eviaos 
The  will  to  serve,  which,  rather  than  the  deed, 
Qod  doth  require,  and  virtue  counts  akmel 
To  stand  or  fidl,  to  do  or  leave  undone, 
Is  reason's  lofty  privilege,  denied 
To  all  bek>w,  by  instinct  bound  to  fate, 
Unmeriting,  ahke,  reward  or  blame. 

Thus  firee,  the  Devil  chose  to  disobey 
The  will  of  God,  and  was  thrown  out  firan  1m»> 

ven. 
And  with  him  all  his  bad  example  stained; 
Yet  not  to  utter  punishment  decreed, 
But  left  to  fill  the  measure  of  his  sin, 
In  tempting  and  seducing  man— too  soon. 
Too  easily  seduced!  And,  firom  the  day 
He  first  set  foot  on  earth,— of  xanoow  fuD, 
And  pride,  and  hate,  and  malice,  and  nmag^-^ 
He  set  himeeli^  with  most  felonious  aim 
And  hellish  perseverance^  to  root  o«t 
All  good,  and  in  its  place  to  i^ant  aO  ill ; 
To  rub  and  ran,  firam  all  created  thingiy 
The  foil  and  holy  portraiture  divine, 
And  on  them  to  eoetamp  his  features  grin; 
Todraw  all  deatwes  off  firom  loyal^ 
To  their  Croatof,  and  to  malta  then  how 
The  knee  to  ham.    Nor  foiled  of  great  eofiOMi 
Ae  popnloos  heU,  this  day,  oan  taitii^. 
He  heU,  indeed,  large  empiie  in  the  wodd. 
Contending  proudly  with  the  King  of  heftvoB. 
To  him  tampkewefe  built,  and  sacrifice 
Of  costly  bh)od  upon  has  altam  flowed ; 
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tt  bait  pleaMd  hiiii,  for  in  show  he  Msem- 

st  God — whole  nations,  bowing,  fell 
0,  wonhipping,  and  iiroin  his  lips 
orades,  which  he,  by  priests, — 
wevs  his  priests  in  every  age, — 
,  though  guesong  but  at  fature  things, 
^  oft,  yet  still  believed ;  so  well 
iDoe,  in  ambitioiis  phrase,  he  veiled, 
ids  it  wonder,  that  with  man  onoe  fallen, 
ing  should  succeed.  Large  was  his  mind 
ntaoding ;  though  impaired  by  sin, 
;  and  constant  practice,  day  and  night, 
g,  giule,  and  all  hypocrisy, 
to  age,  gave  him  experience  vast 
irk  tactics,  such  as  boyish  man, 
by  strength  divine,  could  ill  withstand, 
he  knew  his  weaker  side ;  and  still, 
,  frith  baits  that  pleased  the  senses, 

fwtient  passionstfffering  terms 
joy,  and  bribing  reason's  eye 
hly  wealth,  and  honours  near  at  hand, 
to  misadvise  his  future  hope 
by  fidse,  onkemeled  promises 
s  of  sensual  gluttony  and  k>ve, 
Mi  best  their  grosser  appetites, 
nner's  heart,  who  lived  secure, 
d  hipi  least,  he  entered  at  his  will. 
he  chose  his  readence  in  courts 
laves,  stirring  princes  up  to  acts 
nd  tyranny;  and  mAving  priests 
truth,  and  svrap  the  souls  of  men 
benefices,  and  address 
lUDding.    Hat  the  saints  elect. 
Led  with  God  in  virtue's  path  subUme, 
t  sometimes  venture  to  molest; 
and  moments  of  unguarded  thought, 
g  guilty  doubts  and  fears,  that  Qod 
Appoint  their  hope ;  and  in  their  way 
g  pleasures,  tongued  so  sweet,  and  so 
irb  arrayed,  that  many  stooped, 
them  of  heavenly  sort,  and  fell; 
eir  high  professbns,  brought  diigrace 
iai;  to themsehes,  theveafter  long 
r  nigbts  of  sore  repentance,  vexed 
ne,  unwonted  sorrow,  and  roroorse. 
t  tlwy  should  have  laUen,  and  more  have 

heir  guardian  angels,  who,  by  God 
ned,  stood  beside  them  in  the  hour 
,  whether  craft,  or  fierce  attack, 
,  skill  opposing  skill 


>,  and  to  hb  strongest  arm,  an  arm 
Bg, — npbocne  them  in  their  hands,  and 

Is  vrith  all  discernment,  quick,  to  pierce 
ipenw  and  £uiest  shows  of  sin. 
ke  a  roaring  lion,  up  and  down 


The  worid,  destroying,  though  unseen,  he  raged ; 
And  now,  retiring  back  |o  Tartarus, 
Far  bock,  beneath  the  thick  of  guiltiest  dark, 
Where  night  ne'er  heard  of  day,  jin  council  grim. 
He  sat  with   ministers  whose   thoughts   were 

damned. 
And  there  such  plans  devised,  as,  had  not  God 
Checked  and  restrained,  had  added  earth  entire 
To  hell,  an^  uninhabited  left  heaven, 
Jehovah  unadored.    Nor  unsevere. 
Even  then,  his  punishment  deserved.  The  Worm 
That  never  dies,  coiled  Jn  his  bosom,  gnawed 
Perpetually;  sin  after  sin  brought  pang 
Succeeding  pang ;  and,  now  and  then,  Ae  bolts 
Of  Zion's  King,  vindictive,  smote  his  soul 
With  fiery  wo  to  blast  his^roud  designs; 
And  gave  him  earnest  of  the  wrath  X»  come. 
And  chief,  when  on  the  cross,  Messiah  said, 
"  'Tis  finished,'*H]id  the  edge  of  vengeance  smite 
Him  through,  and  all  his  gloomy  legions  touch 
With  new  despair.    But  yet,  to  be  the  first 
In  mischief,  to  have  armies  at  his  call, 
To  hold  dispute  with  Gkxl,  in  days  of  Time, 
His  pride  and  mahce  fed,  and  bore  hiss  up 
Above  the  worst  of  ruin.    Still,  to  plan 
And  act  great  deeds,  though  wicked,  brought  at 

least 
The  recompense  which  nature  hath  attached 
To  all  actirity,  and  aim  pursued 
With  perseverance,  good,  or  bad;  for  as. 
By  nature's  lavrs,  immutable  and  just, 
Enjoyment  stops  where  indolence  begins; 
And  purposelMs,  to-morrow  borrowing  sloth, 
Itself,  heaps  ^  its  shoulders  loads  of  wo. 
Too  heavy  to  be  borne ;  so  industry — 
To  meditate,  to  plan,  resolve,  perform. 
Which  in  itself  is  good — as  surely  brings 
Reward  of  good,  no  matter  what  be  done : 
And  such  reward  the  Devil  had,  as  long 
As  the  decrees  eternal  gave  him  space 
To  work.     But  now,  all  action  ceased;  his  hope 
Of  doing  evil  perished  quite ;  his  pride, 
His  courage,  failed  him ;  and  beneath  that  ckiod, 
Which  hung  its  central  tenors  o'er  his  head, 
With  all  his  angels,  he,  for  sentence,  stood. 
And  rolled  his  eyes  around,  that  uttered  guilt 
And  wo^  in  horrible  perfection  joined. 
As  he  had  been  the  chief  and  leader,  long, 
Of  the  apostate  crew  that  warred  with  God 
And  holiness ;  so  now,  among  the  bad. 
Lowest,  and  mostforlorn,  and  trembling  most. 
With  all  iniquity  deformed  and  foul. 
With  all  perdition  ruinous  and  dark. 
He  stood,— example  awful  of  the  wrath 
Of  God !  sad  mark,  to  which  all  sin  must  fall  I— 
And  made,  on  every  side,  so  black  a  hell. 
That  %pirits,  used  to  night  and  misery, 
To  distance  drew,  and  looked  another  way; 
And  from  their  golden  cloud,  far  ofi*,  the  saints 


I 


•» 


THE  COURSE  OP  TIME. 


Saw  round  him  darknen  grow  more  dark,  and 

heard 
The  impatient  thunderbolts,  with  deadliest  crash 
And  frequentest,  break  o'er  his  head, — ^the  sign 
That  Satan,  there,  the  vilest  sinner,  stood. 
Ah  me!  what  eyes  were  there  beneath  that 

cloud! 
Eyes  of  despair,  final  and  certain!  eyes 
That  looked,  and  looked,  and  saw,  where'er  they 

looked, 
Interminable  darkness !  utter  wo ! 

'Twas  pitiful  to  see  the  early  flower 
Nipped  by  the  unfeeling  frost,  just  when  it  rose, 
Lovely  in  youth,  and  put  its  beauties  on. 
'Twas  pitiful  to  see  the  hopes  of  all 
The  year,  the  yellow  harvest,  made  a  heap, 
By  rains  of  judgment;  or  by  torrents  swept. 
With  flocks  and  cattle,  down  the  raging  flood ; 
Or  scattered  by  the  vnnnowihg  winds,  that  bore. 
Upon  their  angry  wings,  the  wrath  of  heaven. 
Sad  was  the  field,  where,  yesterday,  was  heard  * 
The  roar  of  war ;  and  sad  the  sight  of  maid. 
Of  mother,  widow,  sister,  daughter,  wife. 
Stooping  and  weeping  over  senseless,  cold. 
Defaced,  and  mangled  lumps  of  breathless  earth. 
Which  had, been  husbands,  fathers,  brothers,  sons, 
And  lovers,  when  that  morning's  sun  arose. 
'Twas  sad  to  see  the  wonted  seat  of  friend 
Removed  by  death ;  and  sad  to  visit  scenes, 
'  When  old,  where,  in  the  smiling  mom  of  life. 
Lived  many,  who  both  knew  and  loved  us  much, 
And  they  all  gone,  dead,  or  dispersed  abroad  ^  . 
And  stranger  faces  seen  among  their  hills. 
'Twas  sad  to  see  the  little  orphan  badM 
Weeping  and  sobbing*  on  its  mother's  grave. 
'Twas  pitiful  to  see  an  old,  forlorn. 
Decrepit,  withered  wretch,  unhoused,  unclad. 
Starving  to  death  with  poverty  and  cold. 
'Twas  pitiful  to  see  a  blooming  bride. 
That  promise  gave  of  many  a  happy  year. 
Touched  by  decay,  turn  pale,  and  waste,  and  die. 
'Twas  pitifiil  to  hear  the  murderous  thrust 
Of  ruflian's  blade  that  sought  the  tile  entire. 
'Twas  sad  to  hear  the  blood  come  gurgling  forth 
From  out  the  throat  of  the  wild  suicide. 
Sad  was  the  sight  of  widowed,  childless  ag& 
Weeping. — I  saw  it  once.    Wrinkled  with  time, 
And  hoary  with  the  dust  of  years,  an  old 
And  worthy  man  came  to  his  humble  roof. 
Tottering  and  slow,  and  on  the  threshold  stood. 
No  foot,  no  voice,  was  heard  within.    None  came 
To  meet  him,  where  he  oft  had  met  a  wife. 
And  sons,  and  daughters,  glad  at  his  return; 
None  came  to  meet  him;  for  that  day  had  seen 
The  old  man  lay,  within  the  narrow  house. 
The  last  of  all  his  family ;  and  now 
He  stood  in  solitude,  in  solitude 
Wide  as  the  world ;  for  all,  that  made  to  him 
Society,  had  fled  beyond  its  bounds. 


VHierever  strayed  his  aimless  eye,  there  lay 
The  wreck  of  some  fond  hope,  that  touched  hii 

soul 
With  bitter  thoughts,  and  told  him  all  was  paoed. 
His  lonely  cot  was  silent,  and  he  looked 
As  if  he  could  not  enter.    On  his  staflT, 
Bending,  he  leaned ;  and  from  his  weary  eye, 
Distressing  sight!  a  single  tear-drop  wept 
None  followed,  for  the  fount  of  tears  was  dry. 
Alone  and  last,  it  fell  from  wrinkk  down 
To  wrinkle,  till  it  lost  itself,  drunk  by 
The  withered  cheek,  on  which  again  no  smile 
Should  come,  or  drop  of  tenderness  be  seen. 
This  sight  was  very  pitiful ;  but  one 
Was  sadder  still,  the  saddest  seen  in  Time. 
A  man  to-day,  the  glory  of  his  kind. 
In  reason  dear,  in  understanding  larger 
In  judgment  sound,  in  fancy  quick,  in  hope 
Abundant,  and  in  promise,  like  a  field 
Well   cultured,  and  refrnhed  with  dews  ficoo 

God; 
To-morrow,  chained,  and  raving  mad,  and  whipped 
By  servile  hands ;  sitting  on  dismal  straw. 
And  gnashing  with  his  teeth  against  the  cbaui, 
The  iron  chain,  that  bound  him  hand  and  iMt; 
And  trjring  whiles  to  send  his  glaring  eye 
Beyond  the  wide  circumference  of  his  wa; 
Or,  humbling  more,  more  miserable  still, 
Giving  an  idiot  laugh  that  served  to  show 
The  blasted  scenery  of  his  horrid  fiioe ; 
Calling  the  straw  Idi  sceptre,  and  the  stone, 
On  which  he,  pinioned,  sat,  his  royal  throne. 
Poor,  poor,  poor  man  I  fallen  far  below  the  brote! 
His  reason  strove  in  vain  to  find  her  way, 
Lost  in  the  stormy  desert  of  his  brain ; 
And,  being  active  still,  she  wrought  all  Strang 
Fantastic,  execrable,  monstrous  things. 
All  these  were  sad,  and  thousands  moie,  thit 

sleep 
Forgotten  beneath  the  iuneral  pall  of  Time 
And  bards,  as  well  becaiAe,  bewailed  them  much 
With  doleful  instruments  of  weeping  song. 
But  what  were  thesel  What  might  be  wone  htd 

in»t. 
However  smaH,  some  grains  of  happmea; 
And  man  ne'er  drank  a  cup  of  earthly  soft. 
That  might  not  hold  another  drop  of  gall; 
Or,  in  his  deepest  sorrow,  laid  his  head 
Upon  a  pillow,  set  so  close  with  thorns, 
That  might  not  hold  another  prickle  stilL 
Accordingly,  the  saddest  human  look 
Had  hope  in't ;  faint,  indeed,  but  still  'twas  liope> 
But  why  excuse  the  misery  of  earthi 
Say  it  was  dismal,  cold,  and  dadL,  ai^  deep, 
B^ond  the  utterance  of  strongest  wotds ; 
But  say  that  none  remembered  it,  who 
The  eye  of  beings  damned  for  evermore, 
Rolling,  and  rolling,  rolling  still  in  vain. 
To  find  some  ray,  to  see  beyond  the  gulf 


BOOK  X. 


73 


lAvenued,  fierce,  fiery,  hot,  • 

able,  daik  Puturity ! 

ing  still,  and  rolling  still  in  yain! 

stood  the  reprobate  beneath  the  shade 

r,  and  beneath  the  crown  of  love, 

d ;  and  theie  was  silence  in  the  vault 

en;  and  as  they  stood  and  listened^ they 

!d 

left,  among  the  utter  dark, 

ing  o*er  his  waves  of  burning  fire, 

ndering  through  his  caverns,  empty  then 

preparation  made,  to  act 

J  vengeance  of  the  fiery  Lamb. 

re  waa  heard,  coming  from  out  the  Pit, 

low  wailing  of  Eternal  Death, 

Tid  cry  of  the  Undying  Worm. 

vicked  paler  turned,  and  scarce  the  good 

Jour  kept ;  but  were  not  long  dismayed. 

tment,  in  the  heavens,  how  wondrous  &ir  I 

pel  of  Mercy  stood,  and,  on  the  bad 

;  his  back,  over  the  ransomed  threw 

,  bedropped  with  imagery  of  love, 

mises  on  which  their  faith  reclined. 

lout,   deep,  breathless   silence   reigned 


in: 


the  dicuit  of  the  upper  spheres, 

us  seraph  stood,  and  cried  aloud, 

ny  ear  of  man  and  devil  heard, 

tiat  b  filthy,  let  be  filthy  0tiU  i 

it  is  holy,  let  be  holy  still." 

Idenly,  another  squadron  bright, 

arch-angel  glory,  stooping,  brought 

iUoaa  bow,— one  base  upon  the  CroaB, 

er  on  the  shoulder  of  the  Bear, 

aced, — ^firom  south  to  north,  spanning  the 


tens. 


each  hand  dividing  good  and  bad, — 
ad,  on  either  side,  these  burning  words, 
ran  along  the  arch  in  living  fire, 
Med  not  to  be  believed  in  full: 
have  sown,  so  shall  ye  reap  this  day.'' 
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my  fathera!  holy,  just,  and  good  I 
1!  my  Father!  my  unfailing  Hope! 
.1  let  the  incense  of  my  praise, 
d,  bum  before  thy  mercy  seat, 
thy  presence  bum,,  both  day  and  nigh^ 
Preserver!  my  Redeemer!  Qodl 
have  I  in  the  heavens  but  Thee  alone? 
h,  but  Thee,  whom  should  I  praise,  whom 

a  hast  brought  me  hitherto,  upheld 
ommpotence ;  and  from  thy  grace, 
[fat,  unmerited,  though  not  unsought — 
lUi  of  thy  salvation,  hast  refreshed 


My  spirit,  watering  it,  at  mom  and  even ; 

And,  by  thy  Spirit,  which  thou  freely  givest 

To  whom  thou  wilt,  hast  led  by  venturous  song, 

Over  the  vale  and  mountain  tract,  the  light 

And  shade  of  man;  into  the  burning  deep 

Descending  now,  and  now  circling  the  mount,     ^ 

Where  highest  sits  Divinity  enthroned ; 

KoUing  along  the  tide  of  fluent  thought, 

The  tide  of  moral,  natural,  divine : 

Gazing  on  past  and  present,  and  again. 

On  rapid  pimon  home,  outstripfong^  Time, 

In  long  excursion,  wandering  through  the  groves 

Unfading,  and  the  endless  avenues. 

That  shade  the  landscape  of  Eternity ; 

And  talking  there  with  holy  uigels  met. 

And  future  men,  in  glorious  vision  seen! 

Nor  unrewarded  have  I  watched  at  night, 

And  heard  the  drowsy  sound  of  neighbouring 

sleep; 
New  thought,  new  imagery,  new  scenes  of  bliss 
And  glory,  unrehearsed  by  mcxtal  tongue. 
Which,  unrevealed,  I,  trembling,  turned  and  left. 
Bursting  at  once  upon  my  ravished  eye, — 
With  joy  unspeakable  have  filled  my  soul, 
And  made  my  cup  run  over  with  delight: 
Though  in  my  face  the  blasts  of  adverse  winds, 
While  boldly  circumnavigating  man. 
Winds  seeming  adverse,  though  perhaps  not  so^ 
Have  beat  severely ;  disregarded  beat. 
When  I,  behind  me,  heard  the  voice  of  God, 
And  his  propitious  Spirit  lay,  Fear  not! 

God  of  my  fathers!  ever  present  God! 
This  ofiering,  more,  inspire,  sustain,  accept; 
Highest,  if  numbers  answer  to  the  theme ; 
Best  answering,  if  thy  Spirit  dictate  most 
Jehovah!  breathe  upon  my  soul;  my  heart 
Enlarge;  my  fidth  increase;  increase  my  hope, 
My  thoughts  exalt;  my  fkncy  sanctify. 
And  all  my  passions,  that  I  near  thy  throne 
May  venture,  unreproved;  and  sing  the  day, 
Which  none  unholy  ought  to  name,  the  Day 
Of  Judgment!  greatest  day,  passed  or  to  comet 
Day!  which,— deny  me  what  thou  wilt,  deny 
Me  home,  or  friend,  or  honourable  name, — 
Thy  mercy  grant,  I,  thoroughly  prepared. 
With  comely  garment  of  redeeming  love. 
May  meet,  and  have  my  Judge  for  Advocate. 

Come,  Gracious  In^uenoe,  Breath  of  the  Lord 
And  touch  me  trembling,  as  thou  touched  the  man. 
Greatly  beloved,  when  he  in  vision  saw. 
By  Ulai's  stream,  the  Ancient  sit ;  and  talked 
With  Gabriel,  to  his  prayer  swiftly  sent, 
At  evening  sacrifice.    Hold  my  right  hand, 
AUnighty !  hear  me,  for  I  ask  through  Him, 
Whom  thou  hast  heard,  whom  thou  wilt  always 

hear. 
Thy  Son,  our  interceding  Great  High  Priest! 
Reveal  the  future,  let  the  yean  to  come 
Pass  by,  and  open  my  ear  to  hear  the  harp, 
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The  prophet  harp,  whose  wisdom  I  repeat, 
Interpreting  the  voice  of  distant  song ; — 
Which  thus  again  resumes  the  bfty  verse, 
Loftiest,  if  I  interpret  fidthfuUy 
The  holy  numbers  which  my  sfMrit  bearr. 

Thus  came  the  day,  the  Harp  again  began. 
The  day  that  many  thought  should  never  oome. 
That  all  the  wicked  wished  should  never  ooow. 
That  all  the  righteous  had  etpected  long : 
Day  greatly  feaiod,  and  yet  too  little  feared,  €  ' 
By  him  who  feared  it  most^  day  laughed  at  much 
By  the  profane,  the  trembling  day  of  all 
Who  laughed ;  day  when  all  shadows  passed,  aM 

dreams; 
When  subsUnoe,  wfcen  reality  commenced; 
Last  day  of  lying,  final  day  of  all 
Deceit,  aU  knavery,  all  quackisfa  phrase ; 
Ender  oC  all  disputing,  of  all  mirth 
Ungodly,  of  all  loud  and  boasting  speech ; 
Judge  of  all  judgments,  Judge  of  every  judge, 
Adjuster  of  all  causes,  rights  and  wrongs ; 
Day  oft  appealed  to,  and  appealed  to  oft 
By  those  who  saw  its  dawn  with  saddest  heart ; 
Day  most  magnificent  in  Fancy's  range. 
Whence   she   returned,  confounded,  trembling, 

pale, 
With  overmuch  of  glory  faint  and  blind ; 
Day  most  important  held,  prepared  for  most. 
By  every  rational,  wise,  and  holy  man; 
Day  of  eternal  gain,  for  worldly  k)ss; 
Day  of  eternal  loss  for  worldly  gain ; 
Great  day  of  terror,  vengeance,  wo,  despair ; 
Revealer  of  all  secrets,  thoughts,  desires; 
Reih-trying,  heart-investigating  day. 
That  stood  between  Eternity  and  Time, 
Reviewed  all  past,  determined  all  to  com^ 
And  bound  all  destinies  for  evermore ; 
Believing  day  of  unbelief;  great  day, 
That  set  in  proper  light  the  aftairs  of  earth, 
And  justified  the  Government  Divine ; 
Great  day !— what  can  we  more  1  what  should  we 

moTel 
Great  triumph  day  of  Ghxl's  incarnate  Son ! 
Great  day  of  glory  to  the  Almighty  Qod  I 
Day  I  whence  the  everlasting  yean  begin 
Their  date,  new  era  in  eternity. 
And  oft  referred  to  in  the  song  of  heaven ! 
Thus  stood  the  apostate,  thus  the  ransomed 

stood. 
Those  held  by  justice  fast,  and  these  by  love, 
4leading  the  fiery  scutcheonry,  that  blazed 
On  high,  upon  the  great  celestial  bow : 
"  As  ye  have  sown,  so  shall  ye  reap  this  day." 
All  read,  aU  understood,  and  all  believed. 
Convinced  of  judgment,  righteousness,  and  sin. 
Meantime  the  universe  throughout  was  still. 
The  cope,  above  and  round  about,  was  calm ; 
And  motionless,  beneath  them,  lay  the. Earth, 
Silent  and  sad,  as  one  that  sentence  waits, 


For  flagrant  crime ; — when  suddenly  was  heaid, 
Behind  the  azure  vaulting  of  the  sky, 
Above,  and  far  iwoote  from  readi  of  sight, 
The  sound  of  trumpets,  and  the  sound  of  crowds, 
And  prancing  steeds,  and  rapid  chariot  wheeb. 
That  from  four  quarters  rolled,  and  seemed  in 

haste. 
Assembling  at  some  place  of  rendezvous ; 
And  so  they  seemed  to  roll,  with  furious  speed. 
As  if  none  meant  to  be  beMnd  the  first. 
Nor  seemed  akme:  that  day,  the  golden  trump, 
Whose  vmce,  firom  centre  to  drcumferenoe 
Of  aU  created  things,  is  heard  distinct, . 
€}od  had  bid  Michael  sound,  to  summon  all 
The  hosts  of  bliss  to  presence  of  their  King; 
And,  all  'the  tnominj^,  millions  infinite. 
That  millions  governed  each.  Dominions,  Powers 
Thrones,  Principalities,  with  all  their  hosts. 
Had  been  arriving,  near  the  capital, 
And  royal  dty.  New  Jerusalem, 
From  neaven*s  remotest  bounds.    Nor  yet  fiom 

heaven 
Alone  came  they,  that  day.   The  woild's  aiocmd, 
Or  neigbbouriiig  nearest,  on  the  verge  of  njgtit. 
Emptied,  sent  forth  their  whole  inhabitants. 
All  tribes  of  being  came,  of  every  name, 
From  every  coast,  filling  Jehovah's  courts. 
From  mom  till  mid-day,  m  the  squadrons  pomed 
Immense,  along  the  bright  celestial  roads. 
Swiftly  they  rode,  for  love  unspeakable, 
To  God,  and  to  Messiah,  Prince  of  Peaoe^ 
Drew  them,  and  made  obedience  haste  to  be 
Approved.  And  now,  before  the  Eternal  Throne^ 
Brighter,  that  day,  than  when  the  Son  prspand 
To  overthrow  the  seraphim  rebelled, — 
And  circling  round  the  mount  of  Deity 
Upon  the  sea  of  glass,  all  round  about, 
And  down  the  borders  of  the  stream  of  fife, 
And  over  all  the  plains  of  Paradise^ 
For  many  a  league  of  heavenly  measuiement,— 
Assembled,  stood  the  immortal  multitudes. 
Millions,  above  all  number  infinite. 
The  nations  of  the  blessed.    Distinguiahed  aadi, 
By  chief  of  goodly  stature  blazing  Ui; 
By  various  garb-,  and  flag  of  various  hue 
Streaming  through  heaven  firom  standard  lilted 

high — 
The  arms  and  imagery  of  thousand  worlds. 
Distinguished  each,  but  all  arrayed  complete. 
In  armour  bright,  of  helmet,  shield,  and  sfroid; 
And  mounted  all  in  chariots  of  fire. 
A  military  throng,  blent,  not  confused; 
As  soldiers  on  some  day  of  great  review, 
Burning  in  splendour  of  refulgent  gold, 
And  ornament,  on  purpose,  long  devised 
For  this  expected  day.    Distingmshed  each, 
But  all  accoutred  as  became  their  Loid, 
And  high  occasion;  all  in  holiness, 
The  livery  of  the  soldiery  of  God, 


BOOK  X. 


75 


lining  all  with  perfect  Uim, 
i  his  fiuthfiil  Mrvmnts  win. 
hey  nnmberlea  atound  the  mount 
nd,  adoring,  waited,  huabed 
loe,  fi>r  the  iraloe  of  God. 
aU  the  Sacred  HiU  on  high 
5  with  giory,  and,  behind 
loftre,  hid  the  Lamb^ 
1,  (rom  the  radiant  dood, 
Ireving  all  the  hosts  of  heaTen, 
io  words  as  we  convene, . 
fellow,  hot  in  language  sdch 
se,  imparting,  wtthout  phrase 
Kt,  in  speecik  of  creatures,  seems 
,  though  long,  vet  losing  much 
lis  of  the  thought  Divine, 
long  approved,  mj  fidthfiil  som^ 
r.  Thrones,  Dominiaos,  Powers, 
his  morning,  I  have  seen  the  speed 
Doe,  gathering  round  mj  throne, 
od  well-beooming  garb; 
see,  beyond  your  wont, 
ih  to  glorify  this  day: 
t  your  asMmbling  means,  attend, 
ftdodes  the  destiny  of  man. 
Nnted  firom  eternity, 
uth  in  righteousness,  is  come; 
r  of  Sin,  that  long  has  feught,, 
nst  the  sword  of  Holiness; 
I  and  devik,  as  their  works, 
f  aU-rememberiug  book, 
the  good,  and  great  reward 
bonour,  joy,  and  peace, 
eoce  here  for  evermore; 
,  as  their  sins  provoke, 
ense  of  shame  and  wo, 
d  the  bounds  of  light  and  love, 
stood,  as  ye,  my  sons,  well  know, 
tenibtm,  and  stretched  my  arms 
nviting  all  to  come 
e;  my  bowels  long  have  moved 
apassion;  and  my  justice  passed 
by,  and  not  imputed  sin. 
a  my  everlasting  throne, 
ay  love  and  mercy  scorned; 
f  lavrs  despisfid,  my  name  bias- 
accused,  my  gracious  phms 
kmg,  too  long,  have  I  beheld 
omph,  and  my  saints  reproached 
bile  on  my  altars  lie, 
ill,  their  prayers  and  their  tears, 
coming,  wearied  with  delay; 
ffder  in  my  moral  reign 
elliously,  disturbed  the  peace 
government,  and  wrought 
lading  &r  and  wide,  among 
rior,  which  groan  to  be 


Released.    Nor  long  shall  groan.    The  hoar  of 

grace. 
The  final  hour  of  grace,  is  iiilly  passed; 
The  time  accepted  ibr  repentance,  feith, 
And  pardon,  is  irrevocably  pass^ ;  ' 

And  Justice,  nnaccompani^,  as  wont, 
With  Mercy,  now  goes  forth,  to  give  to  all 
According  to  their  deeds.    Justice  alone, — 
For  why  should  Mercy  any  move  be  joined  1 
WhalFhath  not  mercy,  mixed  with  judgment,  done^ 
That  mercy,  mixed  with  judgment  and  reprool^ 
Could  do  1    Did  I  not  revelatioo  maie, 
Plainly  and  clearly,  of  my  will  entire  1 
Before  them  set  my  holy  law,  and  gave 
Them  knowledge,  vHsdom,  pnivifess  to  obey. 
And  win,  by  self>wrought  works,  eternal  lifel 
Rebelled,  did  I  not  send  them  terms  of  peace. 
Which,  not  my  justice,  but  my  mercy  asked  1 — 
Terms,  coitly  to  my  well-beloved  Son ; 
To  them,  gratuitous,  exacting  fiutfa 
Ak>ne  for  pardon,  works  evincing  faith  1 
Have  I  not  early  risen,  and  sent  my  seers^ 
Prophets,  apostles,  teachers,  ministen. 
With  signs  and  wonders,  working  in  my  name  7 
Have  I  not  still,  from  age  to  age,  raised  up 
As  I  saw  needful,  great,  religious  men, 
Gifted  by  me  with  large  capacity. 
And  by  my  arm  omiupotent  upheld. 
To  pour  the  numbers  of  my  mercy  forth, 
And  roll  my  judgments  on  the  ear  of  man  1 
And  lastly,  when  the  promised  hour  was  come, — 
What  more  could  most  abundant  mercy  do  l-— 
Did  I  not  send  Immanuel  forth,  my  Son, 
Only  begotten,  to  purchase,  by  his  blood. 
As  many  as  believed  upon  his  namel 
Did  he  not  die  to  give  ropentanoe,  such 
As  I  accept,  and  pardon  of  all  sins  ? 
Has  he  not  taught,  beseeched,  and  shed  abroad 
The  Spirit  unconfined,  and  given  at  times 
Example  fierce  of  wrath  and  judgment,  poosad 
Vindictively  on  nations  guilty  k>ng1 
What  means  of  reformation,  that  my  Son 
Has  left  behind,  untried  1  what  plainer  words, 
What  arguments  more  strong,  as  yet  nmaini 
Did  he  not  tell  them,  with  his  lips  of  truth. 
The  righleousshould  be  saved,  the  vnckeddamnedl 
And  has  he  not,  awake  both  day  and  night, 
Here  interceded  with  prevailing  voice, 
At  my  right  hand,  pleiuUng  his  precious  bkiod 
Which  magiufied  my  holy  law,  and  bought, 
For  all  who  wished,  perpetual  righteousneHT? 
And  have  not  you,  my  fidthfiil  servants,  all 
Been  £requent  forth,  obedient  to  my  will, 
With  messages  of  mercy  and  of  bve. 
Administering  my  gifts  to  sinful  man  1  • 
And  have  not  all  my  mercy,  all  my  love, 
Been  sealed  and  stamped  with  signature  of  heavml 
By  proof  of  wonders,  miracles,  and  signs 
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Atteited,  and  attoted  more  by  truth 
Divine,  inlierentin  the  tidings  sent? 
This  day  declares  the  consequence  of  all. 
Some  have  believed,  are  sanctified,  and  saved, 
Prepared  ibr  dwelling  in  this  holy  place, 
In  thes^their  ni^"«*^"%  built  before  my  face; 
And  now,  beneath  a  ciowh  of  golden  light, 
Beyond  our  wall,  at  pUu:^  of  judgment,  they, 
Elxpecting,  wait  the  promised,  due  reward.  . 
The  others  atand  with  Satan  bound  in  chaim, 
The  others,  who  refused  to  be  redeemed: 
They  stand,  unsanctified,  unpardoned,  sad, 
Waiting  the  sentence  that  shall  fix  their  wo. 
The  others,  who  refused  to  be  riedeemed ; 
For  all  had  grace  Mffident  to  believe. 
All  who  my  gospel  heard;  and  none,  who  beard 
It  not,  shall  by  ito  law,  this  day,  be  tried. 
Necessity  of  sinning,  my  decrees 
Imposed  on  none ;  but  rather,  all  inclined 
To  holiness;  and  grace  was  bountiful. 
Abundant,  overflowing  with  my  word ; 
My  word  of  life  and  peace,  which  to  all  men. 
Who  shall  or  stand  or  fall,  by  law  revealed. 
Was  offered  freely,  as  'twas  freely  sent, 
Without  all  money,  and  without  all  price. 
Thus  they  have  all,  by  willing  act,  despised 
Me,  and  my  Son,  and  sanctifying  Spirit. 
But  now,  no  longer  shall  they  mock  or  sown. 
The  day  of  grace  and  mercy  is  complete, 
And  Ghidhead  from  their  misery  absolved. 

So  saying.  He,  the  Father  infinite, 
Turning,  addressed  Messiah,  where  he  sat, 
Exalted  gloriously,  at  his  right  hand. 
This  day  belongs  to  justice  and  to  thee. 
Eternal  Son,  thy  right  for  service  done, 
Abundantly  fulfilling  all  my  wiU ; 
By  promise  thine,  from  all  eternity,     ^ 
Made  in  the  ancient  Covenant  of  G^raoe; 
And  thine,  as  most  befitting,  since  in  thee 
Divine  and  human  meet,  impartial  Judge, 
Consulting  thus  the  interest  of  both. 
Go  then,  my  Son,  divine  similitude. 
Image  express  of  Deity  unseen. 
The  book  of  my  remembrance  take;  and  take 
The  golden  crowns  of  life,  due  to  the  saints; 
And  take  the  seven  last  thunders  ruinous ; 
Thy  armour  take;  gird  on  thy  sword,  thy  sword 
Of  justice  ultimate,  reserved,  till  now, 
Unsheathed,  in  the  eternal  armoury; 
And  mount  the  Hving  chariot  of  Qod. 
Thou  goest  not  now,  as  once,  to  Cahraiy, 
To  be  insulted,  buflt^,  and  slain ; 
Thou  goest  not  now,  with  battle  and  the  voice 
Of  war,  as  once  against  the  rebel  hosts. 
Thou  goest  a  Judge,  and  findst  the  guilty  bound ; 
Thou  goest  to  prove,  condemn,  acquit,  reward. 
j^Qt  unaccompanied ;  all  these,  my  saints, 
Go  with  thee,  glorious  retinue,  to  sing 
Thy  triun^  and  participate  thy  joy; 


And  I,  the  Omnipresent,  with  thee  go: 
And  with  thee  alt  the  glory  of  my  throne. 

Thus  said  the  Father;  and  the  Son  beloved. 
Omnipotent,  Omniscient,  Fellow  Gk)d, 
Arose,  resplendent  with  Divinity; 
And  He  the  book  of  God's  remembrance  took; 
And  took  the  seven  last  thunders  ruinous ; 
And  took  the  crowns  of  Kfe,  due  to  the  sainti; 
His  armour  took ;  girt  on  his  sword,  his  sw<nd 
Of  justice  ultimate,  reserved,  till  now, 
Unsheathed,  in  4he  eternal  armoury} 
And  up  the  living  chariot  of  God 
Ascended,*signifying  all  complete.. 

And  now  the  Trump,  of  wondroos  melody. 
By  man  or  angel  never  heard  before. 
Sounded  with  thunder,  and  the  march  began. 
Not  swift,  as  cavalcade,  on  battle  bent 
But,  as  became  procession  of  a  judge, 
Solemn,  magnificent,  majestic,  slow ; 
Moving  sublime  with  glory  infinite. 
And  numbers  infinite,  and  awfiil  song, 
They  passed  the  gate  of  heaven,  which,  msny  t 

l^igue. 
Opened  either  way,  to  let  the  glory  forth 
Of  this  great  march:    And  now,  the  sons  of  ma 
Beheld  their  coming,  which,  befiMre,  they  beud 
Beheld  the  glorious  countenance  of  Ghid  I 
AH. light  was  swallowed  up,  all  objects  seen 
Faded ;  and  the  Incarnate,  visible 
Alone,  held  every  eye  upon  him  fixed ; 
The  wicked  saw  his  majesty  severe ; 
Aiid  those  who  pierced  Him  'saw  his  fice  with 

clouds 
Of  glory  drcled  round,  essentia]  bright ! 
And  to  the  rocks  and  mountains  called  in  vain, 
To  hide  them  from  the  fierceness  of  his  wnth: 
Almighty  power  their  flight  restrained,  and  M 
Them  bound  immoveable  before  the  bar.  ' 
The  righteous,  undismayed   and   bold— bc^ 

proof, 
This  day,  of  fortitude  sincere, — sustained 
By  inward  faith,  with  acclamations  loud, 
Recaved  the  coming  of  the  Son  of  Man ; 
And,  drawn  by  bve,  inclined  to  his  appro4cli, 
Moving  to  meet  the  brightness  of  his  fice. 
Meantime,  'tween  good  and  bad,  the  Judge  kii 

wheels 
Stayed,  and,  ascending,  sat  upon  the  great 
White  Throne,  that  morning  founded  thm  ^ 

power 
Omnipotent,  and  buih  on  righteouaneas 
And  truth.    Behind,  before,  on  every  side. 
In  native  and  reflected  blaae  of  bright, 
Celestial  equipage,  the  myriads  stood, 
That  v?ith  his  marching  came ;  rank  above  iinki 
Rank  above  rank,  with  shield  and  flaming  swiad. 
Twas  ailenoe  all !  and  quick,  on  right  and  kHi 
A  mighty  angel  spread  the  book  of  God*s 
Remembianoe;  and,  with  oonecienoe  now  liiiotn^ 
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;  eampaied  the  xecoid,  written  there 
sr  of  OmiUKience ;  and  recdved 
intenoe,  in  themadyes,  of  joy  or  wo ; 
ned  or  justified,  while  yet  the  Judge 

ae  if  to  let  them  prove  themaelvea. 
bteooa,  in  the  book  of  lifis  displayed, 
g^  read  their  names ;  rejoicing,  read 
ith  for  righteousness  received,  aiid  deeds 
ess,  as  proof  of  faith  complete. 
:ked,  in  the  book  of  endless  death, 
Mit  to  left,  bewailing,  read  their  names ; 
d  beneath  them.  Unbelief,  and  iruit 
lief^  vile,  onrepented  deeds, 
irepentable  for  evermore ; 
ve  approval  of  the  wo  affixed, 
done,  the  Omnipotent,  Onmiscient  Jndtge, 
Snite,  the  sentence  to  pronounce, 
itenoe  of  eternal  woor  blias! 
y  heretofore  seen  or  conceived, 
esty,  annihilated,  dropped, 
oment,  firom  remembrance,  and  was  lost; 
mee,  deepest  hitherto  esteemed, 
noisy  to  the  stiOneas  of  this  hour, 
isons  I  seek  not,  nor  should  find, 
tt    That  silence,  which  all  being  held, 
jM's  Almighty  Son,  firam  ofi'the  walls 
en  the  rebel  angels  threw,  accursed, 
that  all  creation  heard  their  fall 
ly,  in  the  lake  of  burning  fire,— 
m  forgotten,  and  every  silence  else, 
ig  rational,  created  then, 

the  judgment  seat,  intensely  listened, 
tore  breathed.    Man,  angel,  devil,  stood 
tened ;  the  spheres  stood  still,  and  every  star 
iH,  aiid  tistened ;  and  every  particle. 
It  in  the  womb  of  matter,  stood, 
I  to  bear,  devotional  and  stilL 
OS  upon  the  wieked,  first,  the  Judge 
need  the  sentence,  written  before  of  old: 
t  firam  me,  ye  cmsed,  into  the  fire, 
d  eternal  in  the  Gulf  of  Hell, 
ye  shall  weep  and  wai  for  evermore, 
I  the  harvest  which  your  sins  have  sown.'' 
ying,  God  grew  dark  with  utter  wrath; 
rawing  now  the  sword,  undrawn  before, 
through  the  range  of  infinite,  all  around, ' 
n  of  fiery  indignation  threw, 
id  op  his  hand  omnipotent, 
wn  among  the  danmed  the  burning  edge 
1;  and  finom  forth  his  arrowy  quiver  sent, 
i,  the  seven  last  thunders  ruinous, 
,  entering,  withered  all  their  souls  with  6xe. 
iiBt  vras  vengeance,  first  was  ruin  seen ! 
iiestrained,  vindictive,  final,  fierce ! 
tiowling,  fled  to  west  among  the  dark; 
1  not  these  the  terron  of  the  Lord. 
1,  and  driven  beyond  theGuU;  which  firowns 
ibis,  between  the  good  and  bad, 
fwnwaid  fox  remote  to  left,  oppressed 


And  scorched  with  the  avenging  fixes,  begun 
Burning  within  them, — they  upon  thi  verge 
Of  Erebus,  a  moment,  pausing  stood, 
And  saw,  bebw,  the  unfiUhomable  lake, 
Tossing  with  tides  of  dark,  tempestuous  wrath; 
And  would  have  looked  behind;  but  greater  wrath, 
Behind,  forbade,  which  now  no  respite  gave 
To  final  misery.    Gk)d,  in  the  graq» 
Of  his  Aloughty  strength,  took  them  iqiraised, 
And  threw  them  down,  into  the  yawning  pit 
Of  bottomless  perdition,  ruined,  damned, 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  darkness  evermore; 
And  Second  Death,  and  the  Undying  Worm, 
Opening  their  horrid  javrs,  with  Iddeous  yell, 
Falling,  received  their  everlasting  prey. 
A  groan  returned,  as  down  they  sunk,  and  sunk. 
And  ever  sunk,  among  the  uttor  dark  I 
A  groan  returned!  the  righteous  heard  th6  groan. 
The  groan  of  all  the  reprobate,  when  first 
They  felt  damnation  sure  I  and  heard  Hell  dose  I 
And  heard  Jehovah,  and  his  love  retire  1 
A  groan  retumedl  the  righteous  heard  the  groan, 
As  if  all  misery,  all  sorrow,  grief. 
All  pain,  all  anguish,  all  despair,  which  all 
Have  sufiered,  or.  shall  ieel,  firom  fint  to  last 
Eternity,  had  gathered  to  one  pang, 
And  ueued  in  one  groan  of  boundless  wo ! 
And  now  the  vnJl  of  hell,  the  outer  wall, 
Fbrst  gateless then,  dosed  round  them;  that  which 

thou 
Hast  seen,  of  fiery  adamant,  emWaied 
With  hideous  imagery,  above  all  hope. 
Above  all  flight  of  fimcy,  burning  high ; 
And  guarded  evermore,  by  Jartice,  turned 
To  Wrath,  that  hears,  unmoved,  the  endless  groan 
Of  those  wasting  within;  and  sees,  unmoved, 
The  endless  tear  of  vain  repentance  fall. 

Nor  ask  if  these  shall  ever  be  redeemed. 
They  never  shall!  Not  Gk)d,  but  their  own  sin. 
Condemns  theuL    What  could  be  done,  as  thou 

hast  heard. 
Has >een  already  done;  all  has  been  tried 
That  wisdom  infinite,  and  boundless  grace. 
Working  together,  could  devise;  and  all 
Has  failed.    Why  now  suoceedl  Though  God 

should  stoop. 
Inviting  still,  and  send  his  Only  Son 
To  ofier  grace  in  hell,  the  pride,  that  fimt 
Refused,  would  still  refuse ;  the  unbelief. 
Still  unbelieving,  would  deride  and  mock ; 
Nay  more,  refuse,  deride,  and  mock  *,.  for  sin, 
Increasing  still,  and  growing,  day  and  night, 
Into  the  essence  of  the  soul,  become 
All  sin,  makes  what  in  time  seemed  probable, — 
Seemed  probable,  since  God  invited  then,— 
For  ever  now  impossible.    Thus  they. 
According  to  the  eternal  laws,  which  bind 
All  creatures,  bind  the  Uncreated  One, 
Though  we  name  not  the  senteficQ  of  the  Judge,— 
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Must  daily  grow  in  ob  and  pnnitholent, 
Made  by  tiieauelvea  thefr  nece»ary  lot, 
Unchangeable  to  all  eternity. 

What  lot!  what  choice!  I  siiignotjCannotaing. 
Here,  highett  aeraphs  tremble  on  the  lyre, 
And  made  a  sudden  panee! — but  thou  hact  teen. 
And  here,  the  bard,  a  moment,  held  hii  hand, 
As  one  who  saw  more  of  that  horrid  wo 
Than  wordi  could  otter ;  and  again  resumed. 

Nor  yet  had  vengeance  d(»ie.  The  guilty  Earth, 
Inanimate,  debased,  and  stained  by  sin, 
Seat  of  rebellion,  of  corruption,  long. 
And  tainted  with  mortality  throughout, — 
God  sentenced  next;  and  sent  the  final  fires 
Of  ruin  forth,  to  burn  and  to  destroy. 
The  saints  its  burning  saw,  jmd  thou  mayst  see. 
Look  yonder,  round  the  lofty  golden  walls 
And  galleries  of  New  Jenftalem, 
Among  the  imagery  of  wonders  passed ; 
Jjock  near  the  southern  gate ;  look,  and  behold — 
On  spadons  canvas,  touched  with  bving  hoes-^ 
The  Conflagratioo  of  the' ancient  earth. 
The  handy  work  of  high  archangel,  dravm 
From  memory  of  what  he  saw,  that  day. 
See !  how  the  mountains,  how  the  valleys  bum ; 
The  Andes  bum,  the  Alps,  the  Appenines, 
Taurus  and  Atlas ;  all  the  islands  bum ; 
The  Ocean  bums,  and  rolls  his  waves  of  flame. 
See  how  the  lightnings,  barbed,  -red  with  wrath, 
Sent  firom  the  quiver  of  Omnipotence, 
Cross  and  recross  Ihe  fiery  gloom,  and  bum 
Into  the  centre ! — ^bnm  without,  within, 
And  help  the  native  fires,  which  Gk>d  awoke; 
And  kindled  with  the  fury  of  his  wrath. 
As  inly  troubled,  now  she  seems  to  shake ; 
The  flames,  dividing,  now  a  moment,  fall ; 
And  now,  in  one  conglomerated  mass, 
Rising,  they  glow  on  high,  prodigious  blaze  I 
Then  fall  and  sink  again,  as  if,  within. 
The  fuel,  burned  to  ashes,  was  consumed. 
So  burned  the  Elarth  upon  that  dreadful  day, 
Yet  not  to  full  annihilatbn  bumed.  •   * 

The  essential  particles  of  dust  remained. 
Purged  by  the  final,  sanctifying  fires. 
From  all  corraption ;  from  all  stain  of  sin, 
Done  there  by  man  or  devil,  purified. 
The  essential  particles  remained,  of  which 
Gk)d  built  the  world  again,  renewed,  improved. 
With  fertile  vale,  and  wood  of  fertile  bough ; 
And  streams  of  milk  and  honey,  flowing  song ; 
And  mountains  cinctured  with  perpetual  green ; 
In  clime  and  season  fruitful,  as  «t  first. 
When  Adam  woke,  unfallen,  in  Paradise. 
And  Gh)d,  from  out  the  fount  of  native  light, 
A  handful  took  <^  beams,  and  clad  the  sun 
Again  in  glory;  and  sent  forth  the  moon 
To  borrow  thence  lHv  wonted  rays,  and  lead 
Her  Stan,  the  virgin  daughters  of  the  sky. 
And  God  revived  the  vdnds,  revived  the  tides; 


And  touching  her  from  his  Almighty  hand. 
With  force  centrifugal,  she  onward  ran. 
Coursing  her  wonted  path,^  stop  no  mora. 
ljeligl||tful  scene  of  new  inhabitants  1 
As  thou,  thii  mdm,  in  passing  hither,  sawit 

Thys  done,  the  glorious  Judge,  turning  to  ri 
With  countenance  of  love  unspeakable, 
Beheki  the  righteous,  and  approved  them  thui 
"  Ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  come,  ye  just, 
Enter  the  joy  eternal  of  your  Lord ; 
Receive  your  crowns,  ascend,  and  nt  with  mej 
At  Grod's||ght  hand,  in  glory  evermore!" 

Thus  said  the  Omnipotent,  Incarnate  God 
And  waited  not  the  homage  of  the  crowns^ 
Already  thrown  before  him;  nJir  the  loud 
Amen  of  universal,  holy  praise ; 
But  turned  the  living  chariot  of  fire^ 
And  swifter  ntow,— as  joyful  to  declare 
This  day's  proceedings  in  his  Father's  oomt, 
And  to  present  the  number  of  his  sons 
Before  Uie  Throne, — ascended  up  to  heaven 
And  all  his  saints,  and  all  his  angel  bands, 
As,  glorious,  they  on  high  ascended,  sung 
Glory  to  Qod  and  to  the  Lamb! — they  sung 
Messiah,  fairer  than  the  sons  of  men, 
And  altogether  lovely.    Grrace  is  poured 
Into  thy  Ups,  above  aU  measure  poured ; 
And  therefore  Qod  hath  blessed  thee  evemor 
Grird,  gird  thy  sword  upon  thy  thigh,  O  thoo 
Most  Mighty!  with  thy  gloiy  ride;  with  all 
Thy  majesty,  ride  prosperously,  because 
Of  meekness,  troth,  and   righteousness. 

throne, 
O  Qodf  for  ever  and  for  ever  stands ; 
The  sceptre  of  thy  kingdom  still  is  right; 
Therefore  hath  God,  thy  God,  andlnted  thee. 
With  oil  of  gladness  and  perfumes  of  mynh, 
Out  of  the  ivory  palaces,  above 
Thy  fellows,  crowned  the  Prince  of  endless  pe 

'Thus  sung  they  God,  their  Saviour :  and  tt 
selves 
Prepared  complete  tb  enter  now,  vrith  Christ, 
Their  hving  Head,  into  the  Holy  Place. 
Behdld !  the  daughter  of  the  King,  the  bride, 
All  glorious  vrithin,  the  bride  adorned, 
Comely  in  broidery  of  gold !  behold. 
She  comes,  appareled  royally,  in  robes 
Of  perfect  righteousness,  fair  as  the  sun. 
With  all  her  virgim,  her  companions  fidr, — 
Into  the  Palace  of  the  King  she  comes, 
She  comes  to  dwell  for  evermore !  Awake, 
Eternal  harps !  avndie,  awake,  and  sing  1— 
The  Lord,  the  Lord,  our  God  Almighty,  rdjgn 

Thus  the  Meoiah,  with  the  hosts  of  bliss, 
Entered  the  gates  of  heaven,  unquestioned  non 
Which  closed  behind  them,  to  go  out  no  more 
And  stood,  accepted,  in  his  Father's  sight; 
Before  the  glorious,  everlasting  Throne, 
Presenthig  all  his  saints;  not  one  was  lost, 
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Of  tU  that  he  in  Covenant  received ; 
And,  htTiDg  given  the  kingdom  np,  he  eat, 
Where  now  he  aits  and  reigns,  on  the  right  hand 
Of  gioiy;  and  our  God  is  all  in  all ! 
TluM  have  I  sung  beyond  thy  fint  requeit, 


Rolling  my  mimbers  o'er  the  track  of  man, 
The  world  at  dawn,  at  mid-day,  and  decline ; 
Time  gone,  the  righteous  saved,  the  wicked  dunn- 
ed,       • 
And  God's  eternal  govemment  approved. 


HIE  END  OF  THE  COURSE  OF  TQIB. 


*> 


*  '^.. 

^ 


f  \ 


• 


S>(Dagl^3(0ii:L  1?(DIBS^ 


OP 


MBS.  FELICIA  HEMAN^ 


Contetit0. 


luary, 


Page. 
•     1 


nr  LAND& 

ikiaon^ 

Ideue, 

)f  the  Tomb^— A  Noctheni  Legend,    • 

wf. ' 

of  tbo  Three  Tella,—8wtai  TlraditioQ, 


»x 
26 
26 
27 


-on  the  AnniTemry  of  an  Ancient  Baule,  2B 


^r*Bira,     •       •       •       •     ■ « 

rbiLouktena, 

Poanii^— an  Indian  Tndhioo,    • 

Bon^ 

dledagain, 

n  at  the  Bier  of  hia  Father,  • 
Lament  for  the  Fkllen  Tre^     - 

untaman, 

{h  Haireet  9ong,~fram  the  German  of 

eFoiiqu^ 

f  TTwirue^p— Andmt  CJreek  Tnulition, 
elE  9019  of  Exile,  .... 
al  Chant  or  Mjrriologue^       ... 

SoOfe 

Mother, 

1  to  the  Dead, 

enda,    .*..... 

Uermo^ 

leAlpa^ ■     • 

>f  the  Works  of  An  10  Italy,     • 


ib. 
29 
ib. 
30 
31 
fb. 
32 
33 

ib. 
34 
ib. 
ib. 
36 
37 
3B 

39 

68 

99 

103 


isrroRic  acENEa 

raje,    .... 

of  CreaoentiiM^ 

iquet  of  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

Ti 

Aadrubal,     .... 

I  the  Temple,    .       .       .       . 

LnGenoa,      .... 

jour  and  Rkhaxd  CoBur-de-Uon, 

*Conradin,  .... 


moiy  of  the  late  King, 


l^aOaoe  and  Bnioe  on  the  Banka  of  the 


tine^ 


109 
127 
135 
137 
139 
140 
141 
143 
145 

148 
154 
146 
172 

176 
179 


mof  Delphi, 
rlofUboty, 
oeof  fldo^ 
urtan^  Mitch, 
land  Sword, 
Ttto-Bough, 
10 


194 
196 
th. 
196 
ib. 
ib. 


SONGS  OF  THE  CID. 

The  Cid^k  Depaxiure  htto  Exiles 
The  Cid'e  Death-Bed),      - 
The  Cid'e  Funenl  Prooeaakn, 
The  Cid'B  Riaing,     - 


Pige. 
197 

198 
.199 


RECORDS  OF  WOBfAN. 

Arabella  Stuart,    •  .       .       .       .       .200 

The  Bride  of  the  Greek  lAt^    •       *   .   %,     -       '203 
The  Swiizer'B  Wife,      •  .       '.   ^  .       .206 

Fropenia  Roasi,       ...  ...  207 

Genrude,  or  Fidelity  till  Death,    «       •       •       •     208 

Injelda,     - a09 

Edith,  a  T^e  of  the  Woodi^         •       .       .    ^^     2II 
The  Indian  City, 213 

•  •       .     216 

•  •       .       .  216 

•  •       .      217 
.       .       .       .  218 

•  •       -     219 

•  •        .       -220 
.       .       .      221 

.       .       .       .223 
.       .       .      224 

•  .       •       -225 

.       .       .       ib. 


The  PMant  Girl  of  the  Rhone^ 
Indian  Woman's  Death  Smg,  • 
Joan  of  Arc,  in  Rheime^ 

Pauline, 

Juana, 

The  American  Foraet  Girl, 
Coztanxa,     .... 
Madeline,  a  Domeetic  Tale, 
The  Queen  of  PruaBia'a  Tomb, 
The  Memorial  Pillar, 
The  Grare  of  a  Poeteai^ 


SONGS  OF  THE  AFFECTION& 

A  Spirit's  Return, 

The  Lady  of  Provence^        .... 
The  Caronaiion  <^  Inez  de  Castro^    .       .       . 
Italian  Giri's  Hymn  to  the  Virgin, 

To  a  Departed  Spirit, 

TlieChamola  Hunter's  Love, 

The  Indian  with  his  Dead  Child,     • 

Song  of  Emigraiibn,     .       .       *       .       . 

The  King  of  Arragon's  Lament  for  hia  Brother, 

The  Return, 

The  Vaudols' Wife, 

The  Guerilla  Leader's  Vow,  .... 
Thekla  at  her  Lover's  Graye,    .       .       .       . 

lite  Siatera  of  Solo, 

Bernardo  Del  Garpio^       •       •       . 
The  Tomb  of  Madame  lAnghann^ 

The  Exile's  Dirge, 

The  Dreaming  Child, 

The  Charmed  Picture, 

Farting  Words^    ...... 

The  MeesBge  to  the  Dead,       .... 

TbeTwoUomes^ 

The  Soldier's  DAthbed, 

The  Image  in  the  Heart,       .... 

The  Land  of  Dreams, 

Woman  on  the  Field  of  Battle^     • 

The  Deaerted  House, 

The  Stranger's  Heart, 

Come  Home, 

The  Foaniain  of  ObUvion,  .... 


HYBfNS  ON  THE  WORKS  OP  NATURE. 
IninMuciory  Vem^        .       .       .       . 


227 
229 

•  231 
232 

•  233 

ib. 

-234 

236 

ib. 
236 

ib. 
237 
238 

ib.^ 
239 
240 

ib^ 
241 

lb. 
242 

lb. 
243 

ib. 

214 

946 

lb. 

246 

247 

ib. 

ib.. 


V& 


iv 


CONTENTS. 


Page. 

The  Rainbow,        •       •       •       ...  248 
The  Sun,     •       •       -       -       -       -       -       -     '  249 

TheRirera, •       -  ih. 

The  Sura, •  ib. 

TheOcean,     -       •       •       •       •       •       •       -  250 

Tbe  Thunder  Storm, ib. 

TheBinfa, 251 

The  S^y-Larlt,    •       •  p- »*>• 

llie  MllfhaDgale,    •       -' ib. 

The  Northern  Spring, 252 

Paraphraee  of  ftaloi  cxlviii,         •       •       •       •  ib. 

To  one  of  the  Author's  Children  on  hie  Biitb-day,  ib. 

Tb  a  Younger  Child  on  a  Bunilar  oocarion,         •  253 

TRANSLATIONS  FROM  CAMOENS  AND  OTHER 

POETS. 

Cbmoena.           High  in  the  glowing  hearena,  .       •  ib. 

Wrapt  in  nad  mualnga  by  Euphrates'  •  ib. 

,    ^If  in  thy  glorious  home  aboTe,      •  ib. 

This  mountain-scene,  with  sylvan     •  254 

Those  eyes,  whence  love  diffused  •  ib. 

Fair  Ttjo  I  thou,  whose  calmly        •  ib. 

Thou,  to  whose  power  my  hopes,  ib. 

Spirit  belored  I  whose  wing  so  soon  ib. 

How  strange  a  fate  in  lore  is  mine  1  255 

Should  Love,  the  tyrant  of  my       •  ib. 

Oft  have  I  sung  and  mourned    -       •  ib. 

Saved  from  the  perils  of  the  stormy  ib. 

Beside  the  streams  of  Babylon,     •  ib. 

There  blooms  a  plant,  whose  gaxe,    •  256 

Amidst  the  bitter  tean  that  fell      •  ib. 

He  who  proclaims  that  Love  is  light  •  ib. 

Waves  of  Mondego !  brilliant  and  ib. 

Where  ehaJl  I  find  some  desert  ib. 

Exempt  from  every  grief,  't  was       •  257 

No  searching  eye  can  pierce  the  veil  ib. 

MeUutaaio.         In  tean,  the  heart  oppressed  with  •  ib. 

FUicaja.             Italia!  thou,  by  lavish  Natuve  graced  ib. 

Pattorini.           If  thus  thy  fallen  grandeur  I  behold  ib. 

Ziope  de  Vega.    Let  the  vain  courtier  waAe  his  days  ib. 

ManueL             Pause  not  with  lingering  foot,        •  258 

Delia  Caea.        These  marble  domes,  by  wealth       •  ib. 

Bentivoglio.        Tbe  sainted  spirit,  which  from  bliai  ib. 

Mkattasio.        He  shall  not  dread  Misfortime's     •  ib. 

The  torrent-wave,  that  breaks  •       •  ib. 

Sweet  rose !  whose  tender  foliage  •  ib. 

Fortune !  why  thus,  whatever  my      •  259 

Wpuldal  thou  to  Love  of  danger    •  ib. 

Unbendii^  'midst  the  wintry  skies    •  ib. 

Oh  I  those  alone,  whose  severed    •  ib. 

Ah !  ceae^— those  fruitless  tears       •  lb. 

Quevedo.         '   Amidst  these  scenes,  O  pilgrim,    •  ib. 

Juan  de  TVirsu.  Thou,  who  hast  fled  from  life's  •       •  260 

Torquato  7\u90.  Thou,  in  thy  mom  wert  like         -  ib. 

Bernardo  Taaeo.  Tbia  gieen  receas,  where  through     •  ib. 

PtfrarcA.            Thou  that  wouldst  mark,  in  form  ib. 

If  to  the  sigliing  breeze  of  summer  ib. 

BembOk               Thou,  the  stem  monarch  of  dismay  ib. 

Lorengini.          Sylph  of  the  breeze!  whose  dewy     •  261 

Cfenntr.             ILul !  morning  sun,  thus  early     -  ib. 

<  Ckrman  Song.)  Listen,  fair  maid,  my  song  stiall  tell  ib. 

CkauUe%i.           Thou  grot,  whence  flows  this  limpid  ib. 
CktreiUuo  d§  la  Enjoy  the  sweets  of  life's  luxnriaQt 

Vega.                Bfay lb. 

maCElXANEOnS  POEBI9L 

Hie  Treasures  of  the  Deep^        .       .       .       .  SGQ 

Bring  Fknvers, ibu 

TbeCroMder'sBeUim, lb. 


Thekla's  Song,  or.  The  Voice  of  a  S^Nrit,— 4Jrom  tbe 

German  of  Schiller, 263 

The  Revelleni, »      264 

The  Conqueror's  Sleepy ib. 

Our  Lady's  Well, 266 

Elyduni, Hi 

llie  Funeral  Geniu^— an  Ancient  Statue^  -  266 

Dirge  of  a  Child, 267 

England's  Dead,         • ih. 

To  the  Memory  of  Kshop  H^mt,   •  .      •  268 

The  Hour  of  Prayer,  - fc 

The  Voice  of  Spring, ibi 

The  Landing  of  the  Pilgrim  F&theii^        •  269 

The  Hebrew  Mother,      -       .     •  -       -       .      .  270 

The  Cliikl  and  Dove, 271 

The  Child's  Last  Sleepy         •       •       •      .      .    ilk 
The  Lady  of  the  Castle,      •  •      .   '  .      Hl 

Tothsivy, OT 

On  a  Leaf  from  the  Tomb  of  Virgil,  ...     273 
ForaDesignof  aButtorflyniliiigonaSkuU     •    ib> 

The  Lost  Pleiad, ^ 

The  Sleeper  on  Marathon,      •       •       -      »      •  274 

Troubadour  Song, ^ 

TheTrampet, *■ 

Th0  Dying  Bard's  Prophecy,      ....      it 

The  Wreck,    - 275 

A  Voyager's  Dream  of  Land,      .       .       .      .       ib. 

The  Grave  of  Koraer,    ' 276 

TheOravesofaUouMhokl,        ....     277 

TheLastWlsh, *. 

A  Monarch's  Death-Bed, 278 

The  Hour  of  Death, ^ 

The  Release  of  Tasso,         .       -       .       .      .     279 

Tasao  and  his  Stater, 28) 

To  the  Poet  Wordsworth, 231 

The  Song  of  the  Curfew, 282 

Hymn  for  Chrimmas, ^ 

Christ  Stilling  the  Tempest, ^ 

Christ's  Agony  in  the  Garden,    •       •       ...     29 

The  Sunbeam, ^ 

The  Traveller  at  the  Sooroe  of  thaNUe,     •      •       ^ 

The  Vaudois  Valleys, 29* 

The  Songs  of  our  Fathers^ 2ft 

The  Burial  of  William  the  Conqueror,  •      •      •    ^ 
-~The  Sound  of  the  Sea,         .....     286 

Casablanca, ^ 

The  Adopted  Chad, 23? 

The  Departed, •    *" 

The  Breeze  from  Land, 2flB 

An  Hour  of  Romance, ^ 

Evening  Prayer  at  a  Girls'  School,     ...     289 

The  InvocaUon, *" 

Linos  Written  in  a  Hermitage  on  the  Sea-diace,      290 
Tbe  Death-day  of  Komer,     ...  -    ^ 

Invocation, *         i 

To  the  Memory  of  General  Sir  C—dP—k—m,     •  ®* 
To  the  Memory  of  Sir  H— y  fi— U— «^  who  feO  in  the 

Battle  of  Waierioo, '     n^ 

Guerilla  Song, '      '    *! 

The  Aged  Indian,       ......       ^ 

Evening  amongst  the  Alpi^  *  '  *  *  *  i^ 
Dirge  of  the  Highland  Chief  hi  "  Waveriey,"  -  ^ 
The  Crusader's  War  Song,    *       •       •       *      '    ^ 

The  Death  of  Clanrooald, ^ 

TotheEye, ^ 

The  Hero's  Death, ^ 

Stanzas  oo  the  Death  of  the  PziooeMCtaiiottB^    -   ^ 

BelBhazzar'BFeaa^ ^ 

The  Chieftain's  Soo, ^ 


CONTENTS. 


Page. 

mbsarPtatBa, 299 

ew  from  Caatri,       .       .       .       .       ^  lb. 

■ulHour, .  300 

r  the  Battle  of  Moiganen^        •       •       •  301 
,  TAndatad  from  Manzooi^  "Oonte  di  Gar- 
iota,"  303 

!«ting  of  the  Baidi^ 304 

unee  of  England,        •  -306 

ilian  Capiiye, ib. 

eOnur, 307 

I'e  Prophecy, 308 

Nimer  of  the  Barmecidei^    ....  309 

anish  Chapel, 310 

pUTeKnighl,       .       .       -       .       .       .311 

ttaen' Feast,     ......  ib. 

The  Adjuration, 312 

■^ea, 313 

irits*  Myaleriea^ ib. 

ImTree^  •       •       ...       .       .       .  314 

nf«  of  Spring, ib. 

iminaled  City, 315 

eHe  of  Home^      •       •       •   '    •       •       •  ib. 

Girl's  Song, 316 

itantShip^ ib. 

tie  of  Paoiage, 317 

s  Requiem, ib. 

age  in  Lara, 318 

avoun^       .       •              •       •       •       •  ib. 

Of  Song, 319 

dalDay, ibi 

caatralSoog, 320 

gicGtaaa, 321 

)  at  the  Oapbol,       •       •       •       •  322 

in, ib. 

Mier, 323 

i^of  Night, Ib. 

»rra  Painter  in  lusDaogeoo,    ...  324 

ind  ttw  Wairlor, A25 

ro  Voicei^        •       .       . '     .       •       .  lb. 

rtingSfaip, -326 

ft  Tree  of  the  Fonat,      ....  ib. 

-       • 327 


Fkge. 

TheVolQioftheWind, 328 

The  Vigil  of  Anm, ib. 

The  Heart  of  Bruce  In  Melraae  Abbey,       •       •  329 

Nature's  Farewell, ib. 

The  Beings  of  the  Mind, 330 

The  Lyre's  Lament, 331 

Tsaso's  Coronation, >  ib. 

The  BetterLand,    •       «^ 332 

The  Wounded  Eagte,        ......  ib. 

Sadness  and  Mirth, ib. 

The  Nightingale's  Death  SoQg,  •       •       •       •  333 

The  Diver,     -       -       i       .....  lb. 

The  Requiem  of  Genius^ 334 

Triumphant  Music, 336 

Second  Sight, ib. 

The  Sea-Bird  Flying  Inward,         •       •       •       •  ib. 

The  Sleeper, -       -  336 

The  Mirror  in  the  Deserted  Han,    •       .       •       •  ib. 

Ilynm  of  tlie  Mountain  Ctiriatian,      •       •       •  337 

Church  Music, ib. 

To  a  Picture  of  Madonna, ib. 

We  Return  no  More,      •       .       •       >       •       -338 

Song, lb. 

Tlie  ParUng  of  Summer, 339 

The  World  in  the  Open  Air,       ....  ib. 

Kindred  Hearts, -340 

The  Dial  of  Flowers, ib. 

Our  Daily  Paths, ib. 

The  Cross  in  the  Wildemeaa,     •  .       -341 

Last  Rites, 342 

The  Cliflh  of  Dover, ib. 

The  Voice  of  Home  to  the  Prodigal,      •       -       .  343 

The  WaJcening, ib. 

The  Dying  ImproTisatore, 344 

Music  of  Yesterday, ib. 

The  Foiaaken  Hearth, 345 

The  Dreamer, ^  ib. 

The  W>ngs  of  the  Dove, 34^ 

Psydie  borne  by  Zephyrs  to  the  Uaod  of  Pleasure,  ib. 

The  Boon  of  Memory, 347 

The  Grare  of  Maityn,  •       •       ...       .  ib. 

Dreams  of  Heaven 348 


^     *  9 


THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 


OP 


WB^^  mmLsim.£s.  mmm^ss^ 


fffir  ffwtat  &unttuuwi. 


Hut  Platn  iDer  meiner  itineii  Frraden, 
Buchlaa  ich  himar  mir  auf  immerdar ! 

80  lit  dea  GeiAM  Ruf  an  mich  anaogen, 
Mich  ueibt  nkht  ehlea,  iitliachea  Verl^ngea 

Die  Jungfrau  von  Orleatu. 
hatm  time  agalnat  oppraaioo  have  I  finght, 
Andfor the nallre  liberty  of  &ith 
Have  Ued  and  Bufier'd  bonds. 

Bemoraet  a  Tragedy. 


The  foDcmiiig  Poem  is  intended  to  deecribe  the 
■nUl  oooflictii  M  well  ae  outward  ■ufierings,  of 
*  Spuiiaid,  who,  flying  ficom  the  religious  pene- 
^^am  of  hie  own  country  in  the  16th  century, 
ttka  nioge  with  hie  child  in  a  North  American 
C*Ht  The  itocy  ia  auppoaed  to  bd  related  by 
liBBdf  amidat  the  wildemeaa  which  haa  afforded 
^  an  asylum. 


I. 

Td  feieee  of  my  home  I — I  hear  them  still ! 
Tbsy  haipe  been  with  me  through  the  dreamy 

night— 
The  blMsed  household  voioes,  wont  to  fill 
Mj  bean's  clear  depths  with  unalloy'd  delight ! 
Ihiar  themstill,  unchanged : — though  some  from 

earth 
An  music  parted,  and  the  tones  of  mirth — 
Wild,  ahery  tones,  that  rang  through  daya  mere 

bright! 
Ha?e  died  in  others, — ^yet  to  me  they  come, 
^■ibg  of  boyhood  back— the  voices  of  my  home ! 

II. 

They  caO  me  through  this  hush  of  woods,  repo- 

ling 
lAtbegray  stillness  of  the  summer  mom, 
They  wander  by  when  heavy  flowers  are  closing, 
And  thoughts  grow  deep,  and  winds  and  stars 

are  bom; 
E'en  as  a  fount's  remember'd  gushings  burst 
Oq  the  parch'd  tcaveller  in  his  hour  of  thirst, 
K'eDthiiithey  haunt  me  with  sweet  sounds,  tin 


By  quenchless  longings^  to  my  soul  I  say — 
Oh !  for  the  dove's  swift  wings,  that  I  might  flee 
away, 

III. 

And  find  inine  ark  !^yet  whither  1—1  must  bear 
A  yearning  heart  within  me  to  the  grave/ , 
I  am  of  those  o'er  whom  a  breath  of  air —     - 
Just  darkening  in  ita  course  the  lake's  bright 

wave. 
And  sighing  through  the  feathery  canes(l)— 

hath  power 
To  call  up  shadows,  in  the  silent  hour, 
From  the  dim  past,  as  from  a  wixard's  cave  I 
So  must  it  be ! — These  skies  above  me  spread, 
Are  they  my  own  aoft  akiesl— Ye  rest  not  here, 

my  dead! 

IV. 

Ye  fiur  amidst  the  southern  flowers  lie  sleeping. 
Your  graves  all  smiling  in  the  sunshine  clear, 
Save  one ! — a  blue,  lone,  distant  main  is  sweeping 
High  o'er  one  gentle  head — ^ye  rest  not  here  I — 
'Tis  not  the  olive,  with  a  whisper  swaying. 
Not  thy  low  ripplings,  gUssy  water,  playing 
Through  my  own  cheanut  groves,  which  fill 

mine  ear; 
But  the  faint  echoes  in  my  breast  that  dwell, 
And  fiir  their  birth-place  moan,  as  moans  t^ 

ooean-sheU.(3) 

V. 

« 

Peaoe  I — I  will  dash  these  ibnd  regrets  to  eaith, 
Ev'n  as  an  eagle  shakes  the  cumbering  rain 
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From  his  strong  pinion.    Thou  that  gav'st  me 

birth, 
And  lineage,  and  once  home, — my  native  Spain  I 
My  own  bright  land — my  father's  land — my 

child's ! 
What  hath  thy  son  brought  from  thee  to  the 

wilds? 
He  hath  brought  marks  of  torture  and  the  chain, 
Trapes  of  things  which  pass  not  iis  a  breease, 
A  blighted  name,  dark  thoughts,  wrath,  wo— thy 
^  gifts  are  these. 

VI. 

A  blighted  name ! — I  hear  the  winds  of  morn — 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this ! — I  hear  the  shiver 
Of  the  green  reeds,  and  all  the  rustlings,  borne 
From  the  high  forest,  when  the  light  leaves  qui- 
ver: 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this  I — the  cedars,  wa- 
ving. 
Lend  it  no  tone:  His  wide  savannahs  laving, 
It  is  not  murmur'd  by  the  joyous  river  ! 
What  part  hath  mortal  name,  where  God  alone 
Speaks  to  the  mighty  waste,  and  through  its  heart 
is  kno^n  7 

vn. 

Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  worship  Him, 
With  nought  my  spirit's  breathings  to  control. 
And  feel  His  presence  in  the  vast,  and  dim. 
And  whispery  woods,  where  dying  thunders  roll 
FrotA  the  far  cataracts  1 — ShaU  I  not  rejoice 
That  I  have  leaiti'd  at  last  to  know  Bia  voice 
From  man's? — I  will  rejoice! — my  soaring  soul 
Now  hath  redeem'd  her  birth-right  of  the  day. 
And  won,  through  clouds,  to  Him,  her  own  unfet- 
tered way ! 

VIII. 

And  thou,  my  boy!  that  silent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark  earnest  eyes, 
Fill'd  with  the  love  of  childhood,  which  I  see 
Pure  through  its  depths,  a  tiling  without  dis- 
guise; 
Thou  that  hast  breath'd  in  slumber  on  my 

breast. 
When  I  have  check'd  its  throbs  to  give  thee  tast, 
Mine  own !  whose  young  thoughts  fresh  before 

me  risel 
Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  guide  thy  prayer, 
And  cirele  thy  glad  sour  with  free  and  healthful 
air? 

IX. 

Why  should  I  weep  on  thy  bright  iMfid,  my 

boy? 
Within  thy  lathers'  halls  thou  wilt  not  dwell. 
Nor  lift  their  banner,  with  a  warrior's  joy. 
Amidst  the  sons  of  mountain  chiefii,  who  feH 


For  Spain  of  old.— Yet  what  if  rolling 
Have  borne  us  far  from  our  ancestral 
Thou  shalt  not  feel  thy  bursting  heart 
As  mine  hath  done ;  nor  bear  what  I  hi 
CasAing  in  falsehood's  mould  th'  indign 
of  scorn. 

X. 

This  shall  not  be  thy  Idt,  my  blessed  c 
I  have  not  sorrowed,  struggled,  lived  ii 
Hear  me!  magnificent  and  ancient  w 
And  mighty  rivers,  ye  that  meet  the  i 
As  deep  meets  deep ;  and  forests,  vi 

shade 
The  flood's  voice,  and  the  wind's  by  s 

vade; 
Hear  me! — 'tis  well  to  die,  and  not  coi 
Yet  there  are  hours  when  the  charged  t 

speak, 
Ev'n  in  the  desert's  ear  to  pour  itself,  or 

XI. 

I  see  an  oak  before  me,(3)  it  hath  bee 
The  crown'd  one  of  the  woods ;  and  n 

flung 
Its  hundred  arms  to  Heaven,  still  fresi 
But  a  wild  vine  around  the  stem  halh 
From  branch  to  branch  ckise  wreatbi 

age  throwing, 
Till  the  proud  tree,  before  no  tempest 
Hath  shrunk    and   died,  those   ser 

among. 
Alas  I  alas ! — what  is  it  that  I  see? 
An  image  of  man's  mind,  land  of  roy  f 

thee! 

XII. 

Yet  art  thou  lovely !  Song  is  on  thy  hi 
Oh  sweet  and  moomful  melodies  of  8 
That  luU'd  my  boyhood, .  how  your 

thrills 
The  exile's  heart,  with  sudden-wakenii 
Your  sounds  are  on  the  rocks — that  I  m 
Once  more  the  music  of  the  Bioantaiiii 
And  from  the  sunny  vales  the  shepbei 
FkMts  out,.and  fills  the  solitary  place 
With  the  okl  toneftil  names  of  Spain's  b 

XIII. 

But  there  was  silence  one  bright,  gold 
Through  my  own  pine-hung  mountain 

yet  lone. 
In  the  rich  autumn  light  the  vineyard 
And  from  the  fields  the  peasant's  voice  i 
And  the  red  grapes  untrodden  eti 

ground, 
And  the  free  flocks  intended  nam'd  a 
Where  was  the  pastor?— where  the  p 

tone? 
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Mooe  and  miith  iivere  hush'd  the  hills  among, 
While  to  the  dty'i  gates  each  hamlet  poar'd  its 

thlODg. 

XIV. 

ISIenoe  upon  the  mountains! — Bat  within 
The  city's  gates  a  rush — a  press — a  swell 
Of  multitudes  their  torrent  way  to  win; 
And  heavy  boomings  of  a  dull  deep  bell,  ! 

A  desd  pause  following  each — like  that  which 

parU 
The  dseh  of  hUlows,  holding  breathless  hearts 
Fast  in  the  hush  of  fear — knell  after  knell; 
And  sounds  of  thickening  steps,  like  thunder- 
run, 
Tliit  phudies  on  the  roof  of  some  vast  echoing 
hnel 

Whit  pageant's  hour  api^oach'd ! — The  suUen 

gate 
Of  a  strong  ancient  prison-house  Was  thrown 
Bick  to  the  day.    And  who,  in  mournful  state, 
Came  forth,  led  slowly  o'er  its  threshold-etone  1 
They  that  had  learn'S,  in  cells  of  secret  gloom. 
How  sunshine  is  forgotten  I — They,  to  whom 
The  very  features  of  mankind  were  grown 
Thn^  that  bewiUer'd !— O'er  their  dazzled 

■ight, 
thtf  lifted  their  wan  hands,  and  cower'd  before 

the  light! 

XVI. 

To  this  man  brings  his  brother ! — Some  were 

there. 
Who  with  their  desolation  had  enlwined 
Reroe  Arength,  and  girt  the  sternness  of  despair 
Fast  round  their  bosoms,  even  as  warriors  bind 
Thebnasl-plateon  for  ftght:  but  brow  and  cheek 
Ssemed  theirM  a  torturing  panoply  to  speak ! 
Aad  there  were  some,  ftom  whom  the  very  mind 
Had  been  wrung  out :  they  smiled — oh !  start- 

bng  smile 
Whence  man's  high  soul  is  fled !— where  doth  it 

sleep  the  while? 

XVII. 

Bot  onward  moved  the  melancholy  train. 
For  their  felse  creeds  in  fiery  pangs  to  die. 
This  was  the  solemn  sacrifice  of  Spain — 
Heaven's  ofiTering  from  the  land  of  chivaliy! 
Through  thousands,  thousands  of  their  race  they 

moved — 
Oh!  how  unlike  aD  others! — the  beloved. 
The  free,  the  proud,  the  beautiful !  whose  eye 
Chew  fixed  before  them,  while  a  people's  breath 
Wis  hushed,  and  its  one  soul  bound  in  the  thought 
of  death! 


XVIII. 

It  might  be  that  amidst  the  countless  throng. 
There  swelled  some  heart  with  Pity's  weight 

oppressed, 
For  the  wide  stream  of  Ruman  love  is  strong 
And  woman,  on  whose  fond  and  faithful  breast 
Childhood  is  reared,  and  at  whose  knee  the  sigh 
Of  its  first  prayer  is  breathed,  she,  too,  wasnigh. 
But  life  is  dear,  and  the  free  footstep  blessed, 
And  home  a  sunny  place,  where  each  may  fill 
Some  eye  with  glistening  smiles, — and  therefore 

all  were  still — 

XIX. 

All  still — ^youth,  courage,  strength! — a  winter 

laid, 
A  chain  of  palsy,  cast  on  might  and  mind ! 
Still,  as  at  noon  a  southern  forest's  shade. 
They  stood,  those  breathless  masses  of  mankind ; 
Still,  as  a  frozen  torrent! — but  the  wave 
Soon  leaps  to  foaming  freedom — they,  the  brave, 
Endured — they  saw  the  martyr's  place  assigned 
In  the  red  flames — ^whence  is  the  withering  spell 
That  numbs  each  human  pulse  1 — they  saw,  and 

thought  it  well. 

XX. 

And  I,  too,  thought  it  well  t  That  very  mom 
From  a  far  land  I  came,  yet  round  me  clung 
The  spirit  of  my  own.    No  hand  had  torn 
With  a  strong  grasp  away  the  veil  which  hung 
Between  mine  eyes  and  truth.    I  gazed,  1  saw, 
Dimly,  as  tnrough  a  glass.    In  silent  awe 
I  watched  the  fearful  rites;  and  if  there  sprung 
One  rebel  feeling  from  its  deep  founts  up, 
Shuddering,  I  flung  it  back,  as  guilt's  own  poison- 
cup. 

XXI. 

But  I  was  wakened  as  the  dreamers  waken 
Whom  the  shrill  trumpet  and  the  shriek  of  dread 
Rouse  up  at  midnight,  when  their  walk  are 

taken. 
And  they  must  battle  till  their  blood  is  shed 
On  their  own  threshold-floor.    A  path  for  light 
Through  my  torn  breast  was  shattered  by  the 

might 
Of  the  swift  thunder-stroke— and  Freedom's 

tread 
Came  in  through  ruins,  late,  yet  not  in  vain. 
Making  the  blighted  place  all  green  with  life  again. 

XXII. 

Still  darkly,  slowly,  as  a  sullen  mass 
Of  ck>ud,  o'ersweeping,  without  wind,  the  sky, 
Dream-like  I  saw  die  sad  processbn  pass, 
And  marked  its  victims  with  a  tearless  eye. 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


They  moved  before  ^e  but  as  pictures,  wrought 
Each  to  reveal  som*  secret  of  man's  thought, 
On  the  sharp  edge  of  sad  n^rtality, 
Till  yn  his  place  came  one— oh!  could  it  be? 
— My^iHend,  my  he^'s  first  friend! — and  did  I 
gaze  on  theel 

xxin. 

• 
On  thee!  with  whom  in  boyhood  I  had  played, 
At  the  grape-gatherings,  by  my  native  streams ; 
And  to  whose  eye  my  youthful  soul  had  laid 
Bare,  as  to  Heaven's,  its  glowing  world  of  dreams; 
And  by  whose  side  'midst  warriors  I  had  stood, 
And  in  whose  helm  was  broughtr— oh!  earned 

with  blood ! — 
The  fresh  Wave  to  my  lips,  when  tropic  beams 
Smote  on  my  fevered  brow! — Ay,  years  had 

passed, 
Severing  our  paths,  brave  friend ! — and  thus  we 

met  at  last ! 

xyiv. 

I  see  it  still — the  lofly  mien  thou  borest — 
On  thy  pale  forehead  sat  a  sense  of  power! 
The  very  look  that  once  thou  brightly  worest 
Cheering  me  onward  through  a  fearful  hour. 
When  we  were  girt  by  Indian  bow  and  spear, 
'Midst  the  white  Andes— e'en  as  mountain  deer, 
Hemmed  in  our  camfh—but  through  the  javelin 

shower 
We  rent  our  way,  a  tempest  of  despair ! 
— And  thou — ^hadst  thou  but  died  with  thy  true 

brethren  there  I 

XXV. 

I  can  the  fond  wish  back — for  thou  hast  perished 
More  nobly  far,  my  Alvar ! — making  known 
The  might  of  truth  {(4)  and  be  thy  memory  che- 
rished 
.  With  theirs,  the  thousands,  that  around  her 
throne 
Have  poured  their  lives  out  smiling,  in  thatdoom 
Finding  a  triumph,  if  denied  a  tomb ! 
— Ay,  with  their  ashes  hath  the  wind  been  sown. 
And  with  the  wind  their  spirit  shall  be  spread, 
Filling  man's  heart  and  home  with  records  of  the 
dead. 

XXVI. 

Thou  Searcher  of  the  Soul !  in  whose  dread  sight 
Not  the  bold  guilt  alone,  that  mocks  the  skies. 
But  the  scarce-owned,  unwhispered  thought  of 

night, 
As  a  thing  written  with  the  sunbeam  lies ; 
7%ou  know'aC — whose  eye  through  shade  and 

depth  can  see, 
That  this  man's  crime  was  but  to  worship  thee, 


Like  those  that  made  their  hearts  thy 

The  called  of  yore;  wont  by  the  Sav 

On  the  dim  OUve-Mount  to  pray  at  ev( 

XXVII. 

For  the  strong  spirit  will  at  times  aw 
Piercing  the  mists  that  wrap  her  claji 
And,  bom  of  thee,  she  may  not  alwa 
Earth's  accents  for  the  oracles  of  Chx 
And  e'en  for  this — O  dust,  whose  masl 
Reed,  that  would  be  a  stourge  thy  litt 
Spark,  whereon  yet  the  mighty  hath 
>bid  therefore  thou  destroyest! — ^w 
flown 
Our  hope,  if  man  were  left  to  man's  dec 

XXVIII. 

But  this  I  felt  not  yet.  I  couU  but  g 
On  him,  my  friend/  while  that  swi 

threw 
A  sudden  freshness  back  on  vanishei 
Like  water-drops  on  some  dim  pictur 
Calling  the  proud  time  up,  when  fiisi 
Where  bannera  floated,  and  my  ha 

blood  '  •    ^ 

Sprang  to  a  torrent  as  the  clarion  bie 
And  he — his  sword  was  like  a  brothc 
That  watches  through  the  field  his  mothi 

est  bom. 

XXIX. 

But  a  lance  met  me  in  that  day's  can 
Senseless  I  lay  amidst  th'  o'ersweepin 
Wakening  at  last — how  fiill,  how  strai 
That  scene  on  memory  flashed  1^4] 

light, 

Moonlight,  on  broken  shields — the 

slaughter, 
The  fountauMde — the  few  sweet  am 

ter — 
And  Alvar  bending  o'er  me— from  tl 
Covering  me  with  his  mantle !— «U  tl 
Fbwed  back — my  soul's  fiur  chords  all 

to  the  blast 

XXX. 

Tin,  in  that  rush  of  visions,  I  became 
As  one  that  by  the  bands  of  slumber 
Lies  with  a  powerless,  but  aU-thrillin^ 
Intense  in  consciousness  of  sight  and 
Yet  buried  in  a  wildering  dream  whic 
Loved  faces  round  him,  girt  with  feari 
Troubled  e'en  thus  I  stood,  but  chi 

bound 
On  that  fioniliar  ibim  mine  eye  to  kee 
—Alas!  I  might  not  fiJl  upon  his  i 

weep! 


'%' 
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XXXI. 
He  puaed  me— and  what  next  1 — I  locked  on 

tiro, 
FoUomnf^  his  Ibototepato  the  same  dread  place, 
Fortbenme  guilt — his  sutera  !(5) — Well  I  knew 
The  beauty  on  those  brows,  though  eaibh  young 

face 
Wis  changed— 00  deeply  changed! — a  dun- 
geon's air 
Ii  hud  for  loved  and  lovely  things  to  bear, 
And  ye,  O  daughters  of  a  lofty  race, 
doeen-like  Theresa !  radiant  Inez ! — flowers 
So  cherished !  were  ye  then  but  reared  for  those 
dark  hoorsl 

XXXII. 

A  moomful  home,  young  sisters !  had  ye  left, 
With  your  lutes  hanging  hushed  upon  the  wall. 
And  silence  round  the  aged  man,  bereft 
Of  each  glad  voice,  once  answering  to  his  call. 
Alas,  that  lonely  father!  doom'd  to  pine 
For  sounds  departed  in  his  life's  decline, 
And,  'midst  the  shadowing  banners  of  Ms  hall. 
With  his  white  hair  to  sit,  and  deem  the  name 
A  kandred  chiefs  had  borne,  cast  down  by  you  to 
shame  '(6) 

XXXIII. 

And  wo  for  you,  'midst  looks  and  words  of  love, 
And  gentle  hearts  and  feuses,  nursed  so  long  I 
How  had  I  seen  you  in  your  beauty  move, 
Wearing  the  wreath,  and  listening  to  the  song! 
—Yet  sat,  e'en  then,  what  seemed  the  crowd  to 

shun. 
Half  veiled  upon  the  clear  pale  brow  of  one, 
And  deeper  thoughts  than  oft  to  youth  belong. 
Thoughts,  such  as  wake  to  evening's  whispery 

sway, 
WiUun  the  drooping  shade  of  her  sweet  eyelids 

lay. 

XXXIV. 

And  if  she  mingled  with  the  festive  train, 
It  was  but  as  some  melancholy  star 
Bdiolds  the  dance  of  shepherds  on  the  plain. 
In  its  bright  stillness  present,  though  afar. 
Yet  would  she  tn^e — and  that,  too,  hath  its 

smile—- 
Circled  with  joy  which  reached  her  not  the  while. 
And  bearing  a  lone  spirit,  not  at  war 
With  earthly  things,  but  o'er  their  form  and  hue 
a)wi«Mit^  too  clear  a  Ught,  too  sorrowfully  true. 

XXXV. 

But  tbe  dark  boms  wring  forth  the  hidden  might 
Whkh  had  lain  bedded  in  the  silent  soul, 
A  lieMiiTfi  an  undreamt  of; — as  the  night 
Calb  out  the  harmonies  of  streams  that  roU 


Unheard  by  day.    It  seemed  as  if  her  breast 
Had  hoarded  energies,  tiU  then  suppressed 
Almost  with  pain,  and  bursting  from  control. 
And  finding  first  that  hour  their  pathway  free : 
— Could  a  rose  brave  the  Itorm,  such  might  her 
emblem  be  I 

XXXVI. 

• 

For  the  soft  gloom  whose  shadow  still  had  hang 
On  her  fair  brow,  beneath  its  garlands  worn. 
Was  fled ;  and  fire,  like  prophecy's  had^sprung 
Clear  to  her  kindled  eye.    It  might  be  scorn — 
Pride — sense  of  wrong — ay,  the  frail  heart  is 

bound 
By  these  at  times,  even  as  with  adamant  round. 
Kept  so  from  breaking ! — ^yet  not  thus  uplwme 
She  moved,  though  some  sustaining  passion's 
wave 
Lifted  her  fervent  soul— a  sister  for  the  brave* 

XXXVII. 

And  yet,  alas!  to  see  the  strength  which chngs 
Round  woman  in  such  hours ! — a  mournful  sight. 
Though  lovely ! — an  overflowing  of  the  springs^ 
The  fiiU  springs  of  afllection,  deep  as  bright! 
And  she,  because  her  life  is  ever  twined 
With  other  lives,  and  by  no  stormy  wind 
May  thence  be  shaken,  and  because  the  light 
Of  tenderness  is  round  hcr^  and  her  eye 
Doth  weep  such  passionate  tears — therefore  she 
thus  can  die. 

XXXVIII. 

Therefore  didst  thau^  through  that  heart-shaking 

scene, 
As  through  a  triumph  move ;  and  cast  aside 
Thine  own  sweet  thoughtfUness  for  victory's 

mien, 
O  fiuthful  sister!  cheering  thus  the  guide,. 
And  friend,  and  brother  of  thy  sainted  youth. 
Whose  hand  had  led  thee  to  the  source  of  truth, 
Where  thy  glad  soul  firom  earth  was  purified; 
Nor  wouldst  thou,  following  him  through  all  the 

past, 
That  he  should  see  thy  step  grow  tremulous  at  last. 

XXXIX. 

For  thou  hadst  made  no  deeper  love  a  guest 
ISdidst  thy  young  spirit's  dreams,  than  that  which 
grows 
Between  the  nurtured  of  the  same  fond  b^pist. 
The  sheltered  of  one  roof;  and  thus  it  rose 
Twined  in  with  life. — How  is  it,  that  the  hours 
Of  the  same  sport,  the  gathering  early  flowers 
Round  the  same  tree,  the  sharing  one  repose, 
And  mingling  one  first  prayer  in  murmurs  soft, 
From  the  heart's  memory  fade,  in  this  world'i 
breath,  so  oft? 
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Bnt  lliee  that  breiUi  had  touched  not  i  thM,  I 

The  true  in  *U  tlvv*  (ound!— and  thou  neit 

b[»t 
EveB  then,  lh(t  no  lemombeiEd  cli&age  could 

The  perlecl  imigfi  of  affection,  pCEHcd 
Like  annoui  to  thy  boKim  !— thou  hidst  kept 
Walfb  hy  that  brother's  couch  of  psin,  and  nept, 
Thj  Bweet  face  covering  with  Ihj  lobe,  when 

[Ht 

Fled  fiom  [be  suHercr ;  thou  liodst  bound  his  failh 
Unto  thy  soul — ODe  ligbl,  one  hope  je  chou 
death. 


broken  1 

Tolhinkof  that  &irgiri,whow  path  had  been 
So  itnfred  witb  ron-leavea,  ail  one  fair;  acene ' 
And  whoM  quick  glance  came  far  aa  a  token 
Of  hope  to  droo|nng  thought,  and  her  glad  Yoio 
Ai  ■  free  bird'a  in  spring,  that  makea  the  woods 


Andiha  tadie! — the  loied  the  laughing  aarth 
With  aoch  deep  jo;  in  iti  fiadi  lem  and  flow- 

— Wu  not  hei  nnile  e<ren  ai  the  nidden  Urth 
or  a  young  rainbow,  colouring  vernal  ihowent 
Yea!  but  to  meet  her  fawn-like  alep,  to  hear 
l^e  gtuhea  of  wild  aong,  to  BlTeij  dear. 
Which,  oft  unconKioualy,  in  hap[aer  houn 
Flowed  fraiB  her  llpa,  waa  to  forget  the  iwaj 
Of  Time  and  Death  belon,— blight,  ahadow,  dull 
decay! 

XLni. 
Could  Ihia  change  bel — the  hour,  the  weDe, 


ed, 

Awi,  in  the  fieahnen  of  the  bnning  wind, 
Her  All  ber  aat,  where  gleamed  the  Bret  ftini 
Through  the  llme-bougha',  and  with  brn  light 

She,  OD  the  greeniward  at  hie  feet  ntcfine^ 
In  Ilia  eiiia  face  laughed  up ;  unM  ibepheidJaj 


pUy. 


XLIT. 
Andnow— oha«dl  the  luttar  bat d 
And  sore  amaze,  (he  faint  o'enhadov 
Had  graaped  ber !— panting  in  ber  qi 

breath. 
And  i|  her  while  lip*  giUTering ; — c 
She  looked  Op  with  her  dim  bewildn 
And  there  amiled  out  her  own  loft  tm 
Far  in  their  aullry  ■oulhem  azure  ap 
Qlowing  with  joy,  but  lileni! — ittll  tl 
ret  tent  down  no  rejneTe  lor  earth'* 

bling  child. 

XLV. 
Alaa!  that  earth  had  all  tM  atrong  a 
Too  feat,  iweet  Inml  on  thy  heart,  w: 
Wa*  given  to  early  love,  nor  knew  hi 
The  bonn  which  fbUow.    There  wti 


But  he  was  tar  away;— and  with  thy 
Thu*  galheiing,  lil^  grew  eo  intenael. 
That  all  thy  alight  &an»  abook  nilh  ili 
talfear! 

XLVI, 
No  aid! — thou  too  didat  paai! — u 

The    fearful — and   the   desperate — 

Some  like  the  bark  thai  ruat^a  with  t 
Sorae  like  the  leaf  awept  ahiveiingty  : 
And  aonie  aa  men,  that  ban  but  ooe 
To  fight,  and  (ben  may  ilumber  on  th 
Tberefors  they  um  in  hope.     Bal 

throng  . 
Rolled  on,  and  bore  me  with  thor  livi 
Even  a*  a  bark  wherein  ■■  left  no  powei 

XLVII. 
Wave  iwept  on  wave.    We  teaclied 

Decked  for  the  riln.  An  altar  atoad 
And  gorgeoaa,  in  the  niidal.  A  place  1 
And  praiie,  and  oSering.    Could  Ibe 

ply 

No  fiuiti,  no  flower*  (or  aacrifiee,  of  I 
Which  on  bar  aunny  lap  unheeded  fi 
No  fair  young  Grilling  of  the  Bock  to 
Aa  when  before  thdr  God  the  Patriar 
-Luxik  do<ral  man  brings  thee,  Hm 
tmther'a  gniltlns  bknd! 

XLTUL 
Hewk*  voiMfhaarl — a  cry  goaai^l 
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,  the  abedder! — let  his  poition  be 

r  that  walks  at  midnight—  give  the  moan 

riod  hannting  him  a  power  to  lay 

B  ii  thy  brother  7" — and  the  stars  a  ray 

eh  and  shake  his  spirit,  when  abne 

e  diead  splendour  of  their  bnraUg  eyes! 

1  earth  own  thy  will — mercy,  not  sacri- 
f 

XLIX. 
of  triomphant  praise !— rthe  mam  was 

s  that  die  not  might  have  poured  such 

ins! 

h  Salem's  towem  might  that  proud  chant 

erung, 

he  Moat  High,  on  Syria's  palmy  plains, 

sUed  ber  fi)es ! — so  foil  it  swept,  a  sea 

waves  jubilant,  and  rolling  free  1 

sn  the  winds,  as  through  resounding 

led  the  choral  forests  with  its  power, 
tone  brings  me  back  the  music  of  that 
r. 

L. 

way; — the  inoense-clond  was  driven 
the  breese — ^the  words  of  doom  were 

I; 

!  sun  &ded  mournfully  from  heaven, 

dcd  mournfully!  and  dimly  red, 

in  ck>uds  bom  those  that  looked  their 

gbed— "  FaieweU,    thou,  sun  I"— Eve 
ired  and  passed — 

midnight  and  the  mooD— came  forth 
shad 
iven  as  dew,  on  glen,  wood,  peopled 

-a  place  of  death— and  there  men  slum- 
Bdnot 

LI. 

within  the  cky(7)— but  in  sight 
now-erowned  sierras,  freely  sweeping, 
lany  an  eagle's  eyrie  on  the  height, 
ntcr's  cabin,  by  the  tonent  peeping 

and  vales  between,  and  vineyards  lay, 
mnd  and  gleam  of  waters  on  their  way, 
esnut-woods,  that  girt  the  happy  sleep- 

f  a  peasant-home ! — the  midnight  sky 
oMy  that  lidi  world  round  thoae  who 
letodie. 

La. 

rUy-glofioui  midnighl  iky  of  Spain, 
I  with  ataiai— Wbal  had  the  toRhes' 
le 


To  do  beneath  that  Temple,  and  profane 
Its  holy  radiance'} — By  their  wavering  flare, 
I  saw  beside  the  pyres — I  see  thee  nov, 

0  bright  Theresa!  with  thy  lifled  brow, 

And  thy  clasped  hands,  and  dark  eyes  fiUed  with 

Iffayer! 
And  tnee,  and  Inez !  bowing  thy  fair  head, 
And  mantling  up  thy  face,  all  colourless  with 
dread! 

LIII. 

And  Alvar,  Alvar  I— I  beheld  thee  too. 
Pale,  steadfast,  kingly ;  till  thy  clear  glance  fell 
On  that  young  sister ;  then  perturbed  it  grew. 
And  all  thy  labouring  bosom  seemed  to  swell 
With  painful  tenderness.    Why  came  I  there, 
That  troubled  image  of  my  friend  to  bear 
Thence,  for  my  afler-years  1 — a  thing  to  dwell 
In  my  heart's  core,  and  on  the  darkness  rise, 
Disquieting  my  dreams  with  its  bright  mournful 
eyesi 

LIV. 

Why  came  11  oh !  the  heart's  deep  mystery  !— 

Why 
In  man's  last  hour  doth  vain  affection's  gaae 
Fix  itself  down  on  struggling  agony, 
To  the  dimm'd  eye-balls  freezing,  as  they  glaze  1 
It  might  be;— yet  the  power  to  will  seemed  o'er — 
That  my  soul  yeam'd  to  hear  his  voice  once 

morel 
But  mine  was  fettered !  mute  in  strong  amaze, 

1  watched  his  features  as  the  night-wind  blew. 
And  torch-light  or  the  moon's  passed  o'er  their 

marble  hue. 

LV. 

The  trampling  of  a  steed ! — a  tall  white  steed. 
Rending  his  fiery  way  the  crowds  among^— 
A  storm's  way  through  a  forest— came  at  speed. 
And  a  wild  voice  cried  "  Inez !"  Svrift  she  flhng 
The  mantle  from  her  face,  and  gazed  around. 
With  a  faint  shriek  at  that  familiar  sound. 
And  from  his  seat  a  Inreathless  rider  sprung. 
And  dashed  ofi*  fiercely  those  who  came  to  part, 
And  rushed  to  that  pale  girl,  and  clasped  her  to  hit 
heart 

LVI. 

And  for  a  moment  all  aiound  gave  way 
To  that  foU  burst  of  passion!— <m  his  breast, 
Like  a  bird  panting  yet  from  fear  she  lay. 
But  blessed — in  misery's  very  lap— jret  ble4i — 
Oh  k>ve,  k>ve,  strong  as  death ! — from  such  an 

hour 
Pressiog  out  Joy  by  thine  immortal  power, 
Holy  and  fervent  k>vel  had  earth  but  rest 
For  thee  and  thine,  this  world  were  all  to  feirl 
How  eouU  we  thence  be  weaned  to  die  without 

despair? 
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LVII. 

But  she— •as  falls  a  willow  from  the  storm, 
0*er  its  own  river  streaming — thu»  reclin'd 
On  the  youth's  bosom  hung  her  fragile  form, 
And  clasping  arms,  so  passionately  twined 
Around  his  neck — ^with  such  a  trustixi|^  fold, 
A  fun  deep  sense  of  safety  in  ihbit  hold. 
As  if  nought  earthly  might  th*  embrace  unbind ! 
Alas!  a  child's  fond  fiuth,  believing  still 
Its  mother's  breast  beyond  the  lightning's  reach  to 
kiU! 

LVIII. 

Brief  rest !  upon  the  turning  billow's  height, 
A  strange  sweet  moment  of  some  heayoily 

strain, 
Floating  between  the  savage  gusts  of  night, 
That  sweep  the  seas  to  foam!;  Soon  dark  again 
The  hour— the  scene — th'  intensely  present, 

rush'd 
Back  on  her  spirit,  and  her  large  tears  gushed 
Like  blood-drops  from  a  victim;  with  swift  rain 
Bathing  the  bosom  where  she  lean'd  that  hour, 
As  if  her  life  would  melt  into  th'  o'erswelling 

shower. 

LIX. 

But  he,  whose  arm  sustained  her !— oh !  I  knew 
'Twas  vain,  and  yet  he  hoped! — he  fondly 

strove 
Back  from  her  faith  her  sinking  soul  to  woo. 
As  life  might  yet  be  hers  I — A  dream  of  love 
Which  could  not  look  upon  so  fair  a  thing. 
Remembering  how  like  hope,  like  joy,  like 

spring. 
Her  smile  was  wont  to  glance,  her  step  to  move, 
And  deem  that  men  indeed,  in  veiy  truth, 
Qndd  mean  the  sting  of  death  for  her  soft  flower^ 

ing  youth! 

LX, 

He  wooed  her  bock  to  life. — ^'^ Sweet  Inez,  live! 
My  blessed  Inez! — visions  have  beguil'd 
Thy  heart— abjure  them  1— thou  wert  formed  to 

And  to  find  joy;  and  hath  not  sunshine  smiled 
Around  thee  ever?  Leave  me  not,  mine  own! 
Or  earth  will  grow  too  dark! — for  thee  alone, 
Thee  have  I  loved,  thou  gentlest!  from  a  child. 
And  borne  thine  image  vrith  me  o'er  the  sea, 
Thy  soft  voice  ia  my  soul !— Speak  — Oh !  yet  live 
forme!" 

LXL 

She  look'd  up  wildly;  there  mte  anxious  eyes 
Waiting  that  look — sad  eyes  of  troubled  thought, 
Alvar's— Theresa's !— Did  her  chOdhood  rise, 
•  Wkh  all  its  pure  and  faome-aftections  fraught, 


In  the  bnd  glance  1 — She  clasped  hei 

the  strife 
Of  love,  faith,  fear,  and  that  vain  dreai 
Within  her  woman's  breast  so  dee(dy 
It  seemed  as  if  a  reed  so  slight  and  we 
MuBtj  in  the  rending  storm  not  quive 

break! 

LXII. 

And  thus  it  was — the  young  cheek  flu 

faded,    - 
As  the  swift  blood  in  currents  came  ai 
And  hues  of  death  the  marble  brow  o' 
And  the  sunk  eye  a  watery  lustre  sem 
Through  its  white  fluttering  lids.     Tl 

bUngs  passed 

O'er  the  frail  form,  that  shook  it,  as  thi 

Shakes  the  sere  leaf,  until  the  spirit  rei 

Its  way  to  peace — the  fearful  way  unk 

Pale  in  love's  arms  she  lay — the — ^what  I 

was  gone ! 

LXIII. 

Joy  for  thee,  trembler ! — thou  redeemed  < 
Young  dove  set  free!  earth,  ashes,  soull 
Remained  for  baffled  vengeance  to  dest 
— Tiliy  chain  was  riven!— nor  hadst  t 

away 
Thy  hope  in  thy  last  hour ! — though 

there 

Striving  to  wring  thy  troubled  soul  froE 

And  life  seemed  robed  in  beautiful  am 

Too  fair  to  leave! — but  this  might  be  f< 

Thou  wert  so  richly  crowned  with  preci 

of  Heaven ! 

LXIV. 

But  wo  for  him  who  felt  the  heart  groy 
Which,  vrith  its  weight  of  agony,  had  ! 
Breaking  on  his  I — Scarce  could  the  ma 
Of  the  hushed  bosom,  ne'er  to  heave  ag 
And  all  the  silence  curdling  round  the  i 
Bring  home  the  stem  behef  that  she  co 
That  she  indeed  oouU  die ! — for  wikl  ai 
As  hope  might  ber-his  soul  Kad  hopec 

o'er — 
Sbwly  his  fidling  aims  dropped  from  the  lb 

bore. 

LXV. 

They  forced  him  from  that  spot. — It  d 

well. 
That  the  fierte,  reckleai  words  by  anguisl 
From  his  torn  breast,  all  aimless  as  thej 
Like  sjpray-drops  from  the  strife  of  torren 
Were  mari^ed  as  guilt. — There  are,  vi 

these  things 
Against  the  smitten  heart;  its  bfeakiiifl 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUARY. 


'bomkiw  thiillsoDoe  gentle  mosic  hnng — 
rode  hand  of  touch  unholy  trying, 
beting  then  m  crimee,  the  deep,  strange 
tee  replying. 

LXVI. 

ni  eolflimi  joy,  O  fidthftal  pairl 
■ang  on  your  parted  niter's  dust; 
our  features  by  the  torch's  glare, 
sy  were  brightening  with  a  heavenward 

Btl 

ie  doubt,  the  anguish,  the  dismay, 
9m  my  Alvar's  glorious  mien  away, 
aee  was  there — thecalmnessof  the  justi 
snding  down  the  slumberer's  brow  to  kiss, 
St  is  won,**  he  said; — ** sweet  sister! 
iseibrthisr 

LXVII. 

1  as  fipom  sleep ; — ^yes !  he  had  spoken — 
>e  had  troubled  memory's  hidden  source ! 
)  the  torpor  of  my  soul  was  broken^ 
it,  feeling,  paMOOD,  woke  in  tenfold  force, 
e  are  soft  breathings  in  theeouthern  wind, 
>  your  ioe-chains,  O  ye  streams !  unbind, 
» the  foaming  swiftness  of  your  course ! 
It  from  those  that  hekl  me  back,  and  fell 
is  neck,  and  cried — "  Friend,  brother ! 
etheeweU!" 

LXVin. 

not  cay  **  Farewell  1"— Alas !  no  breath 

0  mine  ear.    Hoarse  murmurs  from  the 

ODg 

lat  the  mysteries  in  the  face  of  death 
■n  their  eager  sight  been  veiled  too  k>ng. 
» were  parted  as  the  surge  might  part 
that  would  die  t<^ther,  true  of  heart, 
bour  was  come — but  in  mine  anguish 

fierce  swimmer  through  the  midnight  sea, 
rushed  away  from  that  which  was  to  be. 

LXIX. 

-«way  I  rushed ; — but  swift  and  high 
nowy  piUars  of  the  firelight  grew, 
transparent  darkness  of  the  sky 

1  to  a  bbod-red  mantle  in  their  hoe; 
lantom-like,  the  kindling  city  seemed 
sad,  ikMit,  wave,  as  on  the  wind  they 
lamed, 

heir  wild  splendour  chasing  me! — I  knew 
ith-work  was  begun — I  veiled  mine  eyes, 
)d  in  speD-bound  fear  to  catch  the  victims' 


LXX. 

leard  I  then? — a  ringing  shriek  of  pain, 
for  ever  haunts  the  tortur'd  ear  1 


I  heard  a  sweet  and  solemA-breathing  strain 
Piercing  the  flames,  untremubus  and  dear ! 
— The  rich,  triumphal  tones !— I  know  them  vrell, 
As  they  came  floating  with  a  breezy  swell ! 
Man's  voice  was  there — a  clarion  voice  to  cheer 
In  the  mid-battle— ay ,  to  turn  the  flying — 
Woman's — that  might  have  sung  of  Eteavmi  be- 
side the  dying! 

LXXI. 

It  was  a  fearful,  yet  a  glorious  thing. 
To  hear  that  hjrmn  of  nuurtyrdom,  and  know 
That  its  glad  stream  of  melody  could  spring 
Up  from  th'  unsounded  gulfe  of  human  wo !  - 
Alvar !  Theresa  I — what  is  deep?  what  strong  7 
God's  breath  within  the  soul !— It  filled  that  song 
From  your  victorious  voices ! — ^but  the  gk>w 
On  the  hot  air  and  lurid  skies  increased — ' 
— Faint  grew  the  sounds — more  feint — I  listened — 
they  had  ceased ! 

Lxxn. 

And  thou  indeed  hadst  perished,  my  soul's  friend! 
I  might  form  other  ties — but  thou  alone 
Couldst  with  a  glance  the  veil  of  dimness  rend. 
By  other  years  o'er  boyhood's  memoiy  thrown! 
Others  might  aid  me  onward: — Thou  and  I 
Had  mingled  the  fresh  thoughts  that  early  die, 
Once  flowering—never  more!— And  thou  wert 

gone! 
Who  could  give  back  my  youth,  my  spirit  free. 
Or  be  in  aught  again  what  thou  hadst  been  to  mel 

LXXIII. 

And  yet  I  wept  thee  not,  thou  true  and  brave! 
I  could  not  weep: — there  gathered  round  thy 

name 
Too  deep  a  passion! — thou  denied  a  grave! 
TJlou,  with  the  blight  flung  on  thy  soldier's  fame ! 
Had  I  not  known  thy  heart  from  childhood's 

time? 
Thy  heart  of  hearts  1— and  couldst  thou  die  for 

crime? 
— ^No!  had  all  earth  decreed  that  death  of  shame, 
I  wouU  have  set,  against  all  earth's  decree, 
Th'  unalienable  trust  of  my  firm  soul  in  thee  I 

LXXIV. 

There  are  swift  hours  in  life— strong,  rushing 

hours. 
That  do  the  work  of  tempests  in  their  might ! 
They  shake  down  things  that  stood  as  rocks  and 

towers 
Unto  th'  undoubting  mind;— they  pour  in  light 
Where  it  but  startles — like  a  burst  of  day 
For  which  th'  uprooting  of  an  oak  makes  way ; — 
They  sweep  the  colouring  mists  from  off  our 

sight. 
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Thej  touch  with  tie^  thought's  graven  page,  the 
roU 
Stamped  with  past  yean — and  lo!  it  shrivels  as  a 
scrolT! 

LXXV. 

And  this  was  of  such  hours !— the  sudden  flow 
Of  my  soul's  tide  seemed  whefaning  me;  the 

glare 
Of  the  red  flames,  yet  rocking  to  and  fio, 
Scorched  up  my  heart  with  breathless  thirst  for 

And  solitude  and  freedom.    It  had  been 
Well  with  me  then,  in  some  vast  desert  scene, 
To  pour  my  voice  out,  fqt  the  winds  to  bear 
On  with  tbem,  wildly  questioning  the  sky, 
Fiercely  th'  untroubled  stars,  of  man's  dim  destiny. 

LXXVI. 

f  vrould  have  called,  adjuring  the  dark  cloud ; 
To  the  most  ancient  Heavens  I  would  have  said 
— "  Speak  to  me !  show  me  truth  I"(8)— through 

night  aloud 
I  would  have  cried  to  him,  the  newly  dead, 
"  Come  back  I  and  show  me  truth  1" — ^My  spirit 

seemed 
(Hsping  for  some  free  burst,  its  darkness  teemed 
With  such  pent  storms  of  thought! — again  I 

fled— 
I  fled,  a  refuge  from  man's  face  to  gain, 
Scarce  conscious  when  I  paused,  entering  a  lonely 

fane. 

Lxxvn. 

A  mighty  minster,  dim,  and  proud,  and  vast ! 
Silence  was  round  the  sleepers,  whom  its  floor 
Shut  in  the  grave ;  a  shadow  of  the  past, 
A  memory  of  the  sainted  steps  that  wore 
Erewhile  its  gorgeous  pavement,  seemed  to  brood 
Like  mist  upon  the  stately  soUtude, 
A  halo  of  sad  fame  to  mantle  o'er 
Its  white  sepulchral  forms  of  mail-clad  men, 
And  all  was  hushed  as  night  in  some  deep  Alpine 

LXXVIII. 

More  hushed,  far  morel — for  there  the  wind 
sweeps  by, 

Or  the  woods  tremble  to  the  streams'  bud  play ! 

Here  a  strange  echo  made  my  very  sigh 

Setkn  for  the  place  too  much  a  sound  of  day! 

Too  much  my  footstep  broke  the  OKwnlight, 
fading. 

Yet  arch  thnnigh  arch  in  one  soft  flow  pervad- 
ing; 

And  I  stood  still : — sprayer,  chant,  had  died  away. 

Yet  past  me  floated  a  funereal  breath 
Of  incense. — I  stood  still— as  beforeGod  and  death! 


For  thick  ye  girt  me  round,  ye  kmg-depaited  1(9) 
Dust — imaged  form — ^with  cross,  and  shidd,  and 

crest; 
It  seems  as  if  your  ashes  would  have  started^ 
Had  a  wild  vcnce  bur^t  forth  above  your  rest  I 
Yet  ne'er,  perchance,  did  worshipper  of  yen 
Bear  to  your  thrilling  presence  what  /bon 
Of  wrath-Hkmbt — anguish— batlfing  in  thi 

breast! 
1  could  have  poured  out  words,  on  that  psle  air, 
To  make  your  proud  tombs  ring: — no,  no!  Icooki 

ihA  there! 

LXXX. 

Nd  *midst  those  aisles,  thimigh  which  athoo- 

sand  years  it 

Mutely  as  cbuds  and  reverently  had  swqit; 
Not  by  those  shrines,  which  yet  the  trace  of  tem 
And  kneeling  votaries  on  their  marble  kept! 
Ye  were  too  mighty  in  your  pomp  of  gioom 
And  trophied  age,  O  temple,  altar,  tqmb! 
And  you,  ye  dead  !-^for  in  that  fiiUh  ye  tk^ 
Whose  weight  had  grown  a  mountain's  on  mj 

heart. 
Which  could  not  there  be  loosed. — ^I  tuned  neto 

depart 

LXXXI. 

I  turned — what  glimmered  faintly  on  my  ogbt, 
Faintly,  yet  brightening,  as  a  wreath  of  tnoir 
Seen  through  dissolving  haze ! — The  moQn,th0 

night, 
Had  waned,  and  dawn  poured  in;— gray,  At 

dowy,  slow, 
Yet  day-spring  still ! — a  solemn  hue  it  cauglit, 
Piercing  the  storied  windows,  darkly  fraugltt 
With  stoles  and  draperies  of  imperial  glow; 
And  soft,  and  sad,  that  cotouring  gleam  wtf 
.    thr6vm, 
Where,  pale,  a  pictured  form  above  the  altar  ahoo^ 

LXXXII. 
Thy  form,  thou  Son  of  Gk)d  I — a  vrrathful  dsfpi 
With  fi)am,  and  cloud,  and  tempest,  louod  tka^ 

qpread, 
And  such  a  weight  of  n^htl — a  night,  wh^ 

sleep 
From  the  fierce  rocking  of  the  billows  fled. 
A  bark  showed  dim  beyond  thee^  vrith  its  OBSSt 
Bowed,  and  ito  rent  sail  shiverii:^  to  the  blast; 
But,  like  a  spirit  in  thy  gliding  tread, 
Thou,  as  o'er  glass,  didst  walk  that  stoimy  sea 
Through  rushing  vrinds  which  left  «  silent  patli 

for  thee ! 

Lxxxni. 

So  still  thy  white  robes  fell!  no  fafetth  of  ak 
Within  their  k>ng  and  slumberoos  foUs  hadswij! 
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the  waves  of  parted,  shadowy  hair 

hj  clear  brow  flowed  droopingly  away ! 

rete  the  heavens  abo?e  thee,  Saviour  I — 

rk 

lUs,  Deliverer!  roand  the  straining  bark! 

HI  \-^ei  all  thine  aspect  and  array 

Hired  one  stream  of  pale,  broad,  silvery 

ht— 

veA  the  single  star  of  that  all-ehioiiding 

rht! 


LXXXIV. 

f  one  sinking  1 — Thy  lone  brightness 

iamed 

wild  fllbe,  jost  lifted  o'er  the  wave, 

ts  worn,  fearful,  human  look  that  seemed 

throu^  surge  and  blast — "I  perish — 

«!" 

the  winds — not  vainly ! — thou  wert  nigh, 

nd  was  stretched  to  fainting  agony, 

I  the  portals  of  th'  unquiet  grave! 

that  art  the  life !  and  yet  didst  bear 

of  mortal  wo  to  turn  from  mortal  prayer! 

LXXXV. 

ras  not  a  thing  to  rise  on  death, 
I  remembered  light,  that  face  of  thine, 
er !  dimmed  by  this  world's  misty  breath, 
imfuUy,  mysteriously  divine  1 
hat  calm,  sorrowful,  prophetic  eye, 
I  dark  depths  of  grief,  love,  majesty! 
!  pale  glory  of  the  brow ! — a  shrine 
power  sat  veiled  yet  shedding  softly 

Dd 

that  thou  couldst  be  bat  for  a  time  on- 
ivned! 

LXXXVI. 

re  than  all,  the  Heaven  of  that  sad  smile! 
of  mercy,  oor  immortal  trust! 
thai  look,  that  very  look,  erewhile, 
overshadowed  beauty  on  the  dust  1 
KOQ  not  such  when  earth's  dark  cloud 
ig  o'er  theel 

hoa  wert! — ^my  heart  grew  hushed  be- 
thee, 

with  all  its  paasions,  as  the  gust 
thy  voice,  Jong  its  billowy  way: — 
md  I  there  to  do,  but  kneel,  and  weep, 
prayl 


LXXXVII. 

the  stillness  rose  my  spirit's  cry, 

the  dead—"  By  that  full  cup  (^  wo, 

firom  the  fruitage  of  mdrtahty, 

I  for  thee— give  light !  that  I  may  know 

r  wiD,  in  thine  all-healing  name,. 

t  down  human  heartstoblightmg  shame, 

iy  death— and  say,  if  this  be  so, 


Where  then  is  mercy  1— whither  shall  we  flee, 
So  unallied  to  hope,  save  by  our  hold  on  thee? 

LXXXVIII. 

"But  didst  thou  not^  the  deep  sea  brightly 

treading,  ^ 

Lift  from  despair  that  struggler  with  the  wave  ? 
And  wert  thou  not^  sad  tears,  yet  awful,  shed- 
ding, 
Beheld,  a  weeper  at  a  mortal's  grave  1 
And  is  this  weight  of  anguish,  which  they  bind 
On  life,  this  searing  to  the  quick  of  mind. 
That  but  to  Grod  its  own  free  path  would  crave, 
This  crushing  out  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth, 
Thy  will  mdeed  ?— Give  light !  that  I  may  know 
the  gruth! 

LXXXIX. 

"  For  my  sick  soul  is  darkened  unto  death. 
With  shadows  from  the  suffering  it  hath  seen; 
The  strong  foundations  of  mine  ancient  faith 
Sink  from  beneath  me— whereon  shall  I  lean  1 
— Oh !  if  from  thy  pure  lips  was  wrung  the  sigh 
Of  the  dust's  anguish !  if  like  man  to  die, 
— ^And  earth  round  him  shuts  heavily — hath 

been 
'  Even  to  thee  bitter,  aid  me ! — guide  me ! — turn 
My  wild  and.wandering  thoughts  back  from  their 

starless  bourne!" 

XC. 

And  calm'd  I  rose:— but  how  the  while  had 
risen 

Mom's  orient  sun,  dissolving  mist  and  shade ! 

— Could  there  indeed  be  wrong,  or  chain,  or 
prison. 

In  the  bright  world  such  radiance  might  per- 
vade? 

It  fill'd  the  fane,  it  mantled  the  pale  form 

Which  rose  before  me  through  the  pictured 
storm, 

Even  the  gray  tombs  it  kindled,  and  array'd 

With  life! — ^how  hard  to  see  thy  race  begun, 
And  think  man  wakes  to  grie^  wakening  to  thee, 
Osun! 

XCL 


I  sought  my  home  again :— and  thou,  my  chiU, 
There  at  my  play  beneath  yon  ancient  pine. 
With  eyes,  whoso  lightning  Uughtei(10)  hath 

beguU'd  4 

A  thousand  pangs,  thence  flashing  joy  to  mine ; 
Thou  in  thy  mother's  arms,  a  babe,  did  meet 
My  coming  with  young  smiles,  which  yet, 

though  sweet,  , 

Seem'd  on  my  soul  all  mournfully  to  shine, 
And  ask  a  happier  heritage  for  thee. 
Than  but  in  turn  the  blight  of  human  hope  to 
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XCII. 

Now  sport,  for  thou  art  fire»— the  bright  birdii 

chasing, 
Whoie  wings  waft  star-like  gleams  firom  tree 

to  tree  ^ 
Or  with  the  fiiwn,  thy  swift  wood-i^ymate 

racing, 
Sport  on,  my  joyous  child  I  for  thou  art  free  I 
Yes,  on  that  day  I  took  thee  to  my  heart, 
And  inly  vow'd,  for  thee  a  better  part 
To  choose;  that  so  thy  sunny  bursts  of  glee 
Should  wake  no  more  dim  thoughts  ef  fiur-seen 


wo. 


now 


But,  gladdening  fearless  eyes,  flow 
they  flow. 

xcin. 

Thou  hast  a  rich  world  round  thee:— Mighty 

shades 
Weaving  their  gorgeous  tracery  o'er  thy  head. 
With  the  light  melting  through  their  high  ar- 
cades 
As  through  a.  pillared  cloister^s  :(11)  but  the 

dead 
Sleep  not  beneath;  nor  doth  the  sunbeam  pass 
To  marble  shrines  through  rainbow-tinted  ghuui; 
Yet  thou,  by  fouilt  and  forest-murmur  led 
To  wonhip,  thou  art  blest  1 — to  thee  is  shown 
Earth  in  her  holy  pomp,  decked  for  her  Gtod  ak>ne. 


PART  SECOND. 


Wle  <fieae  tiene  Uebe  Seele 

Von  Ihrem  Gbuben  roll, 

Der  gans  allein 
Ihr  selig  macbend  iai,  sich  heillg  quale^ 
DaoB  sie  den  liebiten  Mann  Terloren  halten  soil  I 

PatuL 
1  never  diaU  smile  more,  bat  all  my  daja 
Walk  with  still  fooMeps  and  with  bumble  tjn, 
An  eveilaating  hymn  within  my  soul. 

Wilton, 


I. 

Bring  me  the  sounding  of  the  torrent-water. 
With   yet   a   nearer   swell — fresh    breeze, 

awa^e!(12) 
And  river,  darkening  ne'er  with  huesof  slaughter 
Thy  wave's  pure  silvery  green, — and  shining 

lake. 
Spread  fiir  before  my  cabin,  with  thy  zone 
Of  ancient  woods,  ye  chainless  things  and  lone! 
Send  voices  through  the  forest  aides,  and  make 
Glad  nftisic  round  me,  that  my  soul  may  dare. 
Cheered  by  such  tones,  to  look  back  on  a  dun- 
geon's air ! 


II. 

Oh,  Indian  hunter  of  the  desert's  rac 
That  with  the  spear  at  times,  or  ben 
Dost  cross  my  footsteps  in  the  fieiy  < 
Of  the  swift  elk  or  blue  hill's  flying  r 
Thou  that  beside  the  red  night-fire  th 
Beneath  the  cedars  and  the  star-ligh 
Thou  knowest  not,  wanderer — nei 

thou  know  I— 
Of  the  dark  hokls  wherewith  mu 

earth. 
To  shut  firom  human  eyes  the  dancii 

mirth. 

III. 

There,  fettered  down  ttom  d%,  to 

while 
How  bright  in  Heaven  the  festal  sun 
Making  earth's  loneliest  places,  with 
Flush  like  the  rose;  and  how  the  s 

flowing 
With  sudden  sparkles  through  tb 

grass. 

And  water-flowers,  all  trembling  as  i 

And  how  the  rich  dark  summer-trees 

With  their  full  foliage ; — ^this  to  knov 

Bound  unto  midnight's  heart,  seems  a 

'twas  mine. 

IV. 

Wherefore  was  thisl — Because  mj 

drawn 
Light  from  the  book  whose  words  ar 

light! 
There,  at  its  well-head,  had  I  found 
And  day,  and  noon  of  freedom: — but 
It  shines  on  that  which  man  to  man  1 
And  called  the  truth — the  very  truth, 

ven! 
And  therefore  seeks  he,  ia  his  brotlu 
To  cast  the  mote;  and  therefore  strii 
With  his  strong  chains  to  earth,  v< 

earth's — the  mind ! 

V. 

It  is  a  weary  and  a  bitter  task 
Back  from  the  lip  the  burning  word  t 
And  to  shut  out  Heaven's  air  with 

mask. 
And  in  the  dark  urn  of  the  soul  to  hi 
Indignant  feelings — making  even  of 
A  buried  treasure,  which  may  but  h 
When  shadows  are  abroad — and  i 

sleep. 
I  might  not  brook  it  long — and  thus  \ 
Into  that  grav»-like  cell,  to  wither  then 


THE  FOREST  SAMCTUABY. 


13 


VI. 

Aad  I  a  child  of  danger,  whaw  delights 

Wen  oo  dark  hills  and  nuui  j-Munding 

I,  thai  amidit  the  CordiUera  heights 

Bad  giTeo  CafltiUan  banners  to  the  breeie, 

And  the  full  circle  of  the  rainbow  seen 

There,  on  the  snows  {(13)  and  in  my  country 

been 
A  monntain  wanderer,  from  the  Pyrenees 
To  the  Morena  crags — how  left  I  not 
1j6^  or  the  soul's  life  quenched,  on  that  sepulchral 

fpot7 

vn. 

Becaose  Tluiu  fidst  not  leave  me,  oh,  my  God! 
Tboo  wert  with  those  that  bore  the  truth  of  old 
Iirio  the  deserts  firom  the  oppressor's  rod, 
And  made  the  caTems  of  the  rock  their  fold, 
And  in  the  hidden  chambeiB  of  the  dead, 
Osr  gui£ng  lamp  with  firo  immortal  fed. 
And  met  wheti  stars  met,  by  their  beaips  to  hold 
The  fiee  heart's  communing  with  thee,— and 

Than 
W«t  in  the  midst,  felt,  owned— the  strengthener 

then  as  now] 

T 

VIII.    * 
Tet  once  I  sank.    Alas!  man's  wavering  m&id! 
Whsicibre  and  whence  the  gusts  that  o'er  it 

Uowl 
How  they  bear  with  them,  floating  unoombined. 
The  duulows  of  the  past,  that  come  and  go, 
•   As  o'er  the  deep  the  old  long-buried  things, 
Which  a  stoim's  working  to  the  surface  brings ! 
h  the  leed  shaken,  and  must  we  be  so, 
With  every  wind!— So,  Father!  must  we  be, 
TB  we  can  Bx.  undimmed  our  stead&st  eyes  on 
Thee. 

IX. 

Once  my  soul  died  within  me.    What  had 

thrown 
That  sickness  o'er  it  7— Even  a  passing  thought 
Of  a  cJear  spring,  whoee  side,  with  flowers  o'er- 

grown. 
Fondly  and  oft  my  boyish  steps  had  sought! 
Pocfaanoe  the  damp  roof's  water-drops,  that  fcU 
Jvt  then,  low  tinkling  through  my  vaulted  cell, 
Itteuely  heard  amidst  the  stillness,  caught 
Sons  ^Aiw  from  memory,  of  the  music,  swelling 
Ever  with  that  fresh  rill,  from  it«  deep  rocky 

dveOinf. 

X. 

Bat  so  my  spirit's  fevered  longings  wrought. 
Wakening,  it  might  be,  to  the  fidnt  and  sound. 
That  from  the  darkness  of  the  walls  they 

bmoj^it 
A  hnvd  scene  lennd  me,  visibly  aroiind.(14) 
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Yes!  kindling,  spieading,  brightening,  hue  by 

hue, 
Like  stars  from  midnight,  through  the  gloom  it 

grew. 
That  haunt  of  youth,  hope,  manhood! — till  the 

bound 
Of  my  shut  cavern  seemed  dissolved,  and  I 
Girt  by  the  solemn  hills  and  bumiug  pon^  of  sky. 

XI. 

I  looked — and  lo !  the  clear  broad  river  flowing, 

Past  the  old  Moorish  ruin  on  the  steep. 

The  bne  tower  dark  against  a  heaven  all  gkyw- 

ing, 
Lake  seas  of  glass  and  Bte  I — I  saw  the  sweep 
Of  glorious  woods  far  down  the  mountain  side, 
And  th^  still  shadows  in  the  gleaming  tide, 
And  the  red  evening  on  its  waves  asleep; 
And  'midst  the  scene— oh  I  mocp  than  all — there 

smiled 
My  child's  fair  fiuse,  and  hen^  the  mother  of  my 

child! 

XIL 
With  their  soft  eyes  of  lov^  and  gladness  raised 
Up  to  the  flushing  sky,  as  when  we  stood 
Last  by  that  river,  and  in  silence  gaxed 
On  the  rich  world  of  sunset : — ^but  a  flood 
Of  sudden  tenderness  my  soul  oppressed. 
And  I  rushed  forward  with  a  yearning  breast, 
To  clasp— alas!  a  vision! — ^Wave  and  wood, 
And  gentle  faces,  lifted  in  the  light 
Of  day's  last  hectic  blush,  all  melted  from  my 
sight. 

XIII. 
Then  darkness!  oh!  th'  unutteraUe  gloom 
That  seemed  as  narrowing  round  me,  nuddUg 
less 
*  And  less  my  dungeon,  when,  with  all  its  bloom. 
That  bright  dream  vanished  from  my  loneliness ! 
It  floated  off;  the  beautiful!— yet  left 
Such  deep  thirst  in  my  soul,  that  thus  bereft, 
I  lay  down,  sick  with  passion's  vain  excess. 
And  prayed  to  die. — How  oft  would  sorrow 
weep 
Her  weariness  to  death,  if  he  might  come  like 
sleep* 

XIV. 
But  I  was  roused— and  how  ?— It  U  no  tale 
Even  'midst  f  Ay  shades,  thou  wilderness,  to  tell ! 
I  would  not  have  my  boy's  young  cheek  made 

pale, 
Nor  haunt  his  sunny  rest  with  what  befell 
In  that  drear  prison-house.- His  eye  must  grow 
More  dark  with  thought,  more  earnest  his  fair 

brow. 
More  high  his  heart  in  youthful  strength  must 
swell. 
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So  iluJIit  fitly  bom  when  all  k  told  :— 
Lst  childhood's  radiant  miat  the  free  child  yet  en- 
IbUI 

XV. 

Itia  enough  that  throogfa  such  heary  hoursi 
Aa  wring  ua  by  our  feUowahip  of  clay, 
I  lived,  and  undegraded.    We  have  powera 
To  anatch  th^  oppreasor's  bitter  joy  away  I 
Shall  the  wild  Indian,  for  his  aavage  fame. 
Laugh  and  expire,  and  ahall  not  Truth's  high 

name 
Bear  up  her  maityia  with  all-conquering  awayl 
It  is  enough  that  Torture  may  be  vain — 
I  had  seen  Alvar  die — the  strife  was  won  from 

Pain. 

XVI. 

And  fiunt  not,  heart  of  man !  though  years  wane 
alowl 

There  have  been  those  that  from  the  deepest 

cavea, 
And  cells  of  night,  and  festnesses,  below 
The  stormy  dashing  of  the  ocean-waves, 
Down,  iarUier  down  than  gold  lies  hid,  have 

nursed  ^ 

A  quenchless  hope,  and  watched  their  time,  and 

burst 
On  the  bright  day,  like  wakeners  from  the 

graves! 
I  was  of  such  at  last!— unchained  I  trod 
This  green  earth,  taking  back  my  freedom  from 

my  God! 


In  fair  sierras,  hiding  their  deep  spri 
And  traversed  Init  fay  stomsi,  or  aooad 


Ay,  and  I  met  the  atorm  there!— I  h 
The  covert's  heart  with  swift   an 

tread: 

A  moan  went  past  me,  and  the  dark  t 
Their  autumn  foliage  rustling  on  my 
A  moan— a  hollow  gust— and  there  1 
Girt  with  majestic  night,  and  andeni 
And  foaming  water.— Thither  might 
The  mountain  Christian  with  his  fai 
When  Afric's  tambour  ahook  the  ringii 
shore! 

XX. 

But  through  the  Mack  ravine  the  st 

swelling — 
Mighty  thou  art  amidst  the  hills,  tho 
In  thy  lone  coutbc  the  kingly  cedars  ] 
Like  plumes  upon  the  path  of  battle  c 
A  rent  oak  thunder'd  down  beside  m^ 
Booming  it  rush'd,  as  booms  a  deep  a 
A  falcon  soar'dj  a  startled  wild-deer 
A  far-off  bell  toll'd  faintly  through  th 
How  my  gUd  spirit  swept  forth  with  i 

once  mdte  I 


xvn. 

That  waa  an  hour  to  aend  ita  ftdeless  trace 
'  Down  lifo'a  fiur  aweeping  tide!— A  dim,  wild 

night, 
Like  sorrow,  hung  upon  the  soft  moon's  face,* 
Yet  how  my  heart  leaped  in  her  blessed  light! 
The  shepherd's  light  -the  sailor's  on  the  sea— 
The  hunter's  homeward  from  the  mountaina 

free, 
"Whete  ita  lone  smile  makes  tremulously  bright 
The  thousand  streamal— I    could   but   gaze 

through  tears— 
y   Oh!  what  a  eight  ia  Heaven,  thua  first  beheld  for 

yeara! 

XVIII. 

The  rolling  ckiuda!— they  have  the  whole  blue 

apaoe 
Above  to  aail  in— all  the  dome  of  aky! 
My  soul  shot  with  them  in  their  breezy  race 
O'er  star  and  gkwm !— but  I  had  yet  to  fly, 
Aa  flies^he  hunted  wolf.    A  secret  spot, 
And  strange,  I  knew— the  sunbeam  Imew  it 

not;— 
Wildest  of  all  the  savage  glens  that  tie 


XXI. 

And  with  the  arrowy  lightnings!- 

flashed. 
Smiting  the  branches  in  their  fitful  pi 
And  brightly  shivering  where  the  torr« 
Up,  even  to  crag  and  eagle's  nest,  thei 
And  there  to  stand  amidst  the  pealing 
The  strong  pines  groaning  with  tempes 
And  all  the  mountain-voicea  on  their  ^ 
Was  it  not  joy  7— 'twas  joy  in  nishui( 
After  those  years  that  wove  but  one  k»| 
night! 

XXII. 
There  came  a  softer  hour,  a  lovelier  n 
And  lit  me  to  my  home  of  youth  agai 
Through  the  dim  chesnut  shade,  wfa 

noon. 
By  the  fount's  flaahing  bunt,  my  head 
In  gentle  aleep :  but  now  I  passed  aa  < 
That  may  not  pause  where  wood-atiea 

peringrun. 
Or  light  sprays  tremble  to  a  bird's  wife 
Because  th'  avenger'a  voice  is  in-the  w 
The  foe's  quick  rustling  step  ckiae  on  tl 

hehhid. 

xxm. 

My  home  of  youth !— oh !  if  indeed  to 
With  the  soul's  kivedoneB  be  amooitrf 
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we  go  forth  in  buoyaiicy  of  heait, 
•ring  all  the  glories  of  onr  spring 
to  hreathe  on, — b  it  less  to  meet, 
hese  are  frded  1 — ^who shall  call  it  sweetl 
though  bve's  mingling  tears  may  haply 

Dg 

I  they  fidl,  too  weO  their  heavy  showers 
how  much  is  lost  of  all  that  once  was 
b! 

XXIV. 

the  sunshine,  with  its  golden  glow, 
green  earth,  nor  yet  the  laughing  sky, 
)  &int  flower-scents,(15)  as  they  come 
dgo 

uft  air,  like  music  wandering  by ; 
not  hy  these,  th'  unfailing,  are  we  Uught 
ime  and  sorrow  on  our  frames  have 
ought, 

the  saddened  eye,  the  darkened  brow, 
[red  aspects,  and  the  long  dim  gaze. 
Us  us  we  are  changed, — how  changed 
Da  other  days  I 


ny  lather — in  my  place  of  birth, 
an  afien.    On  the  very  floor 
oft  had  trembled  to  my  boyish  mirth, 
e  that  reared  me,  knew  my  face  no  more! 
lung  the  antique  armour,  helm  and  crest, 
every  stain  woke  childhood  in  my  breast, 
Iroopedthe  banner,  with  the  marlis  it  bore 
Dim  speare  *,  and  I,  the  worn  in  frame 
t,  what  there  was  1 1 — another  and  the 


i! 


XXVI. 


loonded  in  a  boy,  with  clear  dark  eye- 
should  he  know  his  father  7— when  we 
rted, 

he  soft  doud  which  mantles  infancy, 
il,  just  wakening  into  wonder,  darted 
kxAs  round.  Him  followed  one,  the  brido 
roung  days,  the  wife  how  loved  and  tried ! 
inoe  met  mine — I  could  not  speak — she 
ited 

bewildered  gaze ; — ^until  there  came 
my  burning  eyes,  and  from  my  lips  her 


XXVII. 

ipr  me  then !— I  murmured  "  Leonorr 

et  heart  answered!— ohl  the  voice  is 

town' 

tm  an  else,  and  swiftest  to  restore 

buried  images  with  one  low  tone, 

trikes  like  lightning,  when  the  cheek  is 

led, 


And  the  brow  heavily  with  thought  oMhaded, 
And  all  the  brightness  from  the  aspect  gone  I 
— Upon  my  breost  she  sunk,  when  doubt  was  fled, 
Weeping  as  those  may  weep,  that  meet  in  wo  and 
dread. 


XXVIII. 


^ 


For  there  vre  might  not  rest    AIu  I  to  leave 
Those  native  towen,  and  know  that  they  must 

fall 
By  sbw  decay,  and  none  remain  to  grieve 
When  the  weeds  clustered  on  the  lonely  wall ! 
We  were  the  last — my  boy  and  I~r-the  last 
Of  a  long  line  which  brightly  thence  had  passed ! 
My  father  blessed  me  as  I  left  his  hall — 
— ^With  his  de^  tones  and  sweet,  though  fhll 

of  yean. 
He  blessed  me  there^  and  bathed  my  child's  young 

head  with  tears. 

XXIX. 

I  had  brought  sorrow  on  his  gray  hain  down, 
And  cast  the  darkness  of  my  branded  name 
(For  so  he  deemed  it)  on^he  clear  renown, 
My  own  ancestral  heritage  of  fame. 
And  yet  he  blessed  me ! — Father !  if  the  dust 
Lie  on  those  lips  benign,  my  spirit's  trust 
Is  to  behold  thee  yet,  where  grief  and  shame 
Dim  the  bright  day  no  more ;  and  thou  wilt  know 
That  not  through  guilt  thy  son  thus  bowed  thine 
age  with  wo ! 

XXX. 

And  thou,  my  Leonor!  that  unrepining. 
If  sad  in  soul,  didst  quit  all  else  for  me^ 
When  staT»---the  stars  that  earliest  rise-Hure 

shining. 
How  their  soft  gUnce  unseals  each  thought  of 

thee! 
For  on  our  flight  they  smiled ; — their  dewy  rays, 
Through  the  last  oUvcs,  lit  thy  tearful  gsoe 
Back  to  the  home  we  never  more  might  see ; 
So  passed  we  on,  like  earth's  first  exiles,  turning 
Fond  looks  where  bung  the  sword  above  their  Eden 

burning. 

XXXI. 

It  was  a  wo  to  say—"  Farewell,  my  Spain  I 
The  sunny  and  the  vintage  land,  farewell  f 
— I  could  have  died  upon  the  battle  plain 
For  thee,  my  country !  but  I  might  not  dwell 
In  thy  sweet  vales,  at  peace.— The  voice  of  song 
Breathes,  with  the  myrtle  scent,  thy  hiUs  afong ; 
The  citron's  gk>w  is  caught  from  shade  and  deD ; 
But  what  are  these  1 — upon  Ihy  flowery  sod 
I  might  not  kneel,  and  pour  my  free  thoughti  oat 
to  God! 


s 
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XXXIl. 
O'ertlw  btoB  iakp  I  flail,  the  ehiinlm  decpl 
— Btnige  heart  oT  roan  1  U»t  e'en  "midit  wd 

metli  high, 
When  thiougb  ilie  foam  he  aeei  hii  proud  buk 

Flin^ng  out  jojouii  gleuiu  to  wave  and  ik; 
Yn<  it  iwelk  high,  trhata'er  he  t«*ea  behin 
Eii  ijurit  riiM  with  (he  riaing  wind ; 
Fm ,  wedded  (o  the  fiv  lliiurity, 
On,  <m,  it  bean  turn  ever,  btmI  the«nain 
Sama  riahing,  like  hia  hope,  loaiB  happier  Aon 

XXXIII. 

Not  thna  ia  wnnan.    Cloaet;  her  Mill  heart 
Doth  twine  itaelf  with  e'en  each  lifeleaa  thitig, 
Which,  long  lemnmbered,  Benied  to  bear  iU  part 
In  her  cahn  joyi.    For  ever  wookt  ihe  ding, 
A  bnxidiiig  dove,  to  that  aole  epot  of  earth 
Where  abe  hath  lored,  and  given  Iwr  children 

birth, 
And  heard  ititir  Gnt  iweet  ■nice*.    The] 

Arra;  no  path,  renew  nofiowei,  no  kaf; 
BqI  bath  jti  breath  of  home,  ita  *']*ifw  to  iaraweD 
glieC 

XXXIV. 
1  looked  onLeonor,  and  if  there  aeemed 
A  cload  of  moie  than  penaveneae  to  liae. 
In  the  faial  mulea  that  o'er  her  feat  urea  gleamed, 
And  the  aoft  daAneea  of  her  aerioua  ejea, 
Miitj  with  tender  gloom ;  I  called  it  nought 
Bat  the  timd  eiile'a  pang,  a  lingering  thought 
OCber  own  vale,  with  all  iti  melodica 
And  living  Ught  of  itrBima.    Her  »ml  would 

Bawklh  Jour  ahade^  I  lald,  bowers  of  llie  gol- 


XXXV. 

Oht  amid  wehTeinviuonal  <ould  we  hold 
Delonon  faster,  longer,  to  oar  breaat. 
When  it  shuta  &om  ua,  with  it*  manlle'a  fold. 
That  which  we  aee  not,  and  are  therefore  bleat  I 
But  the;,  our  loved  and  loving,  tbej  lo  whom 
We  have  apiead  out  our  aoula  in  joj  and  gloom, 
neir  looka  and  accenta,  unto  oun  addreaaed. 
Have  been  a  language  of  fanuliai  lone 
Too  kng  to  breathe,  at  laat,  daik  MTings  and  mh 

XXXVL 
I  tdU  m;  heart  "twu  but  the  eiile'a  wo. 
Which  pRaael  on  thai  aweet  boaom;— 1  de- 


Spoke  of  KMne  deeper  eame^   Howd 
Like  thoaa  that  dream,  and  hunt  the 

'Midet  Ihe  aoft  &]la  of  airj  voicea  gii 
And  troubled  while  bright  phantomar 
play, 
Bj  a  dim  aenae  that  all  will  float  bimI  ft 

XXXVIL 
Yet,  aa  if  '•*'«°"g  joy,  I  wooed  the  1> 

To  apeed  me  onward  with  the  wiogi 
— Qb !  £u  unidit  the  aoUtarjp  aeaa. 
Which  were  not  made  for  man,  what 


n  with  h 


Annreting  their  U 

dirlMbear, 

My  l«l.and  loveQcat!  while  that  aec 

Grew  terror,  and  thy  gentle  ajuiit,  wi 

By  ita  dull  brooding  weight,  gave  wa; 

Behdding  me  aa  one  frcm  bopefbt  evw 

XXXVIII. 

For  nnlo  thee,  aa  through  aU  cbangis 
Mine  inward  being  lay.  In  other  ey 
I  had  to  bow  me  yet,  and  make  a  ahii 
To  fence  my  burning  boaom,  ofdi^ 
By  the  atill  hope  luitained,  ere  kng  t 
Same  ■anetuary,  whoae  green  retteah 
Mj  thon^ti  unfettered  to  their  aoa 


Likeaongi  and 
look 
Through  bU  my  and,  and 


ofm 


FaDen,  &Den,  I  aeemed— yet,  ohi  m 

Though  from  thy  love  waa  plncked 

And  harshly,  by  a  gloomy  faith  ivpn 
And  Kanid  vrith  ahunel — tboogfa  ca 

flower  had  died. 
There  was  the  root, — itrong,  Bvinf ,  i 
That  all  it  yielded  now  waa  Uttemei 
Yet  itiD  lueh  love  ai  qnita  bM  miaery 
Nor  dmpa  from  gmlt  its  ivy-like  ambi 
for  tumi  away  from  death'*  ita  pale  hi 

XL. 
Yeal  thou  hart  followed  me  throogl 
Thoa  wouldrt  have  Ulowed  had  m 
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Thoo,  'midgt  the  hiuhof  thousands  wouldst  hare 

been 
With  thy  dasped  hands  beride  me  kneeling  se^n, 
And  meekly  bowing  to  the  shame  thy  head — 
—The  shame!— oh!  making  beautiful  to  view 
Tbi  might  of  human  love— fair  thing!  so  bravely 
true! 

XLL 

Tben  was  thine  agony — to  love  so  wdl 
Where  fisar  made  bve  li&'s  chastener. — Here- 

tofcre 
Whatever  of  earth's  disquiet  round  thee  fell, 
Thy  soul,  o'erpassing  its  dim  bounds,  ooukl  soar 
Away  to  sunshine,  and  thy  clear  eye  speak 
Mart  of  the  skies  when  grief  most  touched  thy 

cheek. 
Now,  thai  far  brightness  faded  I  nflller  more 
Couldst  thou  lift  heavenwards^  for  its  hope  thy 

heart, 
Sioei  It  Heaven^s  gate  it  seemed  that  thou  and  I 

most  part 

XUI. 

AIm!  and  Hie  hath  moments  when  a  glance 
(If  thought  to  sudden  watchfulness  be  stirred,) 
A  Aiiib — a  &ding  of  the  cheek  perchance, 
A  wad — leas,  less — the  cadence  of  a  word, . 
Uts  in  our  gaxe  the  mind's  dim  veil  beneath, 
Thenee  to  biing  haply  knowledge  firaught  with 

death! 
^ven  thus,  what  never  from  thy  Up  was  heard 
Bfske  on  my  soul. — I  knew  that  in  thy  sight 
I  Used— howe'er  bebved— a  recreant  from  the 

light! 

XLin. 

Thy  sad  sweet  hymn,  at  eve,  the  seas  ak>ng, — 
~Ofa!  the  deep  soul  it  breathed! — the  love,  the 

wo^ 
The  fervor,  poured  in  that  full  gush  of  song, 
hi  it  went  floating  through  the  fiery  glow 
Of  the  rich  sunset ! — bringing  thoughts  of  Spain, 
With  aD  her  vesper-voices,  o'er  the  main. 
Which  seemed  responsive  in  its  murmuring  flow. 
^**ilse  gandisnmar — how  oft  that  lay 
HsHi  melted  from  my  heart  the  martyr-strength 

away! 


Ave,sanctissima! 
*TBi  nightr&ll  on  the 

Ora  pro  nobis ! 
Our  souls  rise  to  thee ! 


Watch  OS,  whila  shadows  Be 
Cer  the  din  water  spread ; 

Ehut  the  health  a  lonely  sigh, 
—  TIUii«,loo,httthbled| 


Thou  that  hast  kx>ked  on  death, 
Aid  us  when  death  is  near ! 

Whisper  of  Heaven  to  faith } 
Sweet  mother,  hear! 

Ora  pro  nobis ! 
The  wave  must  rock  our  sleep, 

Ora,  mater,  ora! 
The  star  of  the  deep ! 

XLIV. 

"  Ora  pro  nofru,  fimlerr*— What  a  spell 
Was  in  those  notes,  with  day's  last  gk>ry  dying 
On  the  flushed  waters  I— seemed  they  not  to 

swell 
From  the  far  dust,  wherein  my  rires  were  lying 
With  crucifix  and  sword  1— Oh !  yet  how  clear 
Comes  their  reproachful  sweetness  to  mine  ear! 
"  Orar — with  all  the  purple  waves  replying, 
All  my  youth's  Tisions  rising  in  the  strain — 
—And  I  had  thought  it  much  to  bear  the  rack  and 

chain! 

XLV. 

Torture! — the  sorrow  of  affection's  eye, 
Fixing  its  meekness  on  the  spirit's  core, 
Deeper,  and  teaching  more  of  agony. 
May  pierce  than  many  swords ! — and  this  I  bore 
With  a  mute  pang.    Since  I  had  vainly  striven 
From  its  free  springs  to  pour  the  truth  of  Heaven 
Into  thy  trembling  soul,  my  Leonor ! 
Silence  rose  up  where  hearts  no  hope  could  share : 
— ^Alas!  for  those  that  love,  and  may  not  blend  in 
prayer! 

XLVI. 

We  could  not  pray  together  'midst  the  deep. 
Which,  fike  a  floor  of  sapphire,  round  us  hy, 
Through  days  of  splendour,  nights  too  bright 

for  sleep. 
Soft,  solemn,  holy!— We  were  on  our  way 
Unto  the  mighty  Cordillera-Iand, 
With  men  whom  tales  of  that  world's  golden 

strand 
Had  lured  to  leave  their  vines. — Oh!  who  shaU 

What  thoughts  rose  in  us,  when  the  tropic  sky 
Touched  all  its  molten  seas  with  sunset's  aldiemy  1 

XLVII. 

Thoughts  no   more  mingled  I— Then  came 

night— 4h' intense 
Dark  blo^— the  buminf  stars!— I  miw  ikee 


Once  inote,  in  thy  serene  magnificence, 

0  Southern  Cross  1(16)  as  when  thy  radiant  sign 
First  drew  my  gaaeof  youth.— No,  not  as  tben; 

1  l|ad  been  stricken  by  the  darts  of  men 
Sinee  thoae  fieshdayti  and  now  thy  light  dtvioi 
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XLVIII. 
Bnt  thoo,  the  cleu,  (h«  gloriiHul  than  irert 

pouring 
BiiUiuice  uid  joy  upon  the  cryrtal  wsve, 
While  the  that  attt  thy  ra;  with  ey«  adoring, 
Btood  in  the  lengthening  sbaJow  of  the  grave! 
— Alail  I  watched  lier  dull  religioue  glance, 
A*  it  (till  aoughl  thee  through  the  Heaven'i  ei- 

Bright  CroHl— and  knew  not  that  I  watched 

But  paiaing  luatm — ihrouded  toon  to  be- 
A  mA  light  fbiuid  no  more — no  more  on  euth  or 


I  knew  Dot  ail— yet  wnKtbing  of  utueit 
Sat  on  Diy  heart.  Walte,  ocean-wind  1  1 
Waft  u*  to  IuhI,  in  letfy  frnhnen  dreal, 
When  through  rich  doudi  of  foliage  o'ei  her 

bead, 
Sweet  da;  may  f(ea1,  and  rill*  unieen  go  hy, 
Ijke  nnging  Knees,  and  the  green  earth  lie 
Starry  with  flowen,  beneath  her  graceful  tread  1 
— But  the  calm  bound  ua  ^midat  the  glaaay  : 
Ne'er  wai  het  atep  to  bead  earth'*  living  fl 


Tea!  M  if  Heann  upon  tlie  wa*ee  wen  I 

inft 
Teiing  my  aiul  with  quiet,  there  they  lay. 
Ail  moreleoi  through  thdr  blue  tranipar«nee 

keeping 
Tile  ihadowi  of  our  aaile,  firom  day  to  day ; 
While  abe — oh  t  etroDgeet  ia  the  attong  beait'i 


And  yet  1  Gve !  I  feel  the  nmahine'a  ^ow 
And  I  am  he  that  looked,  and  nw  decay 
Steal  o'er  the  Ur  of  earth,  Ih' adored  too  mneni 
— It  it  a  fcuful  thiiv  to  km  what  death  jmj 

LI. 
A  fearliil  tUng  that  lore  and  death  may  dwell 
In  the  aame  woridi— She  &ded  on— and  I— 
Blind  to  the  lut,  there  needed  deUh  lo  tell 
Uy  t>M4i«  uol  thai  aha  eould  bd«  to  die  I 
Ym,  eie  ibe  parted,  I  had  ""'*»'j  ■  change, 
—Bat  it  bteattvd  hope— twaa  beuliAil,  though 

Samelhing  of  gUdnoB  in  the  naloily 
Of  her  low  voice,  and  in  her  word*  a  fli^ 
Of  airy  tfacught— alaal  too  pniloody  bright! 


LII. 


And  a  cteai  iparkte  iii  her  glance,  j 
And  quick,  and  eager,  like  the  flathi 
Of  some  all  wondering  and  awakem 
That  Gnt  (he  gtoriea  of  the  earth  am 
— Howconid  it  thue  deceive  me  1—al 
Around  her,  like  the  dewy  miita  of  I 
A  pensive  lendemeaa  through  hat^ 
And  a  wft  world  of  dreams  hadaeei; 
her  dark,  and  dec[^  and  agnrttu 


SHU 

LII  I. 
And  I  could  hope  in  that  atnuige  fire 
She  died,  with  all  ita  lustre  on  her  n 
— The  day  waa  melting  fiom  the  wi 
And  through  iia  long  blight  honn  h 

It  aeenKd,  with  reitleai  and  onwonlei 
To  Spain'a  bloe  akiea  and  dark  aeir 
For  lur  Ibnd  wmda  were  all  of  vinta 
And  flowering  aydle,  and  ewe 
breath— 
— OhI  with  what  vivid  hois  liia  con 


LIT 
And  from  her  lip*  the  mountain-aol^ 
In  wild  faint  inalclm,  fitfiilly  had  a; 
SongB  of  the  orange  bower,  the  Moo 
The  "RIa  wtde, '(IT)  on  her  kmI  tl 
And  thence  flowed  lbrth.—But  now  t 

low, 

And  watdung  by  my  mte  ita  lait  tm 

That  ever  itiU*  the  heart,  one*  ntan 

Uer  own  aoft  "  Ora,  ntalerr — and  t 

Waa  even  like  ktve'e  laiewell— an  aMB 


The  boy  had  dro[qied  to  (InmlMT  at  ^ 
-"And  I  have  lulled  him  to  hi*  a> 
"Once  morel"  *be*aU;— I  niaad  b 

Yet  lad,  to  aee  the  perfect  calm  wbk 
Hi*  took  that  hour ; — Cot  now  htt 

And  on  the  Sowery  erimaon  of  his  el 
With  her  while  bp*  a  long,  long 

Yet  light,  to  wake  bim  not. — Than 


LVI. 
I  called— to  call  what  aiMwtn  not  on 
By  that  w«  land  to  atand  niMen,  at 
With  th*  knd  paaam  of  our  teara  •) 
To  aae  bot  agae  cold  (baUri^  m^ 
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he  quenched  efe*»  fixednen  to  gaie, 

7  learching  for  the  parted  rajrs; 

rhatwfdts  us  I — Dead!— with  that  chill 

I 

Nir  hoeom-names! — ^For  this  we  pour 

ipon  the  duet — nor  tremhle  to  adorel 

LVIL      • 

Toe  parting^  came!— I  looked  my  last 
id  beauty  of  that  Numbering  face ; 
Id  I  think  the  lovely  spirit  passed, 
beie  had  left  so  tenderly  its  trace) 
a  awfulness  was  on  the  brow — 
like  sleep  to  look  upon  art  Thou, 
sathi — she  lay,  a  thing  for  earth's  em- 

with  spring-wreaths. — ^For  earth's? — 
■rave 

I  the  bier  no  flowers — ^makes  moan 
e  her  grave! 

LVIIL 

lid-eeas  a  knell! — for  man  was  there, 
and  love — the  mourner  with  his  dead ! 
iw-roUing  knell — a  voice  of  prayer — 
wy  waters,  like  a  desert  spread, 
pale-shining  Southern  Cross  on  high, 
itars  fading  from  a  solemn  sky, 
nighty  clouds  before  the  dawn  grew 

!se  things  round  mel — Such  o'er  me- 

r  sweep 

m  aught  brings  back  that  burial  of  the 

• 

LIX. 

i  hroad  lonely  sunrise !— and  the  plash 
wunding  waves  1(18)  arouiid  her  head 
rted,  with  a  glancing  moment's  flash. 
It — and  all  was  stilL  And  now  thy  bed 
r  secrets,  gentlest  Leonorl 
set  of  young  brides  !-^and  nevermore, 
thou  wert,  may  human  tear  be  shed 
y  rest ! — ^No  mark  the  proud  seas  keep, 
here  he  that  wept  may  pauie  again  to 


>. 


LX. 


ipths  took  thee! — Oh!  tha  sullen  sense 

tion  in  that  hour  compressed! 

ig  down,  a  speck  amidst  th'  immense 

fny  vralers,  leaving  on  their  breast 

9  a  weed  might  leave  there ! — Dust ! — 

hifig 

>  the  heart  was  as  a  fiving  spring 

ith  leariuIneM  of  love  possesied, 

iku^!— Love,  joy,  fear,  all  crudied  to 

ide  Hflttven  so  fei^-so  fethflmlf  th' 
a! 


LXI. 

Where  the  line  sounds  not,  where  the  wrecks 

lie  low, 
What  shall  wake  thence  the  dead  1— Blest, 

blest  are  they 
That  earth  to  earth  entrust^  for  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwelling  whence  the  slumberer's 

clay 
ShaU  rise  at  last,  and  bid  the  yooQg  floweis 

bloom, 
That  waft  a^bretth  of  hope  around  the  tomb, 
And  kneel  upon  the  dewy  turf  to  pray! 
But  thou,  what  cave  hath  dimly  chambered 

thee? 
Yain  dreams! — oh!  art  thou  not  where  there  b 

no  more  sea  1(^9) 

Lxn. 

The  wind  rose  £ree  and  singing :— when  for 

ever, 
O'er  that  sole  spot  of  all  the  watery  plain, 
I  could  have  bent  my  sight  with  fond  endeavour 
Down,  where  its  treaisure  was,  its  glance  to 

strain; 
Then  rose  the  reckless  wind! — Before  our  prow 
The  white  foam  flashed — ay,  joyously — and  thoa 
Wert  left  with  all  the  solitary  main 
Around  thee-Hind  thy  beauty  in  my  heart. 
And  thy  meek  sorrowing  love— oh!  where  could 

that  depart  1 

LXIIL 

I  will  not  speak  of  wo;  I  may  not  tell — 
Friend  tells  not  such  to  friend — the  thonghti 

which  rent 
My  fainting  spirit,  when  its  wild  farewell 
Across  the  billows  to  (by  grave  was  sent, 
Thou,  there  most  fenely!— He  that  sits  above, 
In  his  calm  glory,  will  forgive  the  love 
His  creatures  bear  each  other,  even  if  blent 
With  a  vain  worship;  for  its  ckiae  ■  dim 
Ever  with  grief,  which  leads  the  wmng  eonl  haiek 
toHimI 

LXIV. 

And  with  a  milder  pang  if  now  I  bear 

To  think  of  thee  in  thy  fomdcen  rest, 

If  fiom  my  heart  be  lifted  the  despair, 

The   sharp  lemotse  with  healing  inflnenct 

pressed, 
If  the  soft  eyes  that  visit  me  in  sieep 
Look  not  reproach,  though  still  they  seem  to 

weep; 
It  is  that  He  mysaciifioe  hath  blessed, 
And  filled  my  bosom  through  its  inmost  cell, 
Wi||i  a  deep  chastening  sense  that  all  at  last  is 

well       • 


M 
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LXV. 

Tm!  tbiKi  lit  mnr— Ohi  whcnlbce  doth  Iha 

thought 
Of  Iba  mra  ■^'-''■■g  o'n  Ihy  long  bright  bib, 

Tlw  ni-weed  into  ki  du^  tr WToaght, 

Tha  MDd  thy  ptDow— thn  th>t  nnt  so  Urf 
Come  0^  nw  Milll— Eutb,  eutbl—U  k  lb 

bold 
Butb  am  k«(>  on  thit  of  cwthT  moaldl 
But  Mm  ut  bre&tMng  now  in  pater  lir, 
I  well  bdievg,  and  freed  ItodhII  «(  emr, 

«Iife 

LXVI. 
Aitd  if  tbe  late  which  here  wu  peaing  light 
Went  with  what  died  not— Oh!  thet  iMt  we 

Bat  thia ! — thet  through  the  nleiwa  of  the  night, 
Seme  *aice,  of  all  the  IhI  onea  uid  the  true, 
Would  ipeslc,  and  uj,  if  in  their  fu  lepoee, 
We  ere  jet  enght  of  whit  we  were  to  Iboee 
We  cell  iheJeed! — their  puHionele  edien, 
W*i  it  but  breath,  to  perieht—Hotier  tnrat 
Bemine! — thj  love  (t  there,  but  poiiSed  from  doet  I 

l;xvii. 

A  thing  all  heKTenlj  !^«]eared  bom  that  which 

Ae  &  dim  cloud  between  ne,  heart  and  mind  I 
Looaed  from  the  fear,  the  giief,  whoae  tendrile 

A  chain,  n  daifcl;  with  it*  growth  entwined. 
Thie  ii  mf  hope! — though  when  the  ouuet 

&de^ 
Wtwn  fimata  rock  the  midnight  KI  thrir  ehadea, 
Wbea  tooea  of  wail  ere  in  the  riaing  wind, 
AcKia  mj  qniit  aooie  Unt  doabl  ma;  ligh ; 
F«f  tlw  atfoag  hone  wtfl  eway  thia  &ail  nxntahtjp  I 

Lxvni. 

We  bww  been  wa*denni  linee  Uuae  daja  of 

wo, 
Tfaj  bo;  and  I !— A*  wild  bn^  teid  their 


Thi»M|[li  Pamvian  aotitndea  among 

And  o'er  Ifae  Andea-tcnenta  home  hii  tbnn, 

Whne  our  fHil  biidieliath  qoivered'miditthe 

etsnnXaO) 
■ — But  then  tbe  war-notea  of  m?  eonntiT  rang, 
And,  amlUen  deep  of  Heaven  and  man,  I  Bed 
To  hide  in  ihada  uopieioed  a  marked  and  weaiy 
bead. 

LXIX. 

Bst  he  wmt  on  in  gladneaa    Ihet  &b  doldt 

g  Save  when  at  limea  hk  br^U  ey*  McmMl  to 


And  hii  jtrangUpe,  which  dten  no  k 
Aeked  of  hia  mother!— tint  was  ba 
OfMemorj,  Ba*iag  tail;  and  then 
Through  the  wide  Llanoa(31)  cbeei 

way, 
And  by  the  mighty  Otodooo  attean 
On  whoee  lone  margin  we  hire  bet 
Fion  the  myiteriona  rocka,  the  m 
beim<H} 

LXX, 
So  like  a  apirit'a  Tcfae  I  a  harping  t 
Lorely,  yet  ominoni  In  mortal  ear. 
Such  ai  might  reach  ni  &<nn  a  wori 
TronUinK  mui'a  heart  with  thrilh 

fear- 
Twa*  aweet!— yM  thoee  deep-eootl 

oppreaeed 
My  aoul  with  atillneai,  like  the  ealo 
On  melanchoty  wavea  :(S3)  1  ■gbed 
Once  more  earth'a  breezy  aoniidf, 


And  turned  t( 

laud. 

■eek  Ott  Wilde  of  the  i 

LXXI. 

And  we  have  won  a  bower  of  refuc 
In  thbi  f™h  waale,  the  bi^th  of  wl 
Hath  cooled,  like  dew,  tbe  bvei  of  i 
And  whoM  gieeu  oeke  and  c«Ian 

^  temple-watla  and  pUIan,  that  ex 
Earth'*  haunted  dreame  from  their  fi 

LXXII. 
I  eee  a  itar — eve's  fiiat-bornl— in  wl 
Pait  aeanea,  wotda,  Icoke,  come  bad 

lowy  Bpire 
OflheloDecypreai,  aiof  wood-^ 
Beau  daiic  and  itiU  amidat  a  heavet 
Tbe  pine  givei  forth  ita  odouia,  ancl  i 
Qlaam*  like  (me  ruby,  and  the  eoll  « 
Till  every  itring  of  nature'a  aolemn  1 
I*  tonebed  to  anawar:  ita  moat  aeciel 
Dn<ni  bom  each  tree,  tx  each  hath  i 


LXXIIL 
And  baik  I  another  muimnr  oa  tbe  ■ 
Not  of  tbe  hidden  tilla,  or  qnivetlng 
— T^  ia  the  cataiaetk,  NUch  Um  h 
raK^  the  lea^r  twilight  of  tlw  gladi 
With  hoDow  >arge-lika  aonnda,  aa&i 
OftheUoa  modmfiil  aeaa,  thai  keep 
Bat  lAey  are  to  t-tba  lew  MU  bna 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUARY 


81 


Dim  towtMehei,  bttluiig  with  red  gold 
TkirilMMttiUeachiiinftdt  a  marvel  to  behold, 

LXXIV. 

Qatftomy  jet  fall  of  gloom  t-^In  iiich  an  hoar, 

Thi  fe^MT-melody  of  dying  bella 

Waadnt  through  Spain,  firaoi  eadi  gray  oon- 

vnt's  tower 
Ccrduning  liven  pomed,  and  olite4eUi, 
Bfflvwy  peeient  heard,  and  muleteer, 
And  hamlet,  found  my  home : — and  I  am  here, 
Lim^  again  through  all  my  life's  &rewelli, 
la  thoM  Taflt  woodi,  where  farewell  ne'er  was 

•poken, 
Aad  nfe  I  lift  to  Heaven  a  aad  heart— yet  un- 

bvokenl 

LXXV. 

h nefa  an  hour  are  told  the  hermit'i  beada; 
With  the  white  aail  the  seaman's  hymns  floats 

Pnoe  be  with  all !  whate'er  their  varying  creeds, 
With  all  that  aend  np  holy  thoughts  on  high  I 
Cobb  to  me,  boy! — by  Ghoadalquivir's  vines, 
Bj  eieiy  stream  of  Spain,  as  day  declines, 
Min'f  pmyers  are  mingled  in  the  rosy  sky. 
"•We,  too,  will  pray  J  nor  yet  unheard,  my 

chikl! 
Of  Him  whose  voi<:e  we  hear  at  eve  amidst  the 

wiU. 

LXXVI. 

Atsvel— oh!— through  all  hours!— From  dark 

dreams  oft 
Awikemng,  I  look  forth,  and  learn  the  might 
Of  alitnde,  while  Uuni  art  hreathing  soft, 
Aad  bw,  my  bved  one!  on  the  breast  of  night: 
I  look  foith  on  the  stars— the  shadowy,  sleep 
Of  fiiiests — and  the  lake,  whose  gloomy  deep 
Bends  up  red  sparkles  to  the  fire>flies'  light. 
A  knely  world!— even  fearful  to  man's  thought, 
fiol for  His  presence  felt,  whom heremy  soul  hath 

sought 


NOTES. 

Kote  1,  page  1,  col.  2. 
And  liChinK  thnw^  the  fissihery  canei^  Ac 

The  canes  in  some  parts  of  the  Amencan  forests 
ta  a  thick  nndeigrowth  for  many  hundred  miles. 
HBie  Bodgmm'9  LtUen  frmn  Ifarik  Amertea, 

Note  3,  page  1,  eoL  9l 
All  fcr  fbdr  bbtli-plaee  moaiv  as  moans  the  oeeaiMhelL 
Bach  a  sheQ  as  Wordsworth  hM  beantifttlly  d«> 


1  have  I 

A  cnrioiMi  child,  who  dwelt  upon  a  tract 
Of  inland  ground,  applying  to  hie  ear 
The  convolutionB  of  a  nnooth-lipped  ahell ; 
To  which,  in  silence  hinhed,  hia  Terjeoul 
LlMNMd  intently,  and  hli  ooontenanee  sooQ 
BrighiaiMd  with^  joy ;  fcr  mucmurinfi  fipom  wkhia 
Wen  heaid— sonorous  cadenceil  whenliy, 
To  his  belief,  the  moniuxr  ezprened 
MyiteriouB  union  with  its  native  sea. 
— ^Even  such  a  shell  the  univene  itwlf 
b  to  the  ear  of  FUth.— 7^  £rc«r«»on. 

Note  2,  page  2,  col.  3. 
I  see  an  oak  before  roe,  Ac 

"  I  recollect  hearing  a  traveller,  of  poetical  tem- 
perament expressing  the  kind  of  horror  which  he 
felt  on  beholding  on  the  banks  of  the  Missouri,  an 
oak  of  prodigious  size,  which  had  been  in  a  man- 
ner overpowered  by  an  enormous  wild  grape-vine. 
The  vine  had  clasped  its  huge  folds  round  the 
trunk,  and  firom  thence  had  wound  about  every 
branch  and  twig,  until  the  mighty  tree  had  with- 
ered in  its  embrace.  It  seemed  like  Laocoon  strug- 
gling ineftectually  in  the  hideous  coils  of  the  mon- 
ster Python."— .ffrocefrrid^^  Hail.  Chapter  an 
ForeBt  Treet, 

Note  4,  page  4,  col.  1. 

Thou  hast  perished 
More  nobl J  far  m j  Aivar  I— malting  known 
The  might  of  truth. 

For  a  most  interesting  account  of  the  Spaniah 
Protestants,  and  the  heroic  devotion  with  which 
they  met  the  spirit  of  persecution  in  the  sixteenth 
centmy,  see  the  QumrUrly  Review^  No.  57,  art. 
Qutn's  Viait  to  Spain. 

Note  5,  page  5,  col.  1. 

I  look'd  on  two^ 
FoDowing  his  footstqis  to  the  same  dread  place. 
For  the  same  guilt— his  sistera  !— 

"A  priest,  named  Gk>nza]ez,  had  among  other 
proselytes,  gained  over  two  young  females,  his  sis- 
ters, to  the  protestant  faith.  All  three  Were  con- 
fined in  the  dungeons  of  the  Inquisition.  The 
torture,  repeatedly  applied,  could  not  draw  from 
them  the  least  evidence  against  their  religious  as- 
sociates. Every  artifice  was  employed  to  obtain  a 
recantation  from  the  two  asters,  since  the  constan- 
cy and  learning  of  Gk>nzalez  precluded  all  hopes 
of  a  theologicaf  victory.  Their  answer,  if  not  ex- 
actly logical,  is  wonderfully  simple  and  afifecting. 
*  We  will  die  in  the  faith  of  our  brother:  he  is  too 
wise  to  be  wrong,  and  too  good  to  deceive  us.' — 
The  three  stakes  on  which  they  died  were  near 
each  other.  The  priest  had  been  gagged  till  the 
moment  of  lighting  up  the  wood.  The  few  mi- 
nutes that  he  was  allowed  to  speak,  he  empbyed 
in  comforting  his  sisters,  with  whom  he  sung  the 
109th  Psahn,  till  the  flames  smothezed  their 
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Note  G,  page  5,  col.  1. 

The  luinei,  mil  oaly  of  the  iuunediaJc  vktinu 
of  the  loquiiUkHi,  wen  devMed  to  infkmj,  but 
Ihoae  of  dl  their  TetMiom  were  bruulHl  with  the 
nme  iniMibh  ilun,  which  was  likewise  lo  descend 
M  an  inheritaDce  to  thof  letest  poslehtj. 
Not«7,  p«se7,ool.  1. 
TwHiw  wUhln  dig  cll^-'nit  in  right 
Of  (1h  nuir-cminHl  •ktcnu. 
The  piles  erected  for  these  executions  were  wilh- 
onl  the  lowra,  and  the  Gnsl  scene  of  an  Aalo  dt 
Fe  wu  somelimet,  from  the  length  of  the  preceding 
oeiBiooDies,  delajed  till  midnight. 

Note  8,  page  10,  col.  1. 
]  wniU  hiTB  eallDd,  sdjuilTiglheds/k  cloudy 

For  one  of  the  most  powerful  and  impresdve 
pictuiei  perhaps  ctct  drawn,  of  a  young  mind 
draggling  agaiiut  habit  and  superelilion  in  its  first 
MfiiratiiMis  after  truth,  see  (he  admir.ible  Leiicri 
fivJH  f^Mitn  bi/  Don  Leucadio  Dablado. 
Note  9,  page  10,  col.  2. 

F«s  Ihkk  7S  (In  im  raiml.  yi  ^on!^l^[H^u>d ; 

"  You  walk  from  end  to  end  over  a  floor  of  tomb- 
stones,  inlaid  in  brass  with  the  fbrmi  of  the  depart. 
«d,  nutres,  and  eroiien,  and  spears,  and  shields, 
■nil  helmets,  all  mingled  logcthei— all  worn  into 
^ass-like  smoothness  by  the  feet  and  the  knees  of 
long-departed  woishippera.  Around,  on  every  sids 
oach  in  their  separate  chapel,  sleep  undisturbed 
from  age  to  age  the  venerable  ashes  of  the  holiest 
or  the  loftiest  thai  of  old  came  thither  to  worship 
— tbeii  inutges  and  their  dying  prayers  sculptured 
among  the  resting-places  of  (heir  remains," — From 
a  beautifiJ  description  of  ancient  Spanish  Cattw- 
drak,  in  PtUr't  LtUett  to  hit  KinifaUc 
Note  10,  page  11,  cd.  9. 


"'EllanpeggiarieVhiigi^uaino. — . 
Note  11,  page  12,  eoL  I. 
Hichirriudis 
Wta^ni  ibrii  g«gtaos  useuj  ate  ihj  hea^ 
WUh  lbs  light  mlijiic  UuDiifh  ihBlrJil|h  itwlaii 
As  Ibreofh  afdlknd  cUiur^ 
"  Sometinies  their  discourse  was  held  in  the  deep 
■hades  of  moss  grown  forests,  whose  glcxim  and 
interiMed  boughs  first  suggested  that  Ootbic  ar- 
chileclun,  beneath  whose  pointed  arches,  where 
they  had  studied  sad  prayed,  the  paitl-coloured 
windaws  shed  a  Unged  light  \  scenes,  which  the 
gleams  of  snnsliiite,  penetrating  the  deep  fbUage, 
and  ffiekering  on  the  variegiled  torf  below,  ndght 
bale  TecsUed  to  their  memory." — Ifiister's  Ora- 
Nm  on  the  Landing  tf  the  Pilgrim  FaOitn  in 


JUns  England.— 6m  Btdgmft  Letten  fit» 
North  A-merita,  vol.  ii.  p.  305. 

Note  13,  page  13,  col.  1. 

Bring  ma  the  flmndlng  of  Iha  uanrtil-wsKr, 

WMi  fsta  DHTs  ma-rnA  bncn,  anbl 

TbeTsrying  sounds  of  waterfalls  are  tbiiiiE> 

ded  to  in  an  intenating  work  of  Mrs,  Oiaal's    ' 

On  the  opposite  dde  the  view  was  boundtd  tj  .^ 

sleep  liills,  covered  with  lofty  {Mnes,  from  whitt  a    i 

walerfttt  descended,  which  not  only  gave  annss-    | 

tion  to  the  sylvan  scene,  tnit  was  the  best  taKOs- 

imaginable ;  foietelltng  by  its  varied  and  iohl-    ■ 
ligible  sounds  erery  apptosrching change,  not  oslf 
of  the  weather  hut  of  the  wind." — Jtfemoin^ss 
American  hady,  vol.  i.  p.  143. 

Note  13,  page  13,  ool.  1. 
Aod  ihs  full  drde  of  (he  rainbow  Man 

The  circnlal  ralnbom,  occasion  aOy  seonanMi^ 
the  Andes,  are  described  by  Ulloa. 
Note  14,  page  13,  col.  I. 
But  Bonj  spirtL'alJfrTsred  loo^ln^  wnnfhl, 
WilLBnln«.  li  migtii  In,  u  ihe  (aim  md  buuI, 
ThaifnimLixdtFkaiBarilwwaJlBthcj  bmighL 
A  iD'ed  Kenc  [ounl  me,  TMbl;  arnund. 
Many  striking  iostsnCH  of  the  viiidnea  «ili 
which  the  mind,  when  strongly  exciud,  hat  btu 
kiMwn  to  renovate  past  itnpresaons,  and  embed; 
them  into  visible  imagery,  arehoticed  and  accooit- 
ed  for  in  Dr.  Hibbert's  PhUmophy  nf  Appariti^i. 
The  fbllovring  illustrative  passage  is  quoted  lotls 
same  work,  from  the  writinga  of  the  late  Dr.  Fn- 
riar.    "  1  remember  that,  about  the  age  of  fI■^ 
teen,  it  was  a  source  of  great  amusement  le  i^ 
sslT,  if  I  had  been  viewing  any  interesting  <iifii 

fine  seat,  or  a  review  of  a  body  of  Imops,  as  na 
sj  evening  came  on,  if  I  had  occanou  to  goinlsi 
dark  R»m,  the  whole  scene  was  brooght  bdbn  if 
eyes  with  a  brilliancy  equal  In  ii  lul  jl  lnil[ii«« 
ed  in  daylight,  and  rrmaJned  viuble  toi  seieni  B- 
QUles.  I  bate  no  doubt  that  dismal  and  frigW 
imagn  have  been  thus  presented  to  young  poMi 
after  scenca  of  domestic  affliction  or  public  hono.' 

The  Sdlowing  passage  IViHn  the  "AlcaiHrf 
Seville,"  a  tale,  ot  liiatorical  skMch,  by  the  intte 
of  Doblado's  letters,  aflbrds  a  further  illosInliM 
of  tliis  subject.  "  When,  diKxnding  &st  inlelki 
vale  of  years,  I  strongly  fix  my  mind's  eye  on  tbM 
narrow,  shady,  ailenl  streeta,  whera  1  breallied  ih 
scented  ait  nbieh  came  rustling  through  tbs  M- 
roanding  pavf;  where  the  footstsfH  i»eclMid 
ftom  tbsdsan  watered  rnrrhrs  nf  llmlisw,  ir* 
when  every  otject  spoke  ofquiet  andcontentnMali 

the  objects  amond  me  bsgia 

to  bde  inlD  a  nete  delusion,  and  not  only  tb( 
thoughts,  bat  the  external  sensatiMu,  wUdi  I 
Uxn  expeiience,  nrnve  with  \  rMlity  ttial  %iat* 


\, 
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tiodder — it  has  io  much  the  character 

or  vmon." 

Note  15,  page  15,  col.  1. 

ioc  flower-acen^  as  they  come  and  go 

air,  like  music  wanderli^  by.  ^ 

inn  the  breath  of  flowers  is  Cure  sweet- 
»  (where  it  comes  and  goes  like  the 
music)  than  in  the  hand,  therefore  no- 
ro  fit  for  that  delight  than  to  know 
flowers  and  plants  which  doe  best  per- 
B." — Lord  BaaMU  Essay  on  Garderu. 

Notel6,  pagel7,  col.3. 

1  atw  thee  shine 
oie^  in  thy  aenne  magniiioaoce^ 
mnCrosif 

ssuze  we  felt  on  discovering  the  South- 

"as  warmly  shared  by  such  of  the  ciow 

in  the  colonies.    In  the  solitude  of  the 

1  a  star  as  a  friend  from  whom  we  have 

sparated.    Among  the  Portuguese  and 

ds,  peculiar  motives  seem  to  increase 

;  a  religbus  sentiment  attaches  them 

ition,  the  form  of  which  recals  the  sign 

planted  by  their  ancestors  in  the  deserts 

World. It  has  been 

what  hour  of  the  night,  in  difi*erent 

Cross  of  the  South  is  erect  or  inclined. 

piece  that  advances  very  regularly  near 

s  a  day,  and  no  other  group  of  stars 

he  naked  eye  an  observation  of  time  so 

How  often  have  we  heard  our  guides 

Jie  savannahs  of  Venezuela,  or  in  the 

iding  from  Lima  to  TruxiUo,  *'  Mid- 

t,  the  cross  begins  to  bend!"  How  often 

reminded  us  of  that  affecting  scene 

and  Virginia,  seated  near  the  source 

Lataniers,  conversed  together  for  the 

nd  where  the  old  man,  at  the  sight  of 

n  Croai^  warns  them  that  it  is  time  to 

'De  Humboldt*  Traveli. 

Note  17,  page  18,  col.  1. 

if  the  oranm  bower,  the  Hoocteh  hold, 
^Yerde^ 

de,  rio  verde,'*  the  popular  Spanish  Ro> 
>wn  to  the  Elngtish  reader  in  Percy's 

rule  river,  gentle  ritrer, 

by  sueams  are  stained  with  goce ! 

y  a  brave  and  noUe  captain 

a  along  thy  willowed  shoce,"  &C.  &Ci 

Note  18,  page  19,  col.  1. 
lie  broad  lonely  sunrise  I-^md  the  pfash 


beldt,in  describing  the  boxial  of  a  young 


Asturian  at  sea,  mentions  the  entreaty  of  the  offi- 
ciating priest,  that  the  body,  which  had  been 
brought  upon  deck  during  the  night,  tnight  not  be 
committed  to  the  waves  until  after  sunrise,  in  order 
to  pay  it  the  last  rites  according  to  the  usage  of  the 
Rcoush  church. 

Notel9,  pageI9,  col.2. 
Oh  an  thou  not  where  there  li  no  more  seal 
''And  there  was  no  morB  sea."— /Zev.  chap^  zzi.  v.  1. 

Note  20,  page  90,  col.  1. 

And  o'er  the  Andes-torrents  borne  his  form, 

Where  our  frail  bridge  hath  quivered  'midist  the  ttonn. 

The  bridges  over  many  deep  chasms  amongst 
the  Andes  are  pendulous,  and  formed,  only  of  the 
fibres  of  equinoctial  plants.  Their  tremulous  mo- 
tion has.  afforded  a  striking  image  to  one  of  the 
sti£nzas  in  "GJeitrude  of  Wyoming.'' 

"Anon  some  wilder  portraiture  he  drawa^ 

Of  nature's  atvage  glories  he  would  speak ; 

Tlie  kxielinees  of  earth,  that  ovenwei^ 

Where,  resting  by  the  tomb  of  old  Cacique, 

The  lama-driver,  on  Peruvia's  peak, 

Nor  voice  nor  living  motion  marks  around, 

But  storks  that  to  the  boundless  forest  shriek. 

Or  wild-cane  rich,  high  flung  o'er  gulf  profound, 

Thut  fluciuatea  when  the  storms  of  £1  Dorado  sound. 

Note  31,  page  20,  col.  2. 

And  then  his  play 
Tluough  the  wide  Llanos  cheered  again  oui  way. 

Llanoa^  or  savannas,  the  great  plains  in  South 
America. 

Note  22,  page  20,  col.  1. 

And  by  the  nUghty  Oronoco  stream, 

On  whose  lone  margin  we  have  heard  at  mom 

Fnm  the  mysterious  rocks^  the  sunrise-music  borne. 

De  Humboldt  speaks  of  these  rocks  on  the  shores 
of  the  Oronoco.  Travellers  have  heard  from  time 
to  time  subterraneous  sounds  proceed  from  them  at 
run-rise,  resembting  those  of  an  organ.  He  be- 
lieves in  the  existence  of  this  mjrsterious  music, 
although  not  fortunate  enough  to  have  heard  it 
himself,  and  thinks  that  it  may  be  produced  by 
currents  of  air  issuing  through  the  crevices. 

Note  23,  page  20,  col.  2. 

Tet  these  deep  southern  shades  oppressed 
MyaoiilwlthaiiUnea& 

The  same  distinguished  traveller  frequently  al- 
ludes to  the  extreme  stillness  of  the  air  in  the  equar 
torial  regbns  of  the  new  continent,  and  particularly 
on  the  thickly  wooded  shores  of  the  Oronoco.  "  In 
this  neighbourhood,"  he  sajrs,  '*no  breath  of  wind 
ever  agitates  the  foliage." 


■'» 
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ajifis  ot  jsutifi  iUinins. 


The  fiiOowiiig  jnecd  nu-j  m  fir  be  conmlered 


tin  of  HHne  niliond  lecoUeciion,  populu  au- 
lan,  or  trHlilion.  The  idea  wm  lUggHted  by 
Berder'i  "  Stunnwn  der  VSlker  in  IJ«f 
the  eiecutian  ia  honevei  different,  u  tba  ) 
in  fail  i»llecUDn  ue  cbiefl;  [nnilBtioai. 
Moet  of  thoH  forming  (he  present  one  have  ftp- 
peared,  u  well  a*  the  miBCcUaneoui  [Mece*  U- 
Uebed  to  Ibem,  in  the  Net*  ManthI;  Miguine. 


MOORISH  BRIDAL  SONG, 
nut  la  mmg  ora  bet  nnuini  btUm  Tlaj  an  ' 


Tbb  dtim  grovea  their  fruit  and  flowen  wen 

■tre*ring 
Amind  a  Mooridi  palice,  while  the  aigh 
Of  law  rweel  ■mnmei-winuU,  the  bianchei 

With  muse  throogh  their  ahailowy  boweri  went 

Music  and  lotcea,  from  the  maibla  halls, 
ThioDgh  (be  leaTei  gleaming,  and  Ihe  fonntain- 


And  told  of  feaita  within  the  ■titel;  dwelling. 
Blight  lampa,  and  dutdng  elepa,   and  gem- 
crowned  maida; 
And  thui  it  flowed ; — ;et  lomething  in  the  lay 
BclMiged  to  aadDesa,  as  it  died  awaj. 

"  The  bride  eoDM*  fbith  1  her  tean  no  more  are 

Toleawthe  elumberof  her  infant  jfian; 

Slw  axDOi  like  day^^ning — die  hath  done  with 

taaii; 
Now  muit  her  dark  cje  lUb*  on  otbn  (lowcn. 
Her  ioft  Biule  ^a^den  other  headi  Uuu)  doral 

— Four  the  rich  odoors  roundt 

"WshaMel  thechoam  andthak>*eljbrin|^ng; 
Lore  iiill  |Mi  with  her  fiom  Imk  piM*  of  biitb  i 


Deep  iilent  Joy  within  her  aonl  ii 
Though  in  her  gUnee  the  Ugb 

Her  beautj  leavea  ^  in  its  nay  j 

Her  naten  weep — but  ihe  hath  don 

— Now  ma;  (be  ti 

EnoweM  (hot)  for  vhom  they  aa 


— One,  wboae  rich  traaea  wan 

One,  wloae  pale  cheek  lod  wini 

alambeia. 
Nor  Lore'*  own  ogb,  to  roae-tinU  i 
Her  gracefiil  lingleta  o'er  a  bier  w 
-Weep  fbr  the  young,  the  beantifu 
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blnkBIJbcnf.    Thiini 
cfVUgink'ifuiwiiL 


Go  forth,  for  ahe  ia  gone ! 
With  Ihe  goUen  light  of  b«r  wa*y 
She  ii  gone  to  the  lirlda  of  the  Tic- 
She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lof 

Bar  TOice  hath  paned  away  I 
It  bath  paieed  away  like  a  Himmc 
When  it  leaf  aa  the  hilla  for  the  la 

When  we  may  not  tnce  it*  i 

Go  finth,  and  Uke  her  be  free! 
With  thy  radiant  wing,  and  thy  g 
ThoQ  haat  all  the  range  of  the  aun 

And  what  ia  our  grief  to  thee' 

Ii  it  aught  aien  ti>  bear  we  m 
Doth  dielcxikon  the  teara  by  her  I 
Doth  aba  real  with  the  floweia  tf< 
head, 

Or  ScMl  on  Ae  light  wind  bar 


And  tb«  Mudle  of  hei  eye  fmn  tlie  fa 
Slw  h«lh  laft  bar  dweUiDg  kw 
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When  the  waves  at  ioiuwt 
We  may  hear  thy  Toioe,  amidfltthooaaiidf  more, 
b  the  aoented  woods  of  our  glowing  shore, 

But  we  shall  not  know  tis  thine! 


*i 


Even  so  with  the  lored  one  flown! 
HeraotUe  in  the  stariight  may  wander  by, 
Her  bfesth  may  be  near  in  the  wind's  low  sigh. 

Around  us— bat  all  unknown. 

GoJbrth,  we  have  tawed  thy  chain! 
We  may  deck  thy  cage  with  the  richest  flowere, 
Which  the  bright  day  reaiy  in  our  eastern  bowers, 

But  thou  wilt  not  be  lured  again. 

Eten  thus  may  the  summer  pour 
Afl  ihgrant  things  on  the  land's  green  breast, 
And  the  glorious  earth  like  a  bride  be  dressed. 

But  It  wins  her  back  no  more! 


THE  SWORD  OP  THE  TOMB. 


A  NORTHERN  LEGEND. 


1W  Idas  of  this  bslbd  is  taken  from  a  scene  in  "Stark- 
Shs;*  a  tr^sdlj  by  ths  Danish  poet  OchleoBchlsger.  The 
aprictel  fln  han  aUuded  to^  and  supposed  lo  guard  the 
idsi  «f  tiiiiiswl  htmmt  is  frsquenil j  mentioned  in  the 
Nnka  Sicaa  0sven  suflerinpi  (o  the  depaited  spirit 
sm  avposBd  by  the  Scandinavian  mytboioglsls  lo  be  the 
ittfan/piofiuiationofthe  sopulchre. 

See  Ochientchlager*9  PUnjf* 


"Volte'  of  the  gifted  ekler  time! 
Voioiof  the  charm  and  the  Runic  thyme! 
8pak!  from  the  shades  and  the  depths  discloae. 
How  Sigaid  may  Tanish  his  mortal  fixe; 
of  the  buried  past! 


"Voioe  of  the  grairel  tis  the  mighty  hour, 
Wboi  mght  frith  her  stars  and  dreams  hath  power, 
Asdny  step  hath  been  soundless  on  the  snows^ 
And  the  spdl  I  hav^  sung  hath  laid  repose 
On  the  biOow  and  the  blast" 

Then  the  torrents  of  the  North, 
And  the  forest  pines  were  still. 
While  a  hoUow  chant  came  forth 
From  the  dark  sepulchral  hill. 

"Them  shines  no  sim  'midst  the  hidden  dead, 
Bat  niwie  the  day  k>oks  not  the  brave  may  tread ; 
Then  is  heard  no  song,  and  no  mead  is  poured, 
Bat  the  warrior  may  come  to  Uie  silent  board 
In  the  shadow  of  the  night 

'Them  m  laid  a  sword  in  thy  fiither's  tomb. 
And  its  edge  is  fraogfaft  with  thy  foeman's  doom; 
Btt  soft  be  thy  step  through  the  ailenoedeep. 
And  move  not  the  vn  in  the  house  of  sleep. 
Per  tbe  ^iewleHhave  fearful  mightl'* 


Then  died  the  solemn  Uy, 
As  a  trumpet's  music  dies, 
By  the  night-wind  bome  away 
Through  the  wild  and  stormy 


The  fir-trees  rocked  to  the  wailing  bbuit. 
As  on  through  the  forest  the  warrior  pamed, — 
Through  the  forest  of  Odin,  the  dim  and  old, 
The  dark  place  of  risions  and  legends,  told 
By  the  fires  of  Northern  pine. 

The  fir-trees  rocked,  and  the  firaaen  ground 

Gktve  back  to  his  footstep  a  hoUow  sound ; 

And  it  seemed  that  the  depths  of  those  awfiH 

shades, 
From  the  dreary  gloom  of  their  long  arcades, 

Gave  warning,  with  voiee  and  sign. 

But  the  wind  strange  magic  knows 
To  call  wild  dhape  and  tone 
.   From  thegray  wood's  tossing  boughs 
When  night  is  on  her  throne. 

The  pines  closed  o'er  him  with  a  deeper  gloom, 
As  he  took  the  path  to  the  monarch's  tomb; 
The  pole-star  shone,  and  the  heavens  were  bright 
With  the  arrowy  streams  of  the  northern  light, 
But  his  road  through  dimness  lay! 

He  passed,  in  the  heart  of  that  ancient  wood, 
The  dark  shrine  stained  with.the  victiznl's  Mood : 
Nor  paused,  till  the  rock  where  a  vaulted  bed 
Had  been  hewn  of  old  for  the  kingly  dead. 
Arose  on  his  midnight  way. 

Then  first  a  moment's  chill 
Went  shuddering  through  his  breast. 
And  the  steel-clad  man  stood  stiU 
Before  that  place  of  rest 

But  hecrossed  at  length  with  a  deep-drawn  bnath, 
The  threshold-floor  of  the  hall  of  Death, 
And  looked  on  the  pale  mysterious  fire 
Which  gleamed  from  the  urn  of  his  vrarrior-sire, 
With  a  strange  and  solenm  light 

Then  darkly  the  words  of  the  boding  strain 
Like  an  omen  rose  on  his  soul  again, 
— "  Soft  be  thy  step  through  the  silence  deep, 
And  move  not  the  urn  in  the  house  of  sleep. 
For  the  viewless  have  fearful  might !" 

But  the  gleaming  sword  and  shield 
Of  many  a  battle-day 
Hung  o'er  that  urn,  revealed 
By  the  tomb-fire's  waveless  ray. 

With  a  faded  wreath  of  oak-leaves  bound, 
They  hung  o'er  the  dust  of  the  far-renowned, 
Whom  the  bright  Valkyriur's  Vaming  voice 
Had  called  to  the  banquet  where  gods  rejoice, 
And  the  rich  mead  Ibwi  in  ^(ht 
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Willi  a  beatiDg  beut  his  iod  dnrw  neu, 
4nJ  itill  nng  dw  nnciD  hii  tbriUiDg  t*x, 
.— "  Soft  ba  thj  M^  thnragh  tha  miencc  ik^, 
And  nVre  DM  !tha  nm  in  the  hoiua  ar  ileep, 
Fdt  the  Tiawlon  hm  feufbl  might  I" 

And  nunj  a  8*c*'b  A  jm^' 
And  lageod  of  tba  gKTC, 
That  *b»Aiwj  scene  and  time 
Called  bade,  lodaont  th#n*e. 

But  he  laiMd  hie  aim,  and  the  llinM  gtew  dim, 
And  the  nroid  in  iti  light  nemed  to  wan  an: 

And  hia  filtering  hand  could  nM  gn>p  it  well — 
From  the  pafe  oak-wreath,  with  a  daah  it  fell 
ThroDgh  the  GharoW  of  the  dead  I 

The  ^ep  tomb  rang  with  tbe  bea<r7  ■onnd, 
And  the  nm  la;  ihiTeied  in  fiagoienta  nmnd ; 
Ami  a  nuh,  ai  of  lempou,  qnenebed  the  Sre, 
And  iIm  scattoed  durt  of  hia  wulike  nm 
Wm  itmwn  on  the  Cliampuni'*  head. 

One  moment— and  oil  iw  itill 
In  the  ■laraberer'i  antnent  hall, 
Whell  the  rock  had  ceaaed  lo  thrill 
With  tb»  might;  weapon's  lall. 

'  The  rtan  were  jort  fading,  «ie  by  rate, 
The  clooda  w«n  jut  tinged  b;  ths  eiriy  inn, 
Whm  then  ilnwntd  through  the  cavam  a  ton^'i 


Come  forth,  come  forth,  with  me  I 
It  ii  d»A  and  fearAil  lurs '." 

*■  Be  ii  tlMte,  he  ii  there,  with  liii  ahadow;  6<ml 

Bat  gone  &om  bii  head  ii  the  lungl;  ciown, 

The  crown  torn  hi)  head,  and  the  tigm  6m  Ui 

band,—  • 

'  The;  haiechandUm^finnthe^onaulHd 

Whan  tba  Aait  of  Um  goda  b  ipteadl 

"  He  mnit  go  (brth  alSne  on  hia  phantom  Mod, 
He  Diuat  ride  o'er  tBegiaTe-hilb  with  Konnj^Mdl 
Hia  pUee  ii  do  longer  at  Odin'a  baud, 
He  ia  driTen  from  Volhalla  without  hie  iwt«d! 
But  the  riaTOiihall  aicnge  the  deadl° 

That  awoid  ita  &me  had  won 
Bj  the  fall  irf'  manj  a  creel,  • 
But  ita  GeiceM  wi^  waa  dona 
In  the  tomb,  on  Sigurd'a  bnaat'l 


Stretchad  on  hia  ahieid,  like  the  iteri-gitt  alalo 
Bj  imniBght  leea  on  the  batrie-plun, 
In  a  ■peecbleaa  trance  la;  the  wirriM  then, 
But  he  wildl;  woke  wbni  the  torch'a  glue 
Bant  on  him  tbroagti  the  gloom. 

"  The  moniing  wind  blowa  bi. 
And  the  hoar  of  chaaa  ii  near; 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  with  met 
What  do*  tbou,  Sigurd,  hml" 

"  I  baTB  put  out  the  hot;  lepulchral  l!re, 
IIwTaecattered  theduatof  mj  wanur-eirat 
kbumsonmy  head,andit  weighadownm;  heart  [ 
Bat  the  winda  aliall  not  wander  wilboDl  theii  part 
To  atiew  o'ei  the  teaksB  deep  I 

"  In  the  mantle  of  death  he  waa  hen  with  me  now, 
Than  waa  wrath  in  bia  eja,  there  waa  gkxHn  on 

fail  brow; 
And  hia  aM  itill  glaar«  on  my  ipiril  tell 
With  an  icy  ray  and  a  withering '•peO— 

OhI  eUn  ia  the  houae  of  aleep!" 

"  The  morning  wind  blowa  free, 


TALKYRIDE  SONQ. 


■  dnr,  wn«i)i>eeilwhhhlo«itlMp(fa.  nl* 
peodun UHiaiendi  tnquenil/ ku^ H ■  pdm of  bomva 
■       ■  1 10  uund  HI  ii,  tlmim  !«'* 

I,  Bcrterf^  iiVk** 


On  iho  Sled  Irlghioiv  of  <ach  da 
-   SDaDgi  ud  omiaiuC 


Tna  Sea.king  woke  fnmi  tba  tnabled  deep 

Of  a  naon-haunleil  rd^t. 
And  be  looked  Rtnn  hia  berk  o'er  the  gkxxqrde^ 
And  coimlsd  the  atreaka  of  light; 
For  the  red  nm'a  earliest  ray 
Waa  to  ronae  hv  bandi  that  day, 
To  the  atormy  joy  of  fight ! 

Bat  the  dreaina  of  leM  were  atill  cat  earth. 

And  the  ailent  itan  on  high, 
Aod  there  waved  not  the  aouke  of  ooB  aiitf' 
health 
'Midat  the  quiet  of  the  aky; 
And  aloDg  the  twilight  bay 
In  Ihdr  deq>  the  bamleta  lay. 
For  tbay  knew  iM  the  none  wan  nigh  I 
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^m 


I  looked  o'er  the  broo&ig  wa?e: 
to  the  dusky  shore, 
eoned,  through  the  sich  of  »  tide- 
cave, 

IS  of  snow,  to  poor; 
th,  in  wateij  Ught, 
ihantoms,  dimly  white, 
9  gizb  of  woman  boie. 

mofed  to  the  biDow  side ; , 
mns,  as  they  grew  more  clear, 
on  a  tall  pale  steed  to  ride 
dowy^rest  to  rear, 
Mckon  with  faint  hand 
e  dark  and  rocky  strand, 
mt  a  gleaming  spear. 

esi  on  his  spirit  fell, 
aneuthly  train, 

ValhaUa's  danghters  well, 
era  of  the  slain! 
odden  rising  breeae 
osi  the  moaning  aeas 

their  thrilling  strain:  ^ 

are  songs  in  Odin's  Hall, 
braire,  e'er  night  to  fall! 
( great  sun  hide  his  rayl— 
i  bring  a  wrathful  day! 
le  fidohion  in  its  sheath  1 — 
nust  do  the  work  of  death ! 

sea-king ! — tJiee  we  call ! — 
joy  in  Odin's  Hall. 

feast  and  in  the  song, 
lalt  be  rememberBd  long ! 
;reen  isles  of  the  flood 
ist  left  thy  track  in  blood! 
saith  and  on  the  sea, 
le  those  will  speak  of  thee! 
ogh — the  war-gods  call — 
mead  in  Odin's  Hall! 

■!  teO  thy  fUr-haired  bride 
t  slumber  at  thy  side ! 
brother  of  thy  breast 

him  thy  grave  hath  rest ! 
raven-steed  which  bore  thee, 
le  wild  wdf  fled  before  thee, 
nth  his  lord  must  fall — 

room  m  Odin's  Hall! 

e  mighty  sun  looks  forth — 
lou  leader  of  the  north ! 
mists  of  twilight  fly — 
t  vanish,  thou  must  die  1 
word  and  by  the  spear, 
and  that  knows  not  fear 
;I  nobly  shalt  thou  fall  !— 
joy  in  Odin's  HaU!" 


There  was  arming  heard  on  hmd  and  wave^ 

When  afar  the^unlight  spread. 
And  the  phantom  forms  of  the  tideawom  CKfs 
With  the  mists  of  morning  fled. 
But  at  eve,  the  kingly  hand 
Of  the  battle-axe  and  brand, 
Lay  oold  on  a  pile  of  dead! 


tHE  CAVBRN  op  the  THREE 
TELLS. 

■wist  TRADITION. 


The  three  fiaandenof  theHdveticOoofedencjrarBthoaght 
to  deep  in  a  cavern  nesr  the  kJce  of  Lucerne.  Tlie  herdsmen 
call  them  the  Three  Tells;  aodaay  that  they  lie  there  in  their 
antique  garb,  in  quiet  dun^ber ;  and  when  Switseriand  ie  iff 
her  utmost  need,  thoy  will  awaken  and  regain  the  liberties  of 
the  land.  See  Quarterly  Review,  No.  44. 

The  Grutli,  where  the  confederates  held  their  Qiglilly 
meetii^ii^  is  a  meadow  on  the  Aon  of  the  Lain  of  LncenH^ 
or  Lake  of  the  ForesKanloni^  here  called  the  Fttred  sea. 


Oh!  enter  not  yon  shadowy  cave, 
Seek  not  the  blight  ptars  there. 
Though  the  whispering  pines  that  o'er^t  wave, 
With  freshness  fill  the  air : 

For  there  the  Patriot  Three, 
In  the  garb  of  old  arrayed, 
By  their  native  Forest-sea 
On  a  rocky  oouoh  are  laid. 

The  Patriot  Three  thsl  met  of  yore 

Beneath  the  midnight  sky,. 
And  leagued  their  hearts  on  the  GMtli  ahion, 
In  the  name  of  liberty! 

Now  nlently  they  sleep 

Amidst  the  hills  they  freed; 
But  their  rest  is  only  deep. 
Till  their  country's  hour  of  need* 

They  start  not  at  the  hunter's  call. 

Nor  the  Lammer-geyer's  cry, 
Nor  the  rush  of  a  sudden  to^ent's  fiJl, 
Nor  the  Lauwine  thundering  by! 

And  the  Alpine  herdsman's  lay, 
To  a  Switaer's  heart  so  dear! 
On  the  wild  wind  floats  away. 
No  more  for  them  to  hear. 

But  when  the  battle-horn  is  blown 

Till  the  Schreckhom's  peaks  reply. 
When  the  Jungfirau's  clifis  send  back  the  tone 
Through  their  eagle's  lonely  sky; 

When  spear-heads  l^ht  the  lakes. 
When  trumpets  loose  the  snows, 
When  the  rushing  war-steed  diakea 
The  ghuaefs  mute  repose ; 
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Wben  Uri'i  bMchen  wood*  wu«  nd    .-^ 

In  the  baniing  tuunlM'i  light ; 
TlUXhni  tfe  c4Tenof  tbe  dewl, 
'     ffiidlUNidBellininketnatightl 

With  I  leap,  like  TeU'e  proad  letp, 
Wbaa  xvnj  the  helm  ba  flung,* 
And  beldl;  up  the  Meip 
From  the  <i»«hing  bilknr  ipnmg ! 

Tbar.duU  w&k>  beaide  tbdr  Fomtwft, 

In  fhe  UwdcM  gurb  the;  won 
ffhtn  Hkj  linked  the  hanJa  that  made  u*  free, 
On  the  Grfltli'a  moonlight  ahore: 

And  thor  toieeg  ihall  be  hcard^ 

And  be  inBirered  with  a  aboat. 

Till  Ibe  echoing  AIpe  an  atiired, 

And  the  ngnal-fliM  blaiB  out. 

And  the  lan^  ahatl  aee  nch  deedi  again 

Aa  thoee  of  that  proud  di^, 
When  Winkelried,  on  Sempach'a  plain, 
ThlMgh  the  aBnied  apean  made  wa; ; 
And  wben  the  rocka  cane  down 
On  the  dark  MofgantM)  dell. 
And  the  crowned  caaque^l  o'erthraipn, 
BefbnoalfatbeiaMIl 

Tot  the  K&brBJheii'at  notes  mnit  nerei  airand 

In  a  land  that  wean  the  chain, 
And  the  Tinea  cai  freedom'!  hoi;  graond 
Untrampkd  mmt  remain! 

And  the  yellow  haneM  wave 

For  no  atrtnger'a  hand  lo  reqi, 
While  within  ibeii  nlent  cave 
Themeat^OTQtHriaepI 


SWISS  SONG, 


Uhearll 

Ibarldiiltjiif  Hch  H 
ank  of  IbD  difHUd. 

Bb  Ptamta'i  a*tnji  ^  On  Bilvtiic  Cntftitratf. 


LoDV  cai  the  white  Alpa  round  1 

IT  ;et  the;  gird  a  Iwtd 
Where  fraedotn'a  roice  and  atcp  ar 

Forget  ja  not  the  band. 


l«tll»deUt 


If  jiet,  Hm  wilda  among, 

Oui  lilent  hcuta  may  bwn, 

Wben  tiie  deep  moantaia-bani  hi 

And  borne  oor  rtc^  may  turn, 

— Home  ^-homel — if  itill  that  nan 

Praiu  to  the  toen  who  peitahed  hei 

Ijodk  on  the  wU(e  Alpa  roood  I 

Up  to  the  ahining  aoowa 

That  day  the  aUnnj  rcdling  Mmi 

The  aonnd  of  battle  tOM  I 

Their  cans  pnleoged  the  traupat^ 

Their  dark  pinaa  tiambiad  aa  it  pM 

Tbey  aaw  the  princely  ereat, 

Tbey  aaw  the  kmght^  apeat, 

Tba  banner  and  the  mail-dad  hn 

BonM  dowfi,  and  trampled  Imi 

Tbej  aaw — and  glorying  theiB  thay 

Eternal  lecocda  to  the  knd  I 

Praiae  to  the  moDntain.boni, 

The  Mcthren  of  the  gbm  I 

By  them  no  Meal-amy  waanvti^ 

They  Mood  «•  peaaant-mm ! 

Thay  left  thenneyaid  and  the  ieU 

To  break  an  ampiie'a  lance  and  ilrii 

liaA.  on  the  while  Alpa  nrand 

If  yet,  along  th^ateap^ 

Out  children'a  fearieaa  leet  may  b 

Flee  aa  the  chamcai  leapa : 

Teach  tbem  iniiong  to  Vlum  Aa  baa 

Amidet  whoae  moa^  grane  we  As 

I^  by  the  wood-fire'*  blaie, 

YTben  wintei-atan  gleam  cold, 

The  gloriona  talea  of  elder  daya 

May  proudly  yet  be  told, 

Forget  not  then  the  abcjAerd-rao^ 

Who  made  the  hearth  a  bc^y  placal 

Look  on  the  white  Alpa  rotmd ! 

If  yet  the  eabbath  bell 
Cornea  o'er  them  with  a  gliAkldll 
Tbink  on  (he  batU^^U  1 
For  blood  fint  bathed  its  Bowery  aod 
That  cbainleaa  hearts  might  worahi[ 

THE  MESSENQEILBIRl 


Tboh  wt  enne  &MU  the  qiiita' tand,  t 
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1  the  dnk  ptne-giove  lei  thy  voice  be  heard, 
sQof  thathadlfmy  hand! 

r  that  the  bowen  are  green  and  fidr 
light  of  that  summer  ahore, 
[DOW  thatthefirienda  we  hayeleitare  there, 
ire  there  ■  and  they  weep  no  more ! 

DOW  thej  have  quenched  their  fever'a  thint 
be  Fountain  ^  Youth  ere  now/ 
mnet  the  atream  in  its  freshness  burst, 
none  may  find  below  1 

mow  that  they  win  not  be  lured  to  earth 
be  land  of  deathless  flowen, 
ut,  or  the  dance,  or  the  song  of  mirth, 
ti  their  beaits  were  once  with  oun; 

hey  sat  with  us  by  the  night-fire's  Mai^, 

nt  with  us  the  bow, 

J  the  tales  of  our  fathers*  days, 

are  told  to  othen  now ! 

•,  thou  bird  of  the  solemn  strain ! 
xe  who  have  laved  forget  1 
•and  they  answer  not  again — 
ley  love— do  they  love  us  yet  1 

irarrior  think  of  his  brother  lAerv, 
e  father  of  his  child  1 
hief.  of  those  that  were  wont  to  share 
nderings  through  the  wild  1 

bem  fiur  tlHoogh  the  silent  night, 
ey  speak  not  from  cave  or  hill ; 
',  thou  bird !  that  their  land  is  bright, 
\  do  they  k>ve  there  still  1 


STRANGER  IN  LOUISIANA. 


tnivQlkr  BMndoni  a  people  oo  the  baids  of  the 
vhobontlBioiMnatthBrightofaiinuiger.  Hm 
li  i^  iImi  thay  fiiocy  ihair  deceeaBd  frianli  snd 
M  only  gone  on  a  Journej,  and  being  In  ooutou 
afthdrieturo,  took  far  them  yalnlyemnngettheea 


andJMifimu  Cuttoms. 

4  flBDinnteie,"  aiye  Chstasubrlend  te  hie  Bouve* 
i<l«M^  "ches  one  jMuptodc  infienne  qoln  pteosit 
ft  n»  (Tun  vQ9«gear,  pseeequ'll  hii  rappelaitdei 
poor  la  Oontric  dea  Amet,  el  depule  loog -teme 


B  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept  I 
I  for  the  youth  of  the  sunny  glance, 
ip  was  the  fleetest  in  chase  or  dance! 


Ilttai  wee  ectoely  ondenaken  bjr  Juan  Ponoe  do 
I6(h  eentary,  with  the  view  of  dleooverinf  a  woo- 
in,  bflttsved  by  the  nativca  of  Poeno  Rko  to  apring 
■d  10  poenae  the  viicne  of  reatOT' 
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The  light  of  his  eye  was  a  joy  to  see. 
The  piyth  of  his  arrows  a  storm  to  flee! 
But  there  came  a  voice  from  a  distant  shore: 
He  was  called— ke  Is  found  "midst  his  tribe  no 


He  is  not  in  his  pboe  when  the  night-fires  bom, 
But  we  look  for  him  still— he  will  yet  return  I 
— Jglis  brother  sat.  with  a  drooping  brow 
In  the  gk)om  of  the  shadowing  cypress  hough, 
We  roused  him— we  bade  him  no  longer  pine, 
For  we  heard  a  step— but  the  step  was  thine. 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wepi! 
We  k)oked  for  the  maid  of  the  mournful  song. 
Mournful,  though  sweet — she  hath  left  us  long!- 
We  told  her  the  youth  of  her  love  was  gone. 
And  she  went  forth  to  seek  him — she  passed  alone; 
We  hear  not  her  voice  when  the  woods  are  still, 
From  the  bower  where  it  sang,  likoA  silvery  rilL 
The  joy  of  her  sire  with  her  smile  is  fled. 
The  winter  is  white  on  his  fondy  head. 
He  hath  none  by  his  ade  when  the  wikis  we  track. 
He  hath  none  when  we  rest— yet  she  comes  not 

back! 
We  kxiked  for  her  eye  on  the  feast  to  shine. 
For  her  bree^  step— but  the  step  was  thins ! 

We  saw  thee,  Q  stranger,  and  wept ! 
We  locked  for  the  chief  who  hath  left  the  speax 
And  the  bow  of  his  batUoT  forgotten  here ! 
We  looked  for  the  hunter,  whose  bride's  faunent 
On  the  wind  of  the  forest  at  eve  is  sent : 
We  kwked  for  the  fint-bom,  whose  mother's  cry 
Sounds  wild  and  shrill  through  the  mUnight  sky  I 
— ^Where  are  theyl — thoQ*rt  seeking  some 


Oh,  ask  of  them,  stranger!— send  back  the  kist! 
Tell  them  we  mourn  by  the  dark  blue  streams, 
Tell  them  our  lives  but  of  them  are  dreams  1 
Tell,  how  we  sat  in  the  gkNun  to  pine. 
And  to  watch  for  a  step — but  the  step  was  thinel 


THE  ISLE  OF  FOUNTS. 

AN  INDIAN  TRADITION. 


**T1ie  River  8l  Wary  has  Ita  aooroe  firom  a  van  kke  or 
menh,  wlikh  Ilea  between  FUnt  and  Oakmulge  riven^  and 
occupleaaBpace  of  Dsar  three  hundred  milea  In  circuit   Thia 

■t  accumulation  of  waiera,  in  tlie  wet  aeoaon,  appean  aa  a 
lake,  and  containa  aome  large  idandi  or  knoUa  of  rich  high 
land ;  one  of  which  the  pnaent  generation  of  the  Creek  In- 
diana repreeent  to  be  a  moat  bliaful  apot  of  earth ;  they  aay  It 
la  Inhabited  by  a  peculiar  race  of  IndiaQa,  whoae  women  are 
incomparably  beauUfuL  They  alao  leU  you  that  thia  lerrea. 
trial  paradiaa  haa  been  aeen  by  aome  of  their  enterpriaing 
hooien^  wlien  bi  purwit  of  game ;  bat  that  in  their  endear 
▼oon  to  approach  It,  they  weie  inrdfed  In  parpeloal  lafay' 
rintlH^  ai4  like  enchamad  hud,  adD  ee  they  imagined  they 
iMd  Jan  fdnad  It,  keeemid  10  fly  before  thaok  ailerasielyap- 
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pMitag  add  dlHpjisuliif.  Tber  CMOlTed,  il  Imglh,  w  kai 
dUUlailila,  Uh7  tlTKUil.    Wlicn  ihij  nrniud  ihdr  idnr 


Son  of  [he  >Cmign  I  wonldit  thou  Uka 

O'er  yon  blue  hiUi  th;  lunety  wij. 
To  rcKch  the  atill  and  •hining  lake 

Along  vrhoae  banks  tho  Tr«l-windi  playl 
— LM  no  vain  dreiuni  thj  hurt  beguile, 
Oh  t  nek  thou  nol  the  Fountun-Iele  t 
Lull  but  the  mightj  eeTpenl  king,* 

'Midst  the  gikj  rocks,  hiaoM  ilomaini 
Wenl  but  the  cougu'i  ile«Jly  spring, 

— Thy  step  that  lake'i  green  ahon  nuy  gain 
And  the  blight  Iile,^when  all  i*  paMed 
Shall  vainly  meet  thine  eye  at  laat  1 
Ye« !  there,  vith  dl  id  runbin*  itteuiM, 

Clear  ai  within  thine  anow's  Bight, 

The  Ills  of  FouDta,  the  Isle  of  dreamt, 

Ploata  on  the  wave  in  gidilen  Ugbtj 

Ai>d  lovely  will  the  ihadowii  be 

Of  grova  whoee  &m(  ii  not  lot  tbMl 

And  breathing!  6mn  tbai,  ninny  flowcn, 

Which  ara  not  of  the  thingi  thU  dip, 
And  nnging  micea  from  ttuii  bowui 
Shall  gmt  thee  in  theii  purple  iky; 
Soft  votcea,  e'en  like  thoia  that  dweQ 
Fai  in  the  green  reed'a  hollow  celL 
Or  haat  thou  heard  the  aonnde  that  rin 

Fmn  the  deep  chamben  of  the  earth  1 
The  wild  and  wondrana  melodies 
To  which  the  ancient  rocki  gave  birth  Tt 
Like  that  nveet  aong  of  hidden  uvea 
Shall  awell  those  wood-nota  o'er  the  wbtek 
'        The  emerald  wans  I— they  take  thdr  hoe 
And  image  From  that  sunbiight  shore; 
Bui  wouldst  thon  launch  thy  light  canoe, 
And  wouldii  thou  ply  thy  npA  oar, 
Before  thaa,  hadsl  thou  momiog's  speo), 
The  dreamy  land  should  still  recede  I 


'TlwChtmkns 


Yet  on  the  breeuthon  still  wouldat  heal 

The  mune  of  its  Bomiing  shadca. 
And  ever  should  the  sound  be  near 

Of  founts  that  ripple  thnnigh  its  gladei  j 
The  aound,  and  nght,  and  flashing  ny 
Of  jOyoDS  Water*  in  thar  [day  I 

But  woi(>r  him  who  aeea  them  burat 

Wiiii  their  bright  spray-showen  to  the  tike  | 
Earth  has  no  spring  to  quench  the,lhirit 
That  eemblanee  in  his  soul  shall  wake 
For  ever  pouring  through  hi*  dreams, 
The  gush  of  those  nntaited  streanu  I 


Bright,  bright,  it 
The  waters  ol 


Yet  at  the  soune  his  lip  shall  bum, 

Puched  with  the  fever's  agony  I 

From  the  blue  mountains  to  the  main, 

Our  thousand  floods  may  roll  in  vain. 

E'en  thtu  our  hunters  came  of  yore 

Back  from  their  long  and  weary  quest; 
— Had  they  not  seen  th'  untrodden  sboi^ 
And  couM  they  'midst  our  wilds  find  imII 
The  lightning  of  Iheir  glance  wa*  ded. 
They  dwelt  amongst  us  as  the  dead  I 

They  lay  beude  our  glittering  rills, 

With  vioons  in  their  darkened  eye. 
Their  Joy  was  not  amidst  the  hills, 
Where  elk  and  deer  befora  ta  fly; 
Tb^  speaii  upon  the  cadar  hung, 
TbMi  javelin*  to  the  wind  wAe  dnnf. 

ey  bent  no  more  the  fbreal-bow, 
They  armed  itot  with  the  warrior  band, 
e  moons  waned  o'er  them  dim  and  sId*— 
-They  left  us  for  the  spirit's  laud ! 
Beneath  our  pines  yon  greensward  he^i 
Bhow  where  tha  resiles  found  ttirar  rieep. 

Son  of  the  stranger  I  if  at  ava 

Silence  be  'midst  u*  in  thj  phea, 

Yet  go  nM  where  the  mighty  leave 

The  strength  of  battle  and  of  chaaa  I 

Let  no  vain  dream*  thy  heart  beguile, 

Ohi  seek  tboa  not  tha  Fountain-Isle  I 


THE  BENDED  BOW. 


R  ts  Biipml  Ihu  nr  V 
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e  waB  poured  on  the  free  wlnda  far, 
I  roee  ap  mt  the  sign  of  war. 

rd  ye  not  the  battle-horn  1 

per  I  leave  thy  golden  com ! 

it  for  the  birds  of  heaven, 

I  mart  flash,  and  spears  be  riven  I 

it  for  the  winds  to  shed — 

ere  Britain's  turf  grow  red !" 

iper  armed,  like  a  freeman's  son, 
oded  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on, 

ter !  leave  the  mountain-chase  I 

the  fidchion  from  its  place ! 

e  wolf  go  free  to-day, 

him  for  a  nobler  prey ! 

;  deer  ungalled  sweep  by,-r 

lee !  Britain's  foes  are  nigh  f 

inter  armed  ere  the  chase  was  done, 
ttded  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

fiain  I  quit  the  joyous  feast  1 
9t  tili  the  soBg  hath  ceased: 
fa  the  mead  be  foaming  bri^t, 
fa  the  fire  gives  ruddy  light, 
the  hearth  and  leave  the  hail— 
liee  1  Britain's  foes  must  fall  1" 

ieftain  armed,  and  the  horn  was  blown, 
ruled  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

se !  thy  father's  deeds  are  told, 
bower  and  in  the  hold  I 
s  the  goatherd's  lay  is  sung, 
)  the  mintrel's  harp  ia  strung  I 
I  are  on  thy  native  sea — 
ur  bardk  a  tale  of  thee  1" 

ince  came  armed,  like  a  leader's  eon, 
oded  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

ler  I  stay  thou  not  thy  boy  I 
Mt  learn  the  battle's  joy. 

bring  the  sword  and  spear, 
tiy  brother  words  of  cheer! 
a !  bid  thy  lover  part, 
I  calls  the  strong  in  heart !" 

snded  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on, 
lids  made  song  for  a  battle  won. 

NEVER  SMILED  AGAIN.* 


And  what  was  England's  gbrious  crown 

To  him  that  wept  a  sonl 
He  lived — for  life  may  long  be  borne 

Ere  sorrow  break  its  chain ; — 
Why  comes  not  death  to  those  who  qioum  1 

— He  never  smiled  again  I 

There  stood  proud  forms  around  his  throne, 

The  stately  and  the  brave. 
But  which  could  fill  the  place  of  one. 

That  one  beneath  the  wave  1 
Before  him  passed  the  young  and  fidr, 

In  pleasure's  reckless  train, 
But  seas  dashed  o'er  his  son's  bright  hair — 

— He  never  smiled  again ! 

He  sat  where  festal  bowls  went  round ; 

He  heard  the  minstrel  sing^ 
He  saw  the  tourney's  victor  crowned. 

Amidst  the  knightly  ring : 
A  murmur  of  the  restless  deep 

Was  blent  with  every  strain, 
A  voice  of.  winds  that  wouU  not  sleep— 

— He  never  smiled  again ! 

Hearts,  in  that  time,  closed  o'er  the  trace 

Of  vows  once  fondly  poured. 
And  strangers  took  the  kinsman's  )»laoe 

At  many  a  joyous  board ; 
Chraves,  which  true  love  had  bathed  with  tears, 

Were  left  to  Heaven's  bright  rain, 
Fresh  hopes  were  bom  for  other  year»~ 

— Hb  never  smiled  again  I 


C(EUIUDE-UON  AT  THE  BIER  OP  HIS 

FATHER. 


X 


Tbe  l)od)r  of  Henrjr  the  Second  lay  in  otate  In  the  abbey 
church  of  Footevraud,  where  ii  was  risited  by  Richard  OoBur* 
de-Lioo,  wlio^  on  beholding  tt,  waa  etruclc  with  horror  and 
ramofse,  and  bitterly  reproadied  himself  for  that  rebeliioms 
oondua  which  had  been  the  maane  of  bcU^^Ing  hia  fatheir  to 
an  untimely  grave. 


d  of  Henry  the  Pint,  that  after  the  death  of  his 
TilUam,  who  perished  in  a  shipwxsdc  off  the 
•ndy,  tm  was  never  seen  to  smile. 


k  that  held  a  prince  went  down, 
nreeping  waves  rolled  on ; 


tnaOy  pnbiUbed  In  the  literary  Gaaatte. 


Torches  were  biasing  clear. 

Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow, 
Where  a  king  lay  stately  on  his  bier. 

In  the  church  of  Fontevraud. 
Banners  of  battle  o'er  him  hung. 

And  warriors  slept  beneath, 
And  light,  as  Noon's  broad  light,  was  flung 

On  the  settled  face  of  death. 

On  the  settled  face  of  death 

A  strong  and  ruddy  glare. 
Though  dimmed  at  times  by  the  censer's  breath, 

Yet  it  fell  still  brightest  there 
As  if  eaeh  deeply-furrowed  trace 

Of  earthly  years  to  show, — 


HHS.  HBHAN B'  WOHKB. 


The  nuble  floor  wu  (WCpt 

By  nun;  ■  long  duk  atoto,. 
Ai  Um  kmeUng  prioti  toaud  him  that  dept, 

Suig  DMH  fcr  the  pautrd  aoul ; 
Andaofemn  wen  the  Mniu  the;  pcond 

Thnnigli  the  ftiUiMn  of  the  raght, 
With  the  craw  abore,  uid  the  down  and  nrotd, 

And  tha  lileat  huig  in  dgbL 

There  iwalieari  &  hea>7  duig, 
Ai  of  ilcel-girt  men  tlie  tread, 
'  id  the  lomb*  and  the  hallow  paTenMint  rang 
y'^'^         With  a  ■ounding  liill  of  dread  { 

And  the  bol;  chaunt  wu  huabed  awhile, 
Aa,  by  the  torch'i  flama, 
'    A^eaiDofanoa,  np  the  aweeping  aiile, 
With  •  mail-^hul  leadei  eama. 

He  came  with  tudghly  loelt, 

An  eagle-gbnce  and  clear. 
Bat  Ilia  proud  lieait  through  it*  breait-plale  ibodt, 

When  he  *aA  bcrid^  the  bier ! 
He  atood  there  atill  with  a  droopng  bnw, 

And  duped  hand*  a'er  it  raiaed  \ — 
For  hi*  Utiiar  lay  belbre  him  low, 

II WM  C<ear-de-XJaD  gaaed  1 

And  lalen^  lie  Adts 

WHfa  tlie  woifcing*  of  Ilia  brsaat, 
— Bnt  then  'a  niDre  in  late  repentant  Ion 

Than  ated  may  liBep  anppreaaed ! 
And  hia  tean  brake  fixth,  at  lul,  like  nin— 

Men  held  their  breath  in  awe, 
For  hi*  face  wa*  aeen  by  hii  wanior-tlain, 

And  he  recked  not  that  they  aaw. 

He  knked  upon  the  de^ 


— Hii*hed,hi 

And  that  thoo  anaweieat  mtl 
When  waa  tl  thual— wo,  wo  te  all 

Thekmnyaooltegotl 

"  Thy  dxr  Uia  1  aat^ 

So  alill,  M)  aadl;  brifhtt 
And  blber,  Gdhvl  bat  fci  m«. 

They  bad  not  been  ao  wUal 
f  bon  thee  down,  high  heart  I  at  laM, 

No  longer  coutdit  thoo  Mriraj — 
OhI  foronamomaitafthepait. 

To  kned  and  aaj^'  Fo(gi*er 

"Then  wert  the  noUeat  kii^. 
On  loyal  throne  e'er  aeen ; 

And  thoD  didit  wear,  in  knightly  ring, 
or  all,  t  he  etatdieat  mien  1 

And  thou,  didat  prom,  when  apean  in 


And  the  heavy  hand  of  day, 

rnn  boMiniiwonl^yM  all  loo  weak — 

Gave  Ibi  aoul'*  pUHoa  way. 

"Oh,  blherl  kitTiin, 

Thia  late  remoite  and  deep  1 
Speak  to  me,  blbcrl  oooo  ^ain, 

I  weep— behold,  t  weep  I 
Alaaimy  gaihypride  and  inl 

Were  but  thia  work  ondone, 
I  wonld  pie  England'*  crown,  my  rini 

To  hear  tbee  blaa  thy  hml 

*Speak  to  met  mighty  grief 

Ere  ODW  the  dn*t  hath  itiiredl 

Hear  vm,  but  bear  mel — falhcr,  cUe^ 

My  kiqt  I  iBMit  be  iMaidl 


"  Thoo  that  ray  boyhmd'a  gmto 

DkU  take  faod  joy  la  ha  I— 
be  timea  !■*■  qnrtad  al  thy  dda, 

And  dimbed  thy  pannCkaHt 
nd  tbeia  befaie  the  liln— ■!  i^iri^ 

Myiiral  I  •eetheeliB,— 
HllW  will  that  aid  itiD  (m»  of  iUds 

Lookonmttillldier 


n  *«,  la ■  lake aiUolDlDC.  Hw mSM  oTin 


YmI  1  ha>e  aeen  tlie  andeut  oak 

On  the  dark  deep  wattr  caat. 
And  it  WW  not  feOed  by  the  woodman'*  UK 

Or  the  mdi  of  the  aweepaiig  lilaat; 
Fee  the  axe  nlgfat  iwm  laoeh  that  me, 
Jid  the  air  wa*  atin  w  a  aomiBaHga. 

I  aaw  it  Ul,  aa  Ula  a  eUef 
By  an  arrow  in  Ibi  fight. 
And  the  eld  wood*  ahook,  to  th«r  UM  hi 
At  the  eiaahing  of  ha  might  I 
And  the  ataitled  deer  to  Ibdr  cotMb  drM*, 
And  the  q^y  of  the  lake  aa  a 
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nan's  tears  lie  &t  too  deep, 
>  pooled  Sai  this  alone ! 
it  sign  too  weU  I  know, 
athial  head  mutt  soon  be  lowl 

lU  liaad,  with  its  thining  haif , 
ta  bright  qnlck-flaahing  &f^^ 
maj  I  weepl  for  the  boy  it  flur, 
lir  a  thing  to  die ! 
brow  the  mark  is  Mt— 
»3f  life  redeem  him  yet  I 

ided  by  measlga»d 

on  thefiUal  sign, 

eemed  fike  sunshine  when  he  raised 

>yoqs  gianoe  to  mine! 

S's  fleet  step  he  bounded  by, 

i»— but  he  must  diet 

,  he  HNutt  in  thai  deep  dell, 
It  dark  water's  side, 
wn  that  ne'er  a  proiid  treefeU, 
1  heir  of  his  fiither's  died. 
here's  langhterin  hb  eye, 
-yet  he  most  diet 


le  him  ia  these  anna,  thalnofir 

srvelees  and  unstrung; 

St  I  see,  on  that  fair  brow, 

net  untiuwiy  flung  % 

OB  green  oak,  branch  and  cnst, 

g  OB  the  dark  kke's  bieast  I 

le  boy  t— how  proudly  sprang 

iloon  fitom  his  hand! 

1  fike  youth  to  see  him  young, 

rer  in  his  ikther's  Uiid! 

or  of  the  kneD  and  the  dirge  is  ingh, 

e  hath  fidlen,  and  the  flower  must  die. 

tb  Taint— I  tell  thee,  Mne 
amed  by  a  meteor's  light, 
e  bird  fitting  calls  them  heme, 
roioe  on  the  winds  by  night; 
■OBl  got — and  he  too,  he— 
the  fell  of  the  i^oiious  Tree! 


as  WILD  QUNTSMAN. 


dar  balicf  la  dw  Odeoimld,  fhit  ttM  paaliig  of 
Um  ■ppnach  of  wtr.  He  li 
wkh  Uittala  fkom  the  ralnid  cartle  of 
■d  osffwn  Oe  sir  10  dw  opporfte  eartie  of 
K  li  eoBiteily  ■nried  tkst  flM  eooad  of  Me 
iksnd  by  dwDeksof 

;0fflMlMl1l«lB 


rafl  deep  at  the  stamberer's  hour 
Ut  not  bear  the  bfamt 


Of  the  sarage  horn,  from  the  mouhtain-tower, 
As  the  Wild  Night-Huntsman  passed. 

And  the  roar  of  the  stormy  chase  went  by, 
Through  the  dark  unquiet  sky  I 

The  stag  sprung  up  from  his  moesy  bed 
When  he  caught  the  piercing  sounds. 

And  the  oak-boughs  crashed  to  his  antleied  head 
As  be  flew  from  the  ▼iewless  hounds; 

And  the  felcon  soared  trma  her  craggy  height, 
Away  through  the  rushing  night! 

The  banner  shook  on  its  ancient  hold. 
And  the  pine  in  its  desert-place,  ^ 

As  the  cloud  and  tempest  onward  rolled 
With  the  din  of  the  trampling  rac^; 

And  the  glens  were  filled  with  the  laugh  and  shoht. 
And  the  bugle,  ringing  out! 

From  the  chieftain's  hand  the  wine-«up  fell, 

At  the  castle'a  festi^  board. 
And  a  sudden  pause  came  o'er  the  swell 

Of  the  harp's  triumphal  chord ; 
And  the  Minnesinger's^  thrilling  lay 

In  the  hall  died  fest  away. 

The  convent's  chanted  rite  was  stayed, 

And  the  hermit  dropped  his  beads. 
And  a  trembling  ran  through  the  ferest-ahade. 

At  the  neigh  of  the  phantom  steeds. 
And  the  church-bells  pealed  to  the  rocking  blast 

As  the  Wiki  Night-Huntsman  passed. 

The  storm  hath  swept  with  the  chase  away. 

There  Is  stillness  in  the  sky. 
But  the  mother  k)oks  on  her  son  U^day, 

With  a  troubled  heart  and  eye. 
And  the  jnaiden's  blow  hath  a  shade  of  can  . 

Ididst  the  gleam  of  her  golden  hair! 

The  Rhine  flows  bright,  but  its  waves  ere  long 

Must  hear  the  voice  of  war, 
And  a  clash  of  spears  our  hills  amoiig^ 

And  a  trumpet  from  afar; 
And  the  brave  on  a  bloody  turf  must  fie. 

For  the  Huntsman  hath  gone  by  I 


BRANDENBURGH  HARYBST-SONat 

.    FROM  THE  GBRMAR  OF  LA  MOTTI  rCfUWE, 

Tme  oorn,  in  golden  light, 

Waves  o'er  the  plain; 
The  saeUe's  gleam  is  bright; 

Fun  swells  the  grain. 

Now  send  we  tu  around 
Our  harvest  lay! 

*  MlniwringHr,  hM'ttngw;  the  wsBferiag 
Gsnnsqj  w«n  so  csBed  la  lbs  mkUte  s(Hi 
tFor  the  jBsr  ofthe  Qnesnof  Fnisria'S  dssth. 
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— Alas!  a  heavier  aound 
Comea  o'er  the  day ! 

Oq  every  breeze  and  knell 
The  hamlets  pour, — 

— ^We  knew  its  cause' too  well, 
She  ia  no  morel 

Earth  shrouds  with  burial  sod    • 
Her  soft  eye's  blue, — 

—Now  o'er  the  gifts  of  God 
Fall  tears  like  dew  t 

f  HE  SHADE  OP  THESEUS. 

^  ANCIENT   GREEK  TRADITION. 

R^^ow  ye  not  when  our  dead 

From  sleep  to  battle  sprung  1 
— When  the  Persian  charger's  tread 

On  their  covering  greensward  rung! 
When  the  trampling  march  of  foes 
•    Had  crushed  our  vines  and  floweri, 
When  jewelled  crests  arose 

Through  the  holy  laurel  bowers, 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When,  helms  in  sunlight  shone, 
When  masts  were  on  the  teas, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

There  was,  one,  a  leader  crowned, 

And  armed  for  Greece  that  day; 
But  the  falchions  made  no  sound 

On  his  gleaming  war-array. 
In  the  battle's  front  he  stood. 

With  his  tall  and  shadowy  crert; 
But  the  arrows  drew  no  blood 

Though  their  path  was  through  his  bretit 

When  banners  caught  the  breeMj 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone, 
When  masts  werS  on  the  teas. 
And  spears  on  Marathon.  • 

His  sword  was  seen  to  flash 

Where  the  boldest  deeds  were  done; 
But  it  smote  without  a  clash ; 

The  stroke  was  heard  by  none! 
His  viHce  was  not  of  those 

That  swelled  the  rolling  blast. 
And  his  steps  fell  hushed  like  snows — 

'Twas  the  Shade  of  Theseus  passed ! 

When  banners  caught  the  hreeae. 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone. 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

Far  sweeping  through  the  foe, 

With  a  fiery  charge  he  bore; 
And  the  Mede  left  many  a  bow 

On  the  soonding  ocean-shore. 


And  the  foaming  waves  grew  red, 
And  the  sails  were  crowded  fast. 

When  the  sons  of  Asia  fled, 
As  the  Shade  of  Theseus  passed! 

When  banners  caught  the  breew. 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone, 
When  masts  were  on  the  teas. 
And  spean  on  Marathon. 


ANCIENT  GREEK  SONG  OF  EXILL 

Where  is  the  summer,  with  her  golden  sun! 

— That  festal  glory  hath  not  passed  firomesith: 
For  me  alone  the  laughing  day  is  done! 

Where  is  the  summer  with  her  voioe  of  miitlil 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land ! 

Where  are  the  Fauns,  whose  iute-notes  fansthe 
and  die 
On  the  green  hillsl  the  founts,  fiora  sparry  cnei 
Through  the  wild  places  bearing  melody  1 
The  reeds,  low  whispering  o'er  the  river  waml 
^Far  in  my  own  bright  land ! 

Where  are  the  temples,  through  the  dim  wood 
shining, 
The  virgin-dances,  and  the  choral  strains? 
Where  the  sweet  sisters  of  my  youth  entwining 
The  Spring's  first  roses  for  their  sylvan  fiuMil 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land ! 

Where   are   the  vineyards,  with  tlieir  joyooi 
throngs. 
The  red  grapes  pressing  when  the  foliage&te^ 
The  lyres,  the  wreaths,  the  lovely  Dorian  song% 
And  the  pine  forests,  and  the  olive  shades! 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land ! 

Where  the  deep  haunted  grots,  the  laurel  Umfn, 
The   Dryad's    footsteps,    and   the   mimtnl'' 
dreams  1 
— Oh!  that  my  life  were  as  a  aoathem  flower'il 
I  might  not  languish  then  by  these  chill  atieiD^ 
Far  firom  my  own  bright  land  1 


GREEK  FUNERAL  CHANT  OR  MYW- 

OLOGUE. 


"Lfli  Chanti  Punibra  par  iMquds  on  dftplose  m  Ortoih 
matt  ds  ses  proobei^  prenneot  le  dun  psnlailkr  de  Uft^ 
gia,  oomme  qui  dinit,  DIsooiub  de  lamantatioa^  complri"** 
Un  malsde  vIenuU  de  lendre  le  dernier  8a(upir,BafBauii^* 
mftre,  see  filka^  neeoBor^  oelki^  e&  un  moi,de  see  ploipnt^ 
pereotee  qui  eont  lA,  lut  ferment  lee  jmx  ei  Is  boucbe,* 
epBDchanl  Utnemeni,  chscune  eelon  sod  dbuimI  el  it  idmsi* 
de  teodmse  pour  le  dSfunt,  Is  doukux  qu^eUe  w— >r»  de  ■ 
pene.  Oe  premier  deTobrreinpU,eUeeBBreUremtoaMs<^ 
nnedslsttispsnoifls  oude  Isttis  smka    LA  ellss  chui|i^ 
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udebltticcominepoarke«r«moiiie  —Why  doth  a  mother  Ihre  to  la y— my  fint-born 
Rnoce,  qu'elk*  gmrdem k  t^ca  nws  andmydeadl 

« te^^ni^de'd^I^  ^'«'nl^  '^^  ^."  "»  ""^  ^^y  7^^^^  f«une,  they  talk  of 
du  inoit,  et  teur  douleur  s'exhale  de  victory  won— 

premiere  Mm,  aans  rtgie  et  hum  coo-  ^-Spealf  thoUj  and  I  will  hear  I  my  child,  lanthis ! 
■  ■ponunAet  auccMent  bient6i  di»  la-  my  fweet  ion!" 

)  eq)tea:  ea  aoot  ka  MjfHoloptst. 
plua  procha  parente  qui  prraooca  k 
I  elk  ka  autraa  parentei^  lea  amki^  ka 
MTfidoguea  aom  loujoun  compoaAaat 
ai  Oa  aoot  tot^jouca  imprork^  tou- 
9  chantte  aur  un  air  qui  diflTIre  d'un 
Hi,  dana  on  Ika /tonnA,  rflata  iiiTaria- 
rare  de  poime." 
la  Orice  Mademe^por  C  Paurid, 


aioand  the  bed,  the  death-bed 
tie  Funeral  Chant  a  mournful 


Km  lieep?— Thoo  ileepeati— 

ot  the  rest, 

the  roay  calm,  I  have  pillowed 

t! 

ihiM  ivpoae,  lanthial  my  tweet 

childhood's  time  by  twilight  I 

bear  to  stand  and  look  upon 

seeing  death  on  thy  pale  glo- 

thou  that  wert  of^dl  most  ftir 

itin  too  much  of  beauty  for  the 

•  thy  jmik  is  fixed,  and  heavfly 

e  falcon-glance  that  in  it  loved 

be  springing  step,  that  seemed 

>me, 

1  I  came  and  said, — 'Waka, 

)!  'tbmomr 

itill,  my  flower!  untouched  by 

ed  stem,  lemain— I  would  that 
lay! 

met  thy  k)ok,  I  knew  that  t^ 

t  length  of  days  was  not  a  gift 

ling  cheek,  and  in  thy  bearing 

eriiq;  to  my  soul,  and  told  me 

»f 

Be,  my  fcarless  one!  where 

flsahingred.— 


A  wail  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  deathbed 

of  the  young, 
A  fair-haired  bride  the  Fuueral  Chant  amidst 

her  weeping  sung. 
— "lanthis!  look'st  thou  not  on  me? — Can  love 

indeed  be  fledl 
When  was  it  wo  before  to  gaie  upon  thy^steady 

head? 
I  would  that  I  had  followed  thee,  lanthis,  my  be- 
loved! 
And  stood  as  woman  oft  hath  stood  where  fidthful 

hearts  are  proved ! 
That  I  had  bound  a  breastplate  on,  and  battled  at 

thy  side-^ 
— It  would  have  been  a  blessed  thing  together 

had  we  died ! 

"But  where  was  I  when  thou  didst  fid]  beneath 

the  fatal  sword  1 
Was  I  beside  the  sparkling  fount,  or  at  the  peace- 
ful boardl 
Or  singing  some  sweet  song  of  old,  in  the  shadow 

of  the  vine. 
Or  praying  to  the  saints  for  thee,  before  the  holy 

shrine  1 
And  thou  wert  lying  low  the  while,  the  life-d^ops 

firom  thy  heart 
Fast  gushing  tike  a  mountain-spring ! — and  couldst 

thou  thus  depart  1 
Couldst  thou  depart,  nor  on  my  lips  pour  out  thy 

fleeting  breath  t 
— Oh!  1  was  with  theb  but  in  joy,  that  should 

have  been  in  death ! 


"Yes!  I  was  with  thee  when  the  dance  through 

mazy  rings  was  led. 
And  when  the  lyre  and  voice  were  tuned,  and 

when  the  feast  was  spread; 
Bui  Aot  where  noble  blood  flowed  forth,  where 

sounding  javelins  flew — 
—Why  did  I  hear  love's  first  sweet  words,  and 

not  its  last  adieu? 
¥niat  now  can  breathe  of  gUdness  more,  mhaX 

9cm»j  what  hour,  what  tone  1 
The  blue  skies  fide  with  aU  their  lights,  they 

fi^  since  thou  art  gone! 
Bven  that  must'leave  roe,  that  still  fiice,  by  all  my 

tears  unmoved — 
—Take  me  fiom  this  dark  world  with  thee, 

lanthis!  my  beknred!" 
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A  w»il  wu  hMfd  uound  Uw  bed,  ^  daUb-bed 

of  ttw  joang, 
Amidat  ber  Mu*  the  Funanl  Chant  >  moninfU 

uilcr  lUDg, 
"laalluil  broUur  afm<rM>iil1 — oh!  won m now 

the  dayi 
That  Uoghed  unong  the  deep  gnea  hilla,  on  >n 

our  intuit  pUyiT 
Wben  we  two  apcntctl  bj  the  ttnuna,  or  tncked 

Ibem  to  thdr  norce, 
And  like  a  •tag's,  the  rockl  along,  WM  th;  fleet 

ftaiimcoDnel 
— I  mne  the  pioea  there  waTing  yet,  I  ace  the  lills 

I  we  thj  bounding  iCep  DO  more — mj  brother  uid 


GiBed ool thuioul'a  brigld  Bile i  tbe gentle buri, 
Which  tbroogh  the  aunahiiw  led  bith  ia&nl  ria[« 
To  where  the  Tioteti  lay;  the  tender  Toda  i 

That  eailieat  taught  them  what  deet'  melod; 
'  ITM  in  affsdiiAi'a  tonee.— Be  left  not  three. 
Happ7  the  weeper,  that  bat  weepe  to  pert 
With  alia  motber'a  loie  I— Abittenr  giiaf 
Wu  Ini — To-put  untpBCd/— of  her  nnlored^ 
That  ihould  have  breathed  upon  hji  heut,  iki 

Spring, 
Foetering  ila  jooiig  &int  flowml 

Yet  had  he  bieid^ 
And  die;  «rant  iinth  to  cheei  him  on  hia  waj 
Unto  tbe  paiting  apot — and  ahe  too  went, 
That  mottigT,  teuleaa  bt  hei  yomgeat  bom. 


"  I  come  with  flowen — tor  apring  u  oome  I- 

thial  art  thou  h«re7 
I  bring  tbe  gaiianda  ahe  hath  bioogfat,  1  oaet 

oatbybiarl 
Thou  ahouldit  be  crowned  with  lictotj'i  cnr 

but  oh  t  more  meet  Iheg  iBeni, 
The  Erat  faint  Tkikta  of  tbe  wood,  and  fihie  i 

More  meet  Ibr  one  m&aiij  loved,  and  laid  thna 

early  low— 
— Alw!  Ittw  eadl;  ileepa  thy  boa  anudit  tbe 

The  golden  glow  that  thrmtgh  thy  heart  waai 

fuch  joy  to  aend, 
— Wo,  that  it  Rsilea,  and  not  far  tlkte  I—my  bnthai 

and  my  friend  1" 


THE  PAKTma  SONG. 


A  roDTB  went  lorth  to  exile,  ftom  a  home 
Such  aa  to  early  thought  givce  imagea, 
Tbe  longeat  tieaaiued  and  moat  oft  recalled, 
Andbrighleat  kept,  of  love ; — a  moontain  home. 
That,  with  the  mumiBr  of  ita  rocking  pine* 
And  aoonding  watin,  firat  in  chiklhoad'a  bawt 
Wakea  the  deep  viae  of  nature  onto  joy, 
And  half  imeonacioQf  prayer ; — a  Qrecian  home. 
With  tbe  tranipaience  of  blue  akiea  o'erhung, 
And,  through  the  dimneaa  of  ila  oUte  ahadea. 
Catching  the  0aah  affiiiuitaina,  and  the  gbuu 
Of  ahining  pillan  from  the  (anea  of  old. 
And  thia  waa  what  be  Mt!— Yet  many  lean 
Pat  more:    the  glJManing  eye,  that  fliet  ficm 


Holy,  perchance,  of  yore,  far  cava  and  feaat 
Woethn^andawaet-voioedeclioeai  andahanv 
The  litenoe  of  the  Mart  atiD,  nppv  BeMOl 
Huiv  roond  the  enga  of  Pindua,  wbwe  they  «M* 
Their  crowning  inowa. — Upon  a  nek  he  ^ang, 
The  unbeioved  one,  bt  hia  home  to  gaie 
Through  the  wild  laurela  back ;  but  then  a  Gghl 
'     ~  tbe  alem  piond  aadneaa  irf  hia  eya, 

A  Budden  quivering  % ht,  and  from  hia  ^ 


^1 
I  hear  thee,  O  thoo  mdiing  atnam  I— Um'it 

ftota  my  rkatiTO  dell, 
Thou 'rt  faea^ngdMtee.a  nwamfb]  aowid— a  BB^ 

mur  of  &Towdl  I 
And  fiue  tfiee  weD — Bow(Hi,myBCraam1-4awai, 

thou  bright  and  bee  < 
1  do  but  dream  that  in  thy  voce  **■**  tme  hfn— *■ 

brmoi 
But  I  have  been  a  thing  ankmed,  ftixn  ddUhosA 

loringyeara, 
Anddieteflim  tiinin^aeial  to  IheB,fit  than  W 

known  my  tean) 
The  moimtaitta,  and  tbe  caTta,  and  than,  my  Hnl 

tcWB  have  known: 
The  weoda  can  leB  wlieM  Ike  hath  wept,  that  aw 


"  I  aee  thee  mice  agnn,  n^  hooie  I  Ooa  Vt  ItW 

anwlat  thy  nnea. 
And  dear  upon  thy  gteaming  nof  tlw  li^  of  an- 

It  ie  a  joyona  boor  wbeo  erc  a 


tram  ba^^bv 

llwmUMclQTCei 
—Ttw  booi  the  noOer  lin«a!— fer  mt  tubHi* 

bath  not  been; 
Yet  ever  in  it!  pntiile  mile,  Mm  aaTrt,  a  Um' 


LAYS  OF  MANY  LANDS. 


87 


et  betnty  o'er  my  fool  through  diitent 

iriDoom»- 

t  bat  as  the  detd,  to  thee,  ihall  I  be 

uy  hcMDel 


B  deed  I—no,  not  the  dead  I— We  ipeak 

m — we  keep 

lee,  like  light  that  muatiiot  fiide,  within 

■omadeep! 

Ven  the  lyre  thej  touched,  we  love  the 

By  song, 

rith eofteritep the  plaoe lAejf fiUed our 

uDongI 

It  like  Bound,  like  dew,  like  aught  that 

oneaith 

tt  mxnm  or  defight,  no  memory  of  its 

Mho  of  the  raek  a  Ihoonnd  soQgs  may 


le  is  a  IbrgoCten  Toiea — ^Woods,  moon- 
lMMBe,fittewelll 

well,  mother  I— I  ha^  borne  in  lonely 

tloog, 

lie  cnnent  of  my  tool  grows  pssaonate 

rong! 

spttk!  though  but  the  wind  that  wan- 
umigh  the  sky, 

>e  dark  deep-mstling  pines  and  rolling 
M  reply. 

II  speiik  1^-withm  my  bieast  whale'er 
teemed  to  be, 

a  hidden  foontof  bve,  thalwonld  ha^ 
dforthse! 

weald  have  goshed,  bat  thoo,  mj  m> 
thoo  hast  thrown 

the  finests  and  the  wilds  what  should 
been  thine  own  t 

ro  thee  wcB !  I  lea^  thee  not  in  loneB- 

opine, 

I  hMt  SODS  of  statelier  mien  and  fidror 

than  minel 

B  that  thoo  coulditnot  kyve  1— it  may  be. 


my  burning  heart  may  pieroe,  thnogh 
when  I  amgooel 

penhanee  mayst  weep  fix  him  on  whom 
ne'er  hast  — '"l«»'^| 

praTO  give  his  birthn^  back  to  thy  n»- 
ddukl! 

my  spirit  <A«ii  ntam,  and  *midst  Us  kin- 
IweO, 

tfb  its  thint  with  kyve's  fiee  team  I— lis 
lnam->&nweDr' 

reOr— the  eeho  dMd  with  that  deep 

1  not  so  the  late  lepsntant  pang 
itniii  qukkHiBd  in  the  niothflr's  biMst! 


Then  had  pasMd  many  changes  p*er  her  brow, 
And  cheel^  and  eye;  but  into  one  blight  flood 
Of  tean  at  last  all  melted^  and  she  fell 
On  the  glad  boeom  of  ber  chiM,  and  eiied 
"  Ketum,  return,  my  soni"—- the  echo  caught 
A  loneher  sound  than  song,  and  woke  igaiOi 
Murmuring — **  Return,  my  son  t" 


THE  SUUOTE  MOTHER. 


HisnlMwllaaFMKhLiftof  AU  FKba,  tlM  ssfwal  cT 

(he  Sulioie  women,  oo  the  advanoe  of  the  Turkkh  tnopeioio 
their  moumain  frtiM—i^ '— embted  oo  a  lofty  aummit,  am^ 
after  cfaantiDg  a  wild  aong,  pradpitated  themaelre^  with  their 
chiktaeo,  into  the  duMiB  below,  to  sToid  baoomiiv  the  dav« 
gftheeBBBOf. 


She  stood  upon  the  kftiest  peak, 

Amidst  the  dear  blue  sky, 
A  bitter  smile  was  on  her  cheek. 

And  a  dark  flash  in  her  eye. 

"  Dost  thou  see  them,  boyl— through  the  4usky 

pines 
Dost  thou  see  where  the  iberaan's  armoor  shinesi 
Hast  thou  caught  the  gleam  of  the  conqueror's 


My  babe,  that  I  cradled  on  my  breasti 
Wooldet  thou  spring  from  thy  mother's  aimi  with 

jqyl 
—That  sight  hath  cost  thee  a  lathery  boyl** 

For  in  the  rocky  strait  beneath, 

Lay  Suliote  are  and  son ; 
They  had  heaped  high  the  pOes  of  doHlh 

Befiiro  the  pass  was  won. 

*' They  had  croaMd  the  torrent,  and  on  they  eoms! 
Wo  §of  thf^  mountain  heiuth  and  home! 
Thero,  where  the  hunter  laid  by  his  spear. 
There,  where  the  lyre  hath  been  sweet  to  hear. 
There,  where  I  sang  thee,  fidr  babel  to  sleepy 
Nought  but  the  bkod-stain  our  trace  shall  keepP 

And  now  the  horn's  loud  bkst  was  heard. 

And  now  the  cymbal's  dang, 
Till  even  the  upper  air  was  s&red, 

As  diff  and  hollow  rang. 

"Hark!  they  bring  muik,  my  joyous  child  I 
What  saith  the  trumpet  to  SuH's  wild! 
Doth  it  light  thine  eye  with  so  quick  a  flre. 
As  if  at  a  glance  of  thine  armed  sirel 
— Stilll— be  thoa  still!— there  are  brate  men  low— 
Thoa  wouldst  not  smile  couldst  thou  see  him 
nowl" 

But  nearer  came  the  dash  of  steel, 
And  kmder  swelled  tfaa  horn. 
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And  fiurther  yet  the  tamboor'ajaeal 
Through  the.  dark  pa»  wtJvom€. 

• 

"  Hearest  thoa  the  aoun^  of  their  laTage  mirth  1 
— Boy!  thou  wert  free  when  I  gave  thee  biith,^' 
Free^  and  how  cherished,  my  warrior's  son! 
He  too  hath  blessed  thee,  as  I  have  done! 
Ay,  and  onchained.must  his  loved  ones  be— 
Fieedom,  young  Suliote!  finr  thee  and  me!" 

And  from  the  arrowy  peak  she  sprung, 

And  fitft  the  fair  child  bore, 
A  veil  upon  the  wind  was  flung, 

A  cry— 4aid  all  was  o'er! 


THE  FAREWELL  TO  THE  DEAD. 


TIm  following  piece  ie  founded  on  a  beaatifu]  part  of  the 
Graelc  funeral  eenrioe,  in  wliieh  ralativei  and  frieiadi  are  in- 
▼bed  to  embnce  the  deceeasd  (wlxae  iaoe  ie  aacoTerad)  and 
to  bid  their  final  adieo. 

Bee  Ckrittian  Buearchea  in  the  Mediterranean, 

• 

nieluurdtolayintotneeanh 


A  countenance  80  benign  I  a  form  tluu  waUced 
But  jeiterday  so  etaiely  o'er  tlie  earth  I 

WUeon, 


Come  near!— ere  yet  the  dust 
Soil  the  bright  paleness  of  the  settled  brow. 
Look  on  your  brother,  and  embrace  him  now. 

In  still  tmd  solemn  trustr 
Come  near! — once  more  Jet  kindred  lips  be  pressed 
On  his  cold  cheek;  then  bear  him  to  his  rest! 

Look  yet  on  this  young  face! 
What  shall  the  beauty,  from  amongst  Xm  gone, 
Leave  of  its  image,  even  where  most  it  shone, 

GHaddening  its  hearth  and  racel 
Dim  grows  the  semblance  on  man's  heart  im- 


Ye  weep,  and  it  is  well ! 
For  tears  befit  earth's  partings! — Yesterday 
Song  was  upon  the  lips  of  this  pale  day. 

And  sunshine  seemed  to  dwell 
Where'er  he  nwved — the  welcome  and  the 

edi 
— Nowgaae!  and  bear  the  silent  unto  rest! 

Look  yet  on  him,  whose  eye 
Meets  yours  no^more,  in  sadness  or  in  miithl 
Was  he  not  fair  an^dst  the  sons  of  eaith, 

The  beings  born  to  diel 
— But  not  where  death  has  povrer  may  lote  U 


Come  near,  and  bear  the  beautiful  to  rest! 


Come  near!  and  bear  ye  the  beloved  to  reit! 

How  may  the  mother's  heart 
Dwell  on  her  son,  and  dare  to  hope  againi 
The  spring's  rich  promise  hath  been  given  in  thb, 

The  lovely  must  depart  1 
Is  he  not  gone,  our  brightest  and  our  besti 
Come  near!  and  bear  the  early-called  to  leitl 

Look  on  him!  is  he  laid 
To  slumber  from  the  harvest  or  the  cliasel 
— Too  still  and  sad  the  smile  upon  his  fiioe, 

Yet  that,  even  that,  must  fiule ! 
Death  holds  not  long  unchanged  his  frdrest  goeit, 
Come  near!  and  bear  the  mortal  to  his  reit! 

His  voice  of  mirth  had  ceased 
Amidst  the  vineyards  1  there  is  left  no  place 
For  him  whose  dust  receives  your  vain  embnee, 

At  the  gay  bridal  feast ! 
Elarth  must  take  earth  to  moulder  on  her  brcait; 
Come  near !  weep  o'er  him!  bearliim  to  hii  mi! 

Yet  mourn  ye  not  as  they 
Whose  spirit's  light  is  quenched! — ^for  him  tl» 

pak 
Is  sealed.    He  may  not  fall,  he  may  not  cast 

His  birthright's  hope  away! 
All  is  not  here  of  otir  beloved  and  blessed— 
—Leave  ye  the  sleeper  with  his  Qod  to  rest! 
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Sfie  Sbiese  of  WuUncUi. 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 


Jodicio  ha  dado  eata  no  Tiata  hazana 
Del  valor  que  en  kv  aigloi  Teziideroa 
Tendrto  ks  Hiioe  de  la  fuerte  E^MUia, 
Hijoa  de  lal  padret  herederoa. 

Halld  aob  en  Numancla  todo  quanto 

Debe  coo  juaio  Utulo  cantane. 

T  k)  que  poede  dar  materia  al  canta 

Numanda  de  Cervqnte*. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


tory  of  Spain  records  two  inttances  of 
and  selMevcdng  heroiflm,  which  foxms 

of  the  following  dramatic  poem.  The 
le  occurred  at  the  siege  of  Tarifa,  which 
led  in  1294  for  Sancho,  King  of  Castile, 
rebellion  of  his  brother,  Don  Joan,  by 
;nmamed  the  GKwd  *  The  second  is 
Alonzo  Lopez  de  Texeda,  who,  until 
I  had  been  utterly^  disabled  by  pestilence, 

the  city  of  Zamora  for  the  children  of 

the  Cruel,  against  the  forces  of  Hen- 
rastamara.t 

re  as  were  the  drcumstanees  which 
id  both  these  memorable  sieges,  it  ap- 
lie  author  of  the  following  pages  that  a 
rest,  as  well  as  a  stronger  colour  of  na- 
ight  be  imparted  to  the  scenes  in  which 
4y  attempted  **  to  describe  high  passions 
ctions ;"  by  connecting  a  religious  feel- 
te  patriotism  and  high-minded  lojralty 
thus  been  proved  "  &ithful  unto  death,** 
rounding  her  ideal  dranuUia  per»oruB 
itdoDB  derived  from  the  hennc  legends 

chivalry.  She  has,  for  this  reason, 
be  agency  of  imaginary  characters,  and 
"  Valencia  del  dd''  as  the  scene  to 

"  a  local  habltatka  and  a  nama." 


RAMATIS  PERSONiB. 
NX4LSZ,   Qovemor  qf  Valencia. 
I    .  .  .  fiit  Stms. 

%y  .  ,  ,  *  A  JPriett, 

iA  Moorieh  Prince,  Chitfqf 
the  armybetieging  Valencia, 

A  Spaniah  Knight, 

.....  W\fe  to  ChnxaUz, 

Ber  Daughter, 

An  Attendant. 

zene,  Solditn^  Attendante,  ^, 

UM^  (^  Wdas  da  Eapandea  oalebm^"  p.  61 
tates  to  Boyiliey*s  «<Chioiilcb  of  diB  dd.** 


THE  SIEGE  OP  VALENCIA. 

SCKNB — ROOM  IN  ▲  PALACE  OP  VALENCIA. 

XDfEN  A  ainglnc  to  a  lote^ 

BALLAD. 

"  Thou  hast  not  been  with  a  festal  throngs 

At  the  pouring  of  the  wine ; 
Men  bear  not  from  the  Mall  of  Song, 
A  mien  so  dark  as  thine ! 
— There's  blood  upon  thy  shield, 
There's  dust  upon  thy  plume, 
— Thou  hast  brought,  from  some  disastroui  field, 
That  brow  of  wrath  and  gloom !" 

■ 

**  And  is  there  blood. upon  my  shield? 

— Maiden !  it  well  may  be ! 
We  have  sent  the  streams  from  our  battlfr>field, 
All  darkened  to  the  sea! 
We  have  given  the  founts  a  stain, 
'Midst  their  woods  of  ancient  pine ; 
And  the  ground  is  wet—but  not  with  rain, 
Deep-dyed — but  not  with  wine  I 


"  The  ground  is  wet— but  not  with 

We  have  been  in  war  array, 
And  the  noblest  blood  of  Christian  Spain 
Hath  bathed  her  soil  to^y. 
I  have  seen  the  strong  man  die, 
And*the  stripling  meet  his  fate. 
Where  the  roountain-tvinds  go  sounding  by. 
In  the  Ronoesvalles'  Strait 

"  In  the  gkxnny  RoncesvaUes'  Strait 
There  are  helms  and  lances  cleft ; 
And  they  that  moved  at  mom  elate 
On  a  bed  of  heath  are  left! 
There's  many  a  fiur  young  iaoe 
Which  the  war  steed  hath  gone  o'er; 
At  many  a  board  there  is  kept  a  place 
For  those  that  come  no  more  I" 

<<  Alas  I  for  love,  for  woman's  breast, 

If  wo  like  this  must  be ! 
—Hast  thou  seen  a  youth  with  an  eagle  creit. 
And  a  white  plume  waving  free  1 
With  his  proud  quick  flashing  eye, 
And  his  mien  of  knightly  state? 


i 
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DoUi  he  ocwne  from  where  the  iworfa  flwhed  higb, 
In  the  RoncesiraDes'  StnitT' 

"  In  the  gloomy  RoncesTalles*  Strait 

I  nw  and  marked  him  well; 
For  nobly  on  hie  iteed  he  late, 
When  the  pride  of  manhood  fell ! 
—But  it  is  not  youth  which  tumf 
From  the  field  of  ipean  again ; 
For  the  boy's  high  heart  too  wildly  bunie 
Till  it  rests  amidat  the  abin  r 

"Thou  eanat  not  say  that  he  lies  Ipw, 

The  lovely  and  the  brave ! 
OhI  none  oould  look  on  his  joyooe  biovr, 
And  think  upon  the  grave  I 
Dark,  dark  perchance  the  day 
Hath  been  with  vakyur's  late, 
But  ^  is  on  his  homeward  way, 
From  the  RoncesvaUes*  Strait!" 

"  There  is  dust  upon  his  joyous  hiow, 

And  o'er  his  graceful  head ; 
And  the  war-hmse  will  not  wake  him  now, 
Though  it  bruise  his  greensward  bed ! 
_I  have  seen  the  stripling  die. 
And  the  strong  man  meet  his  £ite, 
Where  the  mountain-winds  go  sounding  by, 
In  the  Roncesvalles'  Strait!" 


ELmNA-enteni 
Elmina,    Your  songs  are  not  as  those  of  other 

Mine  own  Xjuisna !— Where  is  now  the  young 
And  buoyant  spirit  of  the  morn,  which  once 
Breathed  in  your  spring-like  mekidies,  and  woke 
Joy's  echo  from  all  heaitsi 

Ximena,  My  mother,  this 
Is  not  the  free  air  of  our  mountain-wilde; 
And  these  are  not  the  haUs^  wherein  my  loioe 
First  powed  those  gladdening  strains. 

Elmina.  Alas!  thy  heart 
(I  see  it  wen)  doth  sicken  fix  the  pure 
Fiee-wandering  bfeeies  of  the  joyous  hiDs, 
Whete  thy  young  brothen,  o'er  the  rock  and  heath, 
Bound  in  glad  boyhood,  e'en  as  torrent-stieams 
Leap  brightly  from  the  heights.    Had  wenot  been 
Within  these  walls  thus  euddenly  begirt, 
Thou  shouUsI  have  trtcked  ere  now,  with  step  as 

light, 
Their  wild  wood-paths. 

Xhnena,  1  would  not  bat  have  shaved 
These  houn  of  wo  and  peril,  though  the  deep 
And  solemn  Mfaigs  wakening  at  their  vofee, 
Chdm  aUthe  wioQ^i^p  spirit  to  themsehrae. 
And  will  not  blend  with  mirth.    Thestormdoth 

hiHh 
AH  floating  whispery  soundj  all  Uid-notes  wild 
O*  th' summer  forest,  filfing  earth  and  heaven 
With  its  own  awiul  muric— And  'tis  weltf 
ShooU  not  ft  hero's  chUd  be  traiDicid  to  hear 


The  trumpet's  blast  unstartled,  and  to  look 
In  the  fixed  &ce  of  Death  without  dismayl 
Elmina.  Wo !  wo !  that  aught  so  gentle  and  m 

young 
Should  thus  be  caUed  to  stand  i' the  tempest's  pitk, 

And  bear  the  token  and  the  hue  of  death 
On  a  bright  soul  so  soon !  I  had  not  shrunk 
From  mine  own  kA,  but  thou,  my  child,  sbooUA 

move 
As  a  light  bieeie  of  heaven,  through  sQmlM^ 

bowers, 
And  not  o'er  foammg  biDowB.    We  are  fiJhi 

On  dark  and  evil  days! 

Ximena,  Ay,  days,  that  wake 
All  to  their  tasks !— Youth  may  not  kiter  now 
In  the  gieen  walks  of  spring;  and  womanhood 
Is  summoned  into  conflicts,  heretofixe 
The  kit  of  warrior  souls.    But  we  will  take 
Our  toils  upon  us  nobly!  Strength  is  bom 
In  the  deep  silence  of  kmg-suflering  heaits; 
Not  amidst  Joy. 

Elmina.  Hast  thou  some  secret  wo 
That  thus  thou  speak'stl 

Ximena.  What  sonow  Aould  be  inine, 

Unknown  to  thee  1 

Elmina.  Alas!  the  baleful  air 
Wherewith  the  pestilence  in  darknees  walks 
Through  the  devoted  city,  like  a  blight 
Amidst  the  rose-tinU  of  thy  cheek  hath  falTn, 
And  wrought  an  early  withering !— Thou  be* 

crossed 
The  paths  of  Death,  and  ministered  to  those 
O'er  whom  his  shadow  rested,  till  thine  eye 
HatlLchanged  its  gUncing  sunbeam  fat  a  iliH, 
Deep,  solemn  radiance,  and  thy  brow  hath  eaoglH 
A  wild  and  high  ezpressioo,  which  at  times 
Fades  unto  desolate  calmneas,  most  unlike 
What  youth's  bright  mien  should  wear.  MjCi» 

tie  child! 
lk)okontheeuifi»r! 

Ximena.  Thou  hast  no  cause 
To  fear  for  me.    When  the  wild  dash  of  ^ed, 
And  the  deep  tambour,  and  the  heavy  rtep 
Of  armed  men,  break  on  our  morning  dreams; 
When,  hour  by  hour,  the  noble  and  the  bravs 
Are  falling  roimd  us,  and  we  deem  it  much 
To  give  them  fbneral-rites,  and  caB  tlwoi  biert 
If  the  good  sword,  in  its  own  stormy  hoar. 
Hath  done  its  work  upon  them,  ere  diaeaM 
Had  chilled  their  fieiy  blood  ;-it  it  no  tiiM 
Far  the  light  mien  wherevritfi,  in  happkr  hoon, 
We  tiod  the  WDoAand  masBS,  when  young  leaves 

Werewhwperinginthegalev— MyFathcreaac»- 
Oh!  speak  of  me  no  mora.    I  would  not  alMids 
His  princely  aspect  wkh  ft  dkMO«hl  1ms  high 
Thanhisproud 
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bom  this  day's  Coil !— It  is  the  hour 
ladows,  as  they  deepen,  bring  repose 
reaiymen;  and  wilt  not  thou 
nailed  boeom  from  the  eonlet's  weight, 
;  &0  of  e¥e> 
X  There  may  be  test 
«d  peasant,  when  the  lesper  bsD 
him  to  his  cabin,  and  beneath 
jmI  olife,  he  may  at  at  eve, 
fab  ehildien's  sport:  bat  onto  him 
M  the  watch-pboe  on  the  mountain- 


t. 

anwn  lets  loose  the  storms  thai  chasten 

8 

eaksofresti 
I.  My  father,  shaU  I  fill 
cop  fi>r  thy  lips,  or  bring  the  kite 
mds  thon  lorcatl 
*.  If  there  be  strains  of  power 
I  spirit,  which  in  triumphant  sooni 
iff  natare*8  feebleness,  and  hold 
areer  unshackled,  dashing  down 
fend  thoughts  to  earth ;  ^ve  tofee  to 

I  of  soeh,  Ximena  1  we  most  hear 

I  music  now. 

.  I  know  all  high 

IBS  of  the  eUer  time, 

m  moontain-Chiistians,(l)in  the  holds 

lasting  hub,  whose  sn^ws  yet  beaf 

Bf  Freedom V  step;  and  aU  wiki  strains 

lie  dark  serranos*  teach  the  rocks 

ne  feiests  deeply  to  reeound 

of  bter  champions.  Woukbt  thou  hear 

»g  of  thine  ancestor,  the  Cidi 

V.  Ay,  speak  of  him ;  for  in  that  name 


ght  reseoe  kingdomsl  Speakofhimt 
children!  Th^  that  can  bok  back 
lof  their  houae  on  snch  a  name, 
I  they  take  dishonour  by  the  hand, 
le  threshold  of  their  fetbn's  halb 
ler  as  a  guest? 
Oh,whybthb1 
Bart  sinks! 

r.  It  must  not  feO  thee  yef , 
f  heroes! — thine  inheritance 
lo  meet  all  confficts.   Thou  canst  nam- 

fine  of  gbffbus  ancestry 
igfal  ofiering  of  whose  Uood  hath  made 
I  it  bathed  e*en  as  an  altar,  whence 
hts  shall  rise  for  ever.    Bore  they  not, 
e  and  sword,  their  witness  of  the  Cross, 
itofioos  inspiration  girt 
onqueror's  robe,  till  th'  infidel 
kiank  back  before  theml— Ay,  the  eaith 


Doth  call  them  martyrs,  but  M^r  agonies 
Were  of  a  moment,  tortures  whose  brief  aim 
Was  to  destroy,  within  whose  powers  and  scope 
Lay  naught  but  diMt->-And  earth  doth  caU  thorn 
martynl 

Why,  Beaten  bat  cbhned  their  bbod,  their  livH^ 
andnot 

The  things  which  grow  as  tendiib  loond  their 

hearts; 
No,  not  their  cfaikkenl 

Blmina.     Meanest    thool— knowest    thoa 
aught  1 — 
I  caiuiot  atter  it— My  sons!  my  sons! 
Is  it  of  themi— Oh!  wookbt  thou  speak  of  themi 
Chnxakz.  A  mother's  he%rt  divineth  bat  toe 
weU! 

Elmina.  Speak,  I  adjure  theel— I  can  bear  it 
all.— 
Where  are  my  chibhenl 

(knzalez.  In  the  Moorish  camp 
Whoss  lines  have  girt  the  city. 

Ximena.  But  they  live  1 
—All  b  not  bet,  my  mother! 

Blmina.  Say,  they  live. 

GonsaUt.  Efanina,  still  they  liva. 

Blmina.  But  captives !— They 
Whom  my  fond  heart  had  imagined  to  itself 
Bounding  firom  cliff  to  cliff  amidst  the  wikb 
Where  the  rock-eagb  seemed  not  more  secan 
In  its  rBJoidngkfireedoml—And  my  boys 
Are  captives  with  the  Moor  1— Oh!  how  was  thbl 

Ocnxalex.  Alas!  oar  bsave  Alphonso^  in  the 
pride 
Of  boyish  daring,  left  our  mountain-halls, 
With  hb  young  brother,  eager  to  behold 
The  face  of  nobb  war.    Thence  on  their  way 
Were  the  rash  wanderers  captured. 

Blmina.  'Tb  enough. 
— ^And  when  shall  they  be  ransomed? 

Oanzalex.  There  b  asked 
A  ransom  &r  too  high. 

Blmina.  What!  have  we  wealth 
Which  might  redeem  a  monarch,  and  oar  sons 
The  whib  wear  fetters?— Take  thou  all  fiir  them, 
And  we  vrill  cast  our  worthless  grandeur  finxn  us, 
As  twere  a  cumbrous  robe ! — Why,  thoa  art  one, 
To  whose  high  natore  pomp  hath  ever  been 
But  as  the  plumage  to  a  warrior's  helm. 
Worn  or  thrown  off  as  light^.    And  for  me^ 
Thou  knowest  not  how  serenely  I  could  take 
The  pessant's  bt  upon  me,  so  my  heart, 
Amidst  its  deep  affections  ondirturbed, 
May  dwell  in  silence. 

Ximena.  Fatlier!  doubt  thou  not 
But  we  will  bind  ourselves  to  poverty, 
With  gbd  devotedness,  if  thb,  but  this^ 
May  win  them  back. — Distrust  us  not,  my  fethsl 
We  can  bear  all  things. 
I     ChnsnUx.  Can  ja  bear  disgrace? 
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Ximeno.  WtintBaatbomhrak. 
ffinuolM.  No,  (hoa  ntM  w«ll! 
Hah)  to  tbit  loftj  bith.— M;  wife,  ipj  child  I 
Htth  eulh  no  tnuurea  ribhet  than  the  genu 
Torn  from  her  tecnt  cavenu  1 — If  fay  Ibem 
Chains  ma;  be  rirai,  then  tet  the  caftire  apiiiig 
Bejoidng  to  the  lighl ! — Bui  he,  for  whom 
Freedom  and  hfe  ma;  but  be  worn  with  ahame, 
Hath  nought  to  do,  wn  (nil«i<1;  to  Gi 
Hii  atead&at  look  on  the  nujeitic  heanu, 
And  pfDudljdiel 

Cimtiu.  Goiiiaks,uAomiut  diel 

thiuaitt  (hurrbdly).  The;  on  whoM  lirca 
feaiful  price  i*  eet. 
But  to  be  paid  bj  tieaaanl — la  "t  enonghl 
Oi  miNt  I  jel  leek  wordil 

Blmina.  That  h>ok  laith  mon  I 
TboD  canet  not  mean 

Oonialei,  I  do)  whj  dweOe  there  not 
Power  in  a  giance  to  speak  itl — Thej  miut  die  I 
Tboj— must  their  oantM  be  lold— Ourmumui 

Cnleeslyielilthedtfl 

Ximtna.  Ohl  lookopl 
Mjr  tiiDther,  nnk  not  thusl — Until  the  giaTe 
Shut  fioiD  QUI  nghl  its  vietinis,  tliere  is  hope. 

Elminafin  a  loa  Toicr).  Whose  knell  was  ii 
the  brmel^-Tfo,  no,  not  theirt! 
Whose  was  tbe  bleaed  nnce  that  spoke  orhopel 
— And  there  it  hope ! — I  will  not  tM  sabdued — 
I  will  not  hear  a  whi>peT  of  despair ! 
For  Nature  is  sQ  powerflil,  and  her  breath 
Mo*ea  like  a  quickening  spirit  o'er  the  depths 
Within  a  fsther's  heart.— Thou  too,  Qonialel, 
Will  lelt  me  there  is  hopel 

Ooniaiti  (nlemn/y).  Hope  but  in  Him 
Who  bade  the  patriarch  laj  hia  fair  fating  ion 
Bound  on  the  shrine  of  saciifice,  and  when 
The  bright  pteel  quirend  in  the  hlhei'a  hand 
Just  railed  toatrike,  seal  forth  his  awful  nnee* 
Tbroogb  the  still  clouds,  and  on  tlie  breathless  ajr. 
Commanding  to  Withhold  1 — E^arth  hia  no  hope, 
It  rests  with  Him. 

Eltnina.   Ttani  canst  not  tell  me  thial 
Then  &ther  of  m;  eons,  within  wboae  balds 
Doth  lie  thj  children's  fate. 

Oonxaltx,  If  tliere  haTebeen 
Hen  in  whose  bosoms  Nature's  imee  hath  made 
Its  accents  as  the  scJitarr  aaund 
Of  an  o'erpowering  torrent,  nlendng 
Th'  austere  and  yet  divine  TemunstTatiees 
Whispeied  b;  &ilh  and  honour,  lift  Ihj  hands. 
And,  to  that  Heaven,  which  ansa  the  bnre  with 

Pray,  thai  the  fatber  of  thy  sons  may  ne'er 
Be  thus  found  wanting  < 

Eimina.  Then  their  doom  is  sealed  I 
Thou  wih  not  save  thy  childrenT 

GotaaUx.  Hast  thou  cause, 


Wiftof  myyonthi  to  deem  it  Ike  witlun 
The  bounds  of  povible  things,  that  I  should  bit 
My  name  to  thai  word— Imitor  ?— They  that  d^ 
On  Ihdr  proud  battle-fields,  thv  nres  and  mine, 
Died  not  for  this  I 

Eimina.  Oh,  cold  and  hard  of  heart! 
Thou  sbouldst  be  bom  for  empire,  nnce  thy  ml 
Thus  lightly  from  all  hnman  bonds  can  frie 
Its  haughty  flight  I — MenI  men  !  too  much  is  ymli 
Of  Tsntstge;  ye,  that  with  a  aoand,  a  breath, 
A  shadow,  thus  can  All  the  deeolate  apsice 
Of  rooted  up  afiections,  o'er  whose  mid 
Oui  yeanling  hearts  must  witberl — So  it  is. 
Dominion  must  be  won  I — Nay,  lea*e  ms  not— 
My  heart  u  bursting,  and  I  niuJ  be  heard ! 
Heaven  hath  given  power  to  moital  agony 
As  to  the  elements  in  their  hour  of  might 
And  mutery  o'er  uealian ! — Who  shall  dars 
To  mock  that  leaifiil  strength  t— I  miwl  be  baldl 
Give  me  my  eons ! 

Anuofei,  That  th^  may  Hie  to  hide 
With  covering  handath'itidignantBuahofdisBl 
~    their  young  blows,  when  nva  shaS  speak  tf 

They  called  their  fttherl— Was  thn  calh,  i4sn- 

\ja  th'  altar  of  my  faith,  I  bound  mjaelf, 
With  an  answening  spirit  .to  maintain, 
This  free  and  christian  city  for  my  God, 
And  for  my  king,  a  writing  traced  oo  aandl 
That  pasaionate  tears  should  wash  U  fiiai  At 

earth, 
Or  e'en  the  Bfe-dtopa  of  a  lilnniliiig  heart 

IS  a  billow  Bweepa  away 
The  last  light  vesHl's  wakel— Then  oevs  n»l 
man's  deep  vows  be  trusted  I — IhonghcsdoMJ 
By  all  th'  sppeals  of  high  remembraooea. 
And  alent  claims  o'  th'  sepulehne,  whnein 
Hi*  latben  with  their  stainlsa  gkiry  ^esf!. 
On  their  good  swards !    Thinkst  tboa  /Mm 

pangs  1 
He  that  bath  given  mesons,  doth  know  IIm  LsH 
Whose  treasurea  be  recalls.— Of  this  do  mm, 
'Tis  vain.    1  teD  thee  that  th'  inviolato  cna 
our  ancient  templea,  most  look  of 
Through  the  bh»  heavens  of  S«in,  thoi^  H  ■« 

foot 
I  perish,  with  my  race.    Thon  daresl  not  sA 
That  I,  the  son  of  warrion— men  who  died 
To  Gi  it  on  that  proud  supmnacy — 
Should  tear  the  ^gn  of  our  vicUHiDoa  faith 
From  its  liigh  place  of  aunbeama,  fot  the  Hm 
In  impious  Joy  to  trample ! 
Etmirut.  Sooni  me  not 

I  mineeitreme  of  misery! — Thoo  aitstnmg— 
Thy  heart  ii  nrA  as  mine. — Mj  brain  gtows  wiU; 
I  know  mt  what  I  ask  I— Ajid  yet  twen  bat 
Antidpaliog  ftte    since  it  maal  bll. 
That  craB  mtisl  UI  at  laaH'TlMra i«  no  pom. 
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in  thk  dty  of  the  grave, 
lace  on  iiigh.    Her  sultry  air 
ily  of  death,  her  warriors  sink 
ancient  banners,  ere  the  Moor 
i  bow  againat  them;  for  the  shaft 
Sies  moie  swiftly  to  its  mark, 
»w  of  the  desert    Even  the  skies 
desolate  splendour  of  her  domee 
nen's  aspect,  shaping  forth, 
^iouds,  wild  menacing  forms  and  signs 
tin.    Man  might  be  withstood, 
1  cope  with  famine  and  disease, 
id  with  aimed  foesi — Where  now 

ig-promised  lances  of  Castilel 

taken,  in  our  utmost  need, 

J  earth  forsaken! 

If  this  be, 

ill  not  deem  it)  we  most  faU 

n  severe  devotedness 

their  part,  and  bound  themselves  to 

,  conviction  that  their  suffering  land, 

x)d  of  martyrdom  alone,. 

reiancedown. 

hi  I  have  stood 

ifough  tlie  beating  storms  of  life, 

;  heart  of  unrepining  love, 

easant*s  mate  doth  cheerily, 

1  vineyard,  or  the  harvest-field, 

art,  sustain  with  him  the  heat 

f  the  day; — But  now  the  hour, 

ur  is  come,  when  human  strength 

.  toil-worn  pilgrim,  in  thti  dust, 

ivo  is  mightier! — Spare  me  yet 

p,  my  husband ! — Let  not  her, 

f  the  lovely,  sit  and  mourn 

lied  home,  a  broken  stem, 

roses  dying! 

Urge  me  not. 

tough  all  sharp  eonfficts  bast  been 

ve  man's  love,  oh  !>  urge  me  not 
ich  through  the  midst  of  blinding 

!f  thou  seest  not  1 — Death  may  scarce 

ikethb! 

J),  all  thy.  gentle  face, 

beings  that  around  thee  grew, 

unshinel  Wilt  thpu  doom  themalH 

by  daugfatei^-doth  her  smile  un- 

e,  with  its  radiance,  day  by  day  1 

rathering  round  her— eeest  thou  not  1 

onefli  of  the  spoiler's  breath 

T  beauty,  and  the  &ce  which  made 

of  our  hearts,  now  doth  but  send 

^nee,  deep  bodings  through  the  soul, 

lyfiOe. 


OcnzaUz,  I  see  a  change 
Far  nobler  on  her  biow ! — She  is  as  one. 
Who,  at  the  trumpet's  sudden  call,  hath  risen 
From  the  gay  banquet,  and  in  scorn  cast  down  * 
The  wine-cup,  and  the  garland,  and  the  lute 
Of  festal  hours,  for  the  good  spear  and  helm. 
Beseeming  sterner  tasks, — Her  eye  hath  kist 
The  beam  which  laughed  upon  th'  awakening 

heart. 
E'en  as  mom  breaks  o'er  earth.    But  fer  within 
Its  full  dark  orb,  a  light  iiath  sprung,  whose  source 
Lies  deeper  in  the  soul.»And  let  the  torch 
Which  but  illumed  the  glittering  pageant,  fede! 
The  altai^flame,  i'  th'  sanctuary's  recess. 
Bums  quenchless^  being  of  heaven! — She  hath 

put  on 
Courage,  and  faith,  and  generous  constancy. 
Even  as  a  breastplate-^ Ay,  men  look  on  bnr, 
As  she  goes  forth  serenely  to  her  tasks, 
Binding  the  warrior's  wounds,  and  bearing  fresh 
Cool  drai%hts  to  fevered  lips ;  they  look  on  her, 
Thus  moving  in  her  beautiful  array 
Of  gentle  fortitude,  and  Mess  the  fair 
Majestic  vision,  and  onmurmuring  tum 
Unto  their  heavy  toils. 

Elmina.  And  seest  thou  not 
In  that  high  faith  and  strong  coUectednese, 
A  fearful  inspiration  1 — 7%«y  have  cause 
To  tremble,  who  behold  th'  unearthly  light 
Of  high,  and,  it  may  be,  prophetic  thought. 
Investing  youth  with  grandeur  I — ^From  the  grave 
It  rises,  on  whose  shadowy  brink  thy  chiM 
Waits  but  a  father's  hand  to  snatch  her  back 
Into  the  laughing  sunshine. — Kneel  with  me, 
Ximena,  kneel  beside  me,  and  implore 
That  which  a  deeper,  more  prevaUing  voice 
Than  oun doth  a«k,  and  will  not  be  denied; 
— His  children's  lives ! 

XifMna,  Alas !  this  may  not  be, 
Mother! — I  can  not  [Exii  Ximena, 

OonzaUz.  My  heroic  child ! 
— A  terrible  sacrifiop  thou  daimest,  O  Qod  I 
From  creatures  in  whose  agonizing  hearts 
Nature  is  strong  as  death! 

Elmina,  Is't  thus  in  thine  1 
Away! — what  time  is  given  thee  to  resolve 
On  ?-->what  I  cannot  utter! — Speak!  thou  knowest 
Too  well  what  I  would  say. 

Gonzalez.  Until — ask  not! 
The  time  is  brief. 

Elmina.  Thou  saidst — I  heard  not  right— 

Oonzalez.  The  time  b  brief 

Elmina.  What!  must  we  burst  all  ties 
Wherewith  the  thrilling  chords  of  life  are  twined; 
And,  for  this  task's  fulfilment,  can  it  be 
That  man,  in  his  cold  hearUessness,  hath  dared 
To  number  and  to  mete  us  forth  the  sands 
Of  hours,  nay,  moments  I— Why  the  sentenced 
wretch, 
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To  wnD  hie  turtMilaDt  fttmoat  horn  Um  •radi 

Hb  |iiiw I  doth  poUntal— It  ii  not  thvl 

Wb  mMt  b«T*  TioB  to  KtMot  xm. 

QvKnia.  Ws  bkT*  bat 
To  bow  tlw  ba^  in  Mtas»,  wiMa  Hawen'i  i 
CiBi  bMk  the  thingi  wa  lo>^ 

ftnUiUL  Lonlkml— thinuwacAnilM 
gentle  wotd^ 
And  tbere  tra  bcca,  ikUAil  to  pot  on 
The  look  we  truM  in— uid  tk  mockny  lUI 


IdkII  thiicalduuihDaowwaild,  no  Ibnm 
Of  deep,  itnng,  deithleot  lore,  Mia  thit  within 
A  nwther'i  heut.— It  a  hot  priila,  whnewitk 
To  hb  Gur  Ml  lbs  bttwr^  «;•  doth  tun, 
WMelmig  hu  growth.    A7,  on  the  boj'ha  looki, 
The  bright  glad  ctaatnrB  atringing  in  hii  path 
But  w  thebciiof  h)egi«*t  wune,  Um  jonng 
And  Maldj  tne,  wboaa  iMJng  Mttngth  an  long 
BbaU  beu  hia  Itopbiea  wciL— And  thii  i*  kml 
Hiia  i*  Bun'*  kmt— What  muWI— yav  ta'ar 

Year  bnMl  the  piDowof  )ua  itStnej, 
Wbife  to  Iht  fiihwaa  of  jDOt  haufa  gbd  bwTC^ 
Ha  &ii  ohedc  naa  uid  Ul;  and  hia  bright  hair 
Wand  aoM7  to  juu  bmalhl— Vn  ita'et  kapt 


And  mom,  all  danfiog,  aa  in  triompb,  broke 
On  jonr  dim  weary  ejre;  not  yawi  the  face 
Whkh,  tmAj  Ued  Ihroogh  fond  care  be  hiiB, 
Hnng  o'ei  hk  deap,  and  dnlj  aa  HeaTen'a  Ught, 
Waa  then  to  gnet  hia  walunlngt     ¥•«  ne'er 


Hia  oouch,  ne'er  aang  him  to  hia  roe;  net, 
Cai^ht  hia  IcHtwhiqier.whM  hia  voice fiom; 
Had  lawmedaoltntlennee;  pwiil  yoarlip  to  hia 
Whan  (ever  patched  it;  huilwdhia  wajwaid 
With  patient,  vigilant,  Dem-waariad  lore  I 
Nol  tbeae  Me  vMun'*   laAal— la  tbMa    bee 

yooth, 
And  bloom  of  cheek,  and  booTanc;  of  faaait, 
Bteal  Irom  her  all  immAil  | — Uj  bdje  I  mtf 

hajt\ 
Hath  *ain  aflection  home  with  all  br  Ibil  1 
— Why  were  je  pnm  me  1 

Onualcx.  la  there  atm^th  in  man 
Thoa  to  (DdareY— That  thou  cooldal  lead  thitf  an 
lie  depth*  of  ailenl  agooy,  the  heart 
Th7  Toke  of  wo  doth  randt 

flatteo.    Thy  heait!— My  heart!— Awayl  k 
fata  not  wnar 


Spare  Ton  that  bittsehaalaning  I    H^jnl 
To  be  alcKM,  niwn  kadtDea*  doth  Man 
Moat  beaT7to  anatain! — For  me,  raj  loioa 
or  prajer  and  ftnitlaa  wae|Uig  diail  be  aooB 
With  all  fcrgotten  aoonda;  my  ifamt  pleee 
L<w  with  mj  loi«l<r  onoi,  and  we  aball  rieap^ 
Thol«h  kinga  lead  arnnei  o'er  tH,  wc  ahaD  ri 
Wn^  taeartUaoorcringDnDttel  yea  thaw 
Shan  at  within  toot  vaat,  fcamhen  baU^ 
And  bear  the  wild  and  mdanchol  j  winda 
Moan  tliroagh  thor  drooping  banneia,  Mfec  ■ 
To  wave  above  j'our  laca.    Ay,  than  call  ap 
Sbadowa— dim  phuilama  boo  ancaetial  ttob 
~        all — all    glorkmt — ooaqoenta,    i\\»ik 

Wng" 
To  people  thai  cold  void  I— And  wbaa  lb*  «U« 
From  fooc  right  aim  hath  mdtad,  iilaw  the  I 
Of  the  ahrill  clarion  pna  jtau  heaK  no  maai 
A  fleij  wakening;  if  at  Uat  jon  pine 
Pot  the  glad  nwea,  and  the  twnn^ng  aU)M 
Onee  throng  jow  bo— leetbeina  and  tke« 
Of  twinii^  anna,  and  all  the  jofaae  ligbl 
Of  e^  that  laogbad  with  youlk,  and  m^  ] 

board 
A  [daceof  aanahine; — WhrnthMedajwaMCt 
Then,  in  joor  utter  daeolation,  tnm 
To  the  oold  worid,  the  miUinti,  faiihlM  maN 
Which  hath  awa|*  paat  joa  long,  mA  M 


I'tb' 


Now  tbelMtdmpoflai 
Ehnin»-I  fcrgite  theel  [£*0  £Mai 

Aid  me,  Haaaaa! 

From  whom  alone  ia  power  I — Oh  I  thon  kaal  1 
Dntiea,  ao  atem  of  aqiect,  in  Kj  path. 
The;  ahnoat,  to  mjr  ataitted  gaw,  laeiiiaa 
Tbehneoflhingalemhdkiwedt  Menkna 
Unblamed  beneath  each  tiiali  I— Doth  not  k 
Who  nMda  DB  know  the  imita  ef  ooT  ebat«d 
Mjwifct  ■yeoaal— Awajt  InHolnotpam 
~  gira  nj  heart  one  moment'e  meaterr  that 
[fntOaaaab 


BSUfAItDE^  lUKCUS,  ud  obn 
Bmtatidt*.  The  Tilaa  are  doaed.  Now,tiS 
men,  depart, 
Each  to  hia  place— I  may  Dot  aay,  of  nrf ; 
Yam  bithfiil  ligili  for  yooi  aoot  may  win 
What  mual  not  be  your  own.    Ye  an  aa  then 
Wboaow,in  peril  and  in  care,  the  Bed 
Of  Ibe  fur  tree,  boealh  wheaa  italely  ^de 
Thay  mi^  not  Ht.    Bot  Ueaeadba  t^  whal 
Fat  aftar-dayal-AU  lu^  and  Mr  i^H>b 
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yoQf  waniois,  thioii^  Uie  lingeiing  houn 

ighft-WACchl 

w.  Ay,  &ther !  we  have  need 

tad  heij  thoughts,  wherewith  to  fence 

te  against  despair.    Yet  have  I  been 

ith  a  son  of  war.    The  stars  have  looked 

nd  times  upon  my  cboch  of  heath, 

Didst  the  vM  sierras,  ^y  iome  stream 

ark-red  waves  looked  e'en  as  though  their 

oe 

in  rocky  caverns,  but  the  veins 

hearts;  while  many  a  knightly  crest      * 

ith  them  to  the  deep.    And  in  the  years 

og  ezile  and  captivity, 

I  fierce  Arab^  I  have  watch^  beneath 

pale  shadow' of  some  lonely  palm, 
^t,  in  the  desert;  while  the  wind 
vith  the  lion's  roar,  and  heavily 
illness  and  might  of  solitude 
B  my  vreary  heart. 

tdez  {UumghtfuUy.)  Thou  little knowest 
issoiUudel — I  tell  thee,  those    ' 
Q — in  earth's  remotest  nook — however 
(om  their  path  by  chain  on  chain 
y  mondtains,  and  the  amplitude 
I  seas— there  beats  one  human  heart, 
sathes  one  being  unto  whom  their  name 
ith  a  thrilling  and  a  gladdening  sound 
rt  the  din  of  life  1  are  not  alone  I 
m  deep,  nor  in  the  wUd,  alone ; 

b  that  on  earth  with  which  tl^ey  hold 
■hood  of  soul! — Call  Asm  alone, 
ids  shut  out  firom  this ! — And  let  not  those 
are  bright  with  sunshine  and  with 


m  inenlence  of  happiness, 

in  that  proud  lot ! — ^A  bnely,  hour 

vmy  to  each,  to  all;  finr  Death 

0  companionship. 

r.  I  have  looked  on  Death 

nd  storm,  and  flood    But  never  yet 

;fat  weighed  down  my  spirit  to  a  mood 

s,  dreaming  o'er  dark  auguries, 

,  our  watch  by  midnight.  Fearful  things 

•ring  round  us.    Death  upon  the  earth, 

1  Heaven ! — The  summerHskies  put  forth 
bfight  stars  above  uS)  but  at  times, 
sonw  comet's  fiery  hue  of  wrath, 
their  clouds  to  armies,  traversing 

rith  the  rush  of  meteor-steeds,  the  array 
I  and  banners^  tossing  like  the  pines 
lean  forests,  when  the  storm 
ep  the  mountains. 
lultx.  Ay,  last  night  I  too 
1,  gazing  on  the  angry  heavens ; 
held  the  meeting  and  the  shock 
wild  hosts  i'  th'  air,  when,  as  they  dos^ 
d  sultry  mist,  like  that  which  mantles 
der'apath.feUo'erthem.'  Then  were  flung 
13 


Through  the  dull  glare,  broad  cloudy  banners  forth, 
And  chariots  seemed  to  whirl,  and  steeds  to  aink, 
Beating  down  crested  warriors.    But  all  this 
Wasdknandshadowy;— then  swift  darkness  HMhed 
Down  on  th'  unearthly  battle,  as  the  deep 
Swept  o'erthe  Egyptian's  armament.-r-I  looked— 
And  all  that  fiery  field  of  plumes  and  spears 
Was  blotted  from  heaven's  face ! — I  looked  again — 
And  firom  the  brooding  mass  of  clouds  leaped  forth 
One  meteor-sword,  which  o'er  the  reddening  sea 
Shook  with  strange  motion,suchasearthqttakesgive 
Unto  a  rocking  citadel ! — I.beheld, 
And  yet  my  spirit  sunk  not. 

Cfareiaa.  Neither  deem 
That  mine  hath  blenched. — But  theae  are  sights 

and  sounds 
To  awe  the  firmest — Knowest  thou  what  we  bear 
At  midnight  from  the  walls  1 — Were 't  but  the  deep 
Barbaric  horn,  or  Moorish  tambour's  peal| 
Thence  might  the  warrior's  heart  catch  impulses, 
Cluickening  its  fiery  currents.    But  our  eau 
Are  pierced  by  other  tones.    We  hear  the  knell 
For  brave  ipen  in  their  noon  of  strength  cut  down. 
And  the  shrill  wail  of  woman,  and  the  dirge 
Faint  swelling  through  the  streets.    Then  •e'en 

the  air  ^ 

Hath  strange  and  fitful  murmurs  of  lament, 
As  if  the  viewless  watchers  of  the  land 
Sighed  on  iu  hollow  breezes  1 — To  my  squI, 
The  torrent-rush  of  battle,  with  its  din 
Of  trampling  steeds  and  ringing  panoply, 
Were,  after  these  faint  sounds  of  drooping  wo 
As  the  free  sky's  glad  music  unto  him 
Who  leaves  a  couch  of  sickness. 

Hernandez  (wilk  aolemnUif.)  If  to  plunge 
In  the  mid-waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear 
Chargers  and  spearmen  onwards;  and  to  make 
A  reckless  bosom's  firont  the  buoyant  mark 
On  that  wild  current,  for  ten  thousand  arrows; 
If  thiu  to  dare  were  valour's  noblest  aim, 
Lightly  might  fame  be  won ! — ^but  there  am  things 
Which  ask  a  spirit  of  more  exalted  pitch, 
And  courage  tempered  with  a  holier  fire  I    ' 
Well  mayst  thou  say,  that  these  are  fearful  times. 
Therefore  be  firm,  be  patient! — There  is  strengtii, 
And  a  fierce  instinct,  e'en  in  common  souls, 
To  bear  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy, 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning  1 — but  our  tadc 
Is  more,  and  nobler! — We  have  to  endure, 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  to  arouse  a  land, 
And  to  defend  an  altar  I— If  we  fell. 
So  that  our  blood  make  but  the  millionth  pert 
Of  Spain's  great  ransom,  we  may  count  it  joy 
To  die  upon  her  bosom,  and  beneath 
The  banner  of  her  faith  1—Thinl^but  on  this. 
And  gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fortitude, 
Sufieong,  yet  hoping  all  things— Fare  ye  welU 

Chreioi.  Father,  farewell. 

[Exevnt  Oarciat  and  hUJoUovnn, 
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a:numdei.  TbcM  men  hxn  taxMj  tia 
And  boniliige  on  thrir  oiturea !— To  Iho  eatue 
OrGod,  and  Spun'i  iwenge,  (ho  l»ing  tat  half 
Theif  tnetgia  ind  hope*.  But  ho  whWb  He«T«Q 
Hath  called  to  be  th'  awBkencr«ra  lanil, 
ShoiOd  bate  hii  aoul'i  aOeciioiu  «11  abwrlMl 
Id  [hat  majeitic  purpose,  and  praM  on 
To  it<  fulfilment,  a*  a  [nOiuitaia-boip 
And  a  ought;  dicam,  with  all  it*  vanil-rilli 
Sweeps  proudt;  to  the  octen,  paunng  not 
To  dally  with  the  flowen.  ^ 

Harkl  What  ^ikk  Map     * 
Comea  hunying  tiiroai^  the  glomn  at  thjadeul 
ItoutI 


Tfaat,  from  the  tba(#t  of  which,  but  jaitfriq,. 
I  haCTGCoIed  in  acoml— But  tlua  ia  paat. 

And  to  the  duat— (heii  biith-pl 
Thai  wore  the  crowp  of  gloly  !- 
~  Ij  chaetening  la  bt  more  than  I  can  bear. 
Hematulei!.  Tbiie  an  no  tinm  fai  F>ab: 
On«uihiU»  . 
Thaai 


Elmbut.  Arenotallhonwaaone  tomjaelyl— 
■       Wyr 

Shoold  the  take  note  oT  time,  for  vhom  the  da; 
And  night  have  lot  thai  bleaaed  alllibutea 
OfMWihine  Biyl  repoM? 

^mandei.  I  Icnav  thj  griefi* 
But  therrf  are  triala  ibtihe  noble  heart 
Wherein  itsown  deep  Siuntain* qiust  lupplj'  . 
'AIT  it  oan  ho[w  of^mfcrt.     Pity'a  raice 
C(HWB  with  iMn  iVrntneni  lo  lli'  unheeding  eai 
Of  angniah,  e'en  aa  hiuiic  heard  afar 
On  the  green  ahonr,  bj  him  who  penahea 
'Mid>t4Dcka  and  eddying  walen.- 

Elmina.  -Think  thou  not 
I  aought  thee  but  tot  pity.    I  am  come 
For  that  which  grief  ii  priril^ed  to  denumJ 
With  an  iiuperiooa  claim,  frofli  alt  whoae  rorm, 
Whoae  human  fbun,  doth  seal  them  onto  niffering! 
FBtherl  I  aak  lliine  aUt. 

Rernandei.  There  i>  no  aid 
For  tbee  or  far  thy  children,  but  whh  Him 
Wine*  preaeiice  is  around  ua  in  the  cloud, 
Aji  in  the  ahining  and  ttie  gloriouj  light. 

Blrnina.  There  ia  no  aid! — Alt  thou  a  tnan 
ofOodl 
Alt  thou  a  man  of  aonow — (for  the  world 
Doth  call  thee  ■ndi)— and  hait  thou  not  been 

By  God  and  sorrow — mighty  aa  they  an. 
To  own  the  daima  of  misery  1 

Bemandet.  Is  there  power 
With  me  to  save  thy  sons  1— Implore  of  Heaven 

Elmina.  Dolh  not  Heaven  work  its  purposei 
bymani 
I  tdj  tbee,  Oiai  canit  save  them  r— Art  thou  not 
Gomale^  cowMdlor^nnto  tum  thy  woids 


Bematuta.  And  therebral — SpnkI 
The  noble  daqghler  of  Pelaio'a  line 
Hath  nought  to  aak,  unworthy  of  the  name 
Which  ia  a  nation's  heritage. — Dost  thou  shrinki 

Slaana.  Hara  laty  on  me,  bthei!— I 


thar£dli0ed  m 
!mpe^;  and  the 


Are  battling  with  the  tempei 

Which  can  not  nvBtils  driving  blaat  m 

But  thou  hasf  ilrai*n  (hy  nurture  fn>m%*ia 
Unwont  to  bend  or  break.    IJfl  thy  pcood  bad^ 
Daughter  pf  Spain  I— What  wouldat  thou  with  llij 
IodII    .  ■  .       _ 

Elmina.   Look  not  upon  bmi  thoa! — Ihawio 

To  tell  thee.    Take  thy  keen  disdainful  aje 
Offfrommy  saall— What!  am  I  sunk  lb  thiit 

whose  blood  urung  from  heAies  1— How  my  toM 
Will  scorn  the  mother  that  would  bring  difraca 
On  theft  majestic  line  I^— My  soni  t  my  Ksa! 
— .J4ow  ia  aD  else  fbrg(|tten  I — I  Jud  once 
A  babe  that  in  Nie  early  spiinflune  lay 
Sickemng  upon  my  hoaom,  till  at  last, ' 
When  earth's  yoong  Bosren  were  opening  hi  lb 

Death  sunk  on  hia  meek  eyehd,  and  I  decnieJ 
All  sorrow  light  to  mine !— But  now  tbtllm 
Ofall  my  children  aeema  lo  brood  above  nw 
In  the  dark  thoodei-cloDdB! — Oh !  I  hftve  pnM 
And  Toioe  unfaltering  now  lo  spe^  my  praya 
And  my  last  lingering  hope,  th^  thou  tbtM 

The  fatherto  relent,  to  save  hia  aonsl 
Hemandei,  By  yielding  np  the  eity  1  . 

Elmina.  Rather  say 
By  meeUng  that  which  gathers  dose  npoo  na 
Penhance  one  day  the  sooner  I— la't  not  sat 
Must  ve  not  yield  at  last  T—How  long  ihall  Mi 
Amy  hia  lirigle  breast  against"  diaaase. 
And  Gunine,  and  the  sword  1 

IbmanAt,  How  long  1 — While  ha, 
Wbo  ahadowa  faith  hia  power  more  gkximdy 
In  the  high  deeds  and  sufleiings  of  the  aod, 
Than  in  the  circling  heaiens,  vrith  all  their  An 
Or  the  far-Bouniling  deep,  doth  send  abnail 
A  S|aril,  which  takes  affliction  for  its  male. 
In  the  good  cause,  with  •olemn  Joy  I — How  bD|' 
— And  who  art  thau,  that,  in  the  littleae* 
Of  thine  own  aelfish  purpOHi,  wouldst  set  booadl 
To  the  tree  current  of  all  noble  thought 
And  generous  action,  bidding  its  bright  wstn 
Be  stayed,  and  Sow  no  fiiitheil — But  the  PuM 
Whose  interdict  is  laid  on  aeaa  and  orbs. 
To  chain  thoai  in  bom  wandering,  hath  mipti 
jVo  Cmits  unto  that  whidi  man's  high  atia^Jl 
.  Bhsll,  through  its  aid,  achieret 
I     Elmina.  Oh!  tbore  an  liuM, 


THE  SIEGE  OP  VAI^NCIA. 


47 


hopelesB  courage  can  achieve 
mrnfal  beauly  o'er  the  fate  ^ 
lie  in  vain. 
Who  dies  in  vain 
try'a  kar-fieldi,  and  within 
r  her  altars  V- Feeble  heart  1 
the  ▼oice  of  noble  blood, 
)r  faith  andfiweAim,  hath  a  tone 
benight  of  ages,  from  the  gulf   * 
bnnt,  and  make  its  high  appeal 
tth  and  heaven !  Ay,  let  the  land,^ 
trough  centuries  of  wo,  have  striven, 
ly  her  temples,  sink  awhile, 
I  conflict* — But  immortal  seed 
c  suffe^ng,  hath  been  sown 
ent  hills ;  and  generoi)s  hope 
e  soil,  in  its  good  time,  shall  ye{ 
(lorious  harvest! — Earth  re<9eives 
op,  from  fidthful  hearts,  in  vain, 
len  it  must  be! — And  ye  will  make 

night  lives,  an  oflfering — to  retard 

day!  * 

The  mantle  of  that  day 

&te  of  Spain! 

liat  led  me  herel 

n  to  thee  in  my  despair  1    - 

ks  upon  thee;  what  had  I 

thetf  thon  lone  and  childless  man ! 

;  home ! — there  no  young  vinoe 

Bvelcome,  no  light  footstep  spring 

)and  of  thine  !^ What  knows  thy 

Woman!  how  darest  thoU  taunt 
ly  woesl 

00  shall  perish,  and  I  say 

tl!— -Why  takest  thou  thought  for 

leart,  and  wasting  down  thy  life 
and  making  night  thy  time 
ire  intense,  and  casting  health, 
elt  away,  i'  th'  bitter  cup 
for  thy selfT— Why,  what  hath  earth 
ick  for  this  ? — Shall  they  not  live, 
pare  them  now)  to  prove  how  soon 
e  forgotten! — Years  of  thought, 
9?atchings,  looks  of  tenderness, 
Qot,  though  to  change  be  this  world's 

flush  thy  cheeks  with  shame,  whose 

le  branding  iron  *? — to  thy  sick  heart 
want,  as  sleep  to  weariness  1 
ope  end  thus  ?— or  e'en  at  best, 
cave  thee  1 — far  from  thee  seek  room 
wings  of  their  fiery  souls, 
ocean  1--*Give  the  bounding  steef, 

1  bark  to  youth,  that  his  free  course 


May  be  (fer  hills  and  seas;  and  weep  thou  not 
In  Uiy  fbrsaken  home,  for  the  bright  world 
Lies  all  (wfsfe  him,  and  be  sure  he  wastes 
No  th&ught  on  thee  I 

Elmina.  Ndtto!  his  not  so! 
Thou  dost  but  torture  me  I — My  eons  are  kind, 
And  brave,  and  gentle. 

Htrmmdez.  Others  too  have  worn 
The  semblance  of  all  good.    Nay,  stay  thee  yet ; 
Iwill  be  calm,  and  thou  shalt  learn  how  earth, 
The  fruitful  in  all  aconies,  hath  woes 
Which  far  outweigh  thine  owii* 

Elmina.  It  may  not  be  I 
Whose  grief  u  Jike  a  mother's  for  her  sons  1 

Hernandez.  My  son  lay  stretched  upon  his  bat- 
tle-bier, 
And  there  were  hands  wrung  o'er  him,  which  had 

caught 
Their  hue  from  his  young  blood ! 

Elmina.  What  tale  is  this  1 

Hernandez.  Read  you  no  records  in  this  buen, 
ofthings 
Whose  traces  on  man*s  aspect  are  not  such 
As  the  breeze  leaves  on  water  1 — Lofty  Urtli^  '* 
War,  peril,  power  1—/\Mctk>n's  hand  iif  strong, 
If  it  erase  the  haughty  chai;acteri 
They  grave  so  deep ! — I  have  not  always  been 
That  which  I  am.    The  name  I  bdre  is  not 
Of  those  which  perish  1 — I  was  once  a  diief— 
A  warrior ! — ^nor  as  now,  a  lonely  man ! 
I  was  a  father ! 

Elmina.  Then  my  heart  can  feel  I 
Thou  wilt  have  pity ! 

^mandez.  Should  I  pity  thee  ? 
Thy  sons  will  perish  gloriously — their  blood 

Elmina,  Their  blood !  my  children's  Uood  1 — 
Thou  speak'st  as  'twere 
Of  casting  down  a  wine^up,  in  the  north 
And  wantonness  of  feasting ! — ^My  fair  boys  I 
— Man  I  hast  thou  been  a  father  1 

Hernandez.  Let  them  die  I 
Let  them  die  noi^,  thy  children !  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  thdr  beautiful  image  all  undimmed. 
Within  it,  to  the  hut !    Nor  shalt  thou  learn 
The  bitter  lesson,  of  what  worthless  dust 
Are  framed  the  idols,  whose  false  glory  binds 
Earth's  fetter  on  our  souls !— Thouthink'st  it  much 
To  mourn  the  early  dead ;  but  there  are  teara 
lleavy  with  deeper  anguiih !    We  endow 
These  whom  we  love,  in  our  fond  passionate  blind- 
ness. 
With  power  upon  our  souls,  too  absoli^ 
To  be  a  mortal's  trust !    Within  their  hands 
We  lay  the  flaming  sword,  whose  stroke  alone 
Can  reach  our  hearts,  and  ihey  are  merciful. 
As  they  are  strong,  that  wield  it  not  to  pierce  us  I 
—Ay,  fear  them,  fear  the  loved !— Had  I  but  wept 
0'«r  my  sou's  grave,  as  o'er  jt  babe's,  where  tears 
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Am  u  tpHeg  ihw-dnpe,  glittaring  in  die  nm, 
And  brighbRung  the  jonng  mdun, '/  might  Kill 
B»e  loTed  uul  tnirtcd  I 

Elmina  (dwdain/iUIy.)  But  he  fUl  In  ww  t 
And  hath  not  glorj  medieinB  ia  hot  cop 
For  the  biief  pang*  of  natura  1 

Bematuiex.  CHoiirl — Peace, 
And  liiten  \ — B;  m;  ude  tlie  rtripIiDg  gnw, 
Laitof  ID7  li».    1  reared  him  lo  take  joy 
rth'bUnof  anu,aicaglea  (rain  thmr  joung 
To  look  upon  tha  Jaf-king  l—Hii  qukk  blood 
Et'd  to  hia  bojiill  cheek  vonid  mantle  ap, 
When  Ihe  heaTeui  rang  with  tnunpeti,  and  hia  ejt 
Flaih  mth  the  qririC  of  a  race  nhoae  deeda- 
Bot  thi*  araileth  not  I— Yel  he  uoi  bra*e. 
I've  aecii  bini  clear  hinuelf  ■  path  in  fight 
Ai  lightning  thrangh  a  forest,  and  Ilia  ptnii 
Waied  like  a  torch,  abo*e  the  battle^lonu. 
The  •oldier'a  gaide,  when  princely  cteala  had  aunk, 
And  banners  were  ttnck  down. — Around  m;  atepa 
Floated  hia  fame,  tike  mudc,  and  I  liied 
Bat  in  the  loft;  sound.    But  when  mj  heart 
In  one  (rail  ark  had  Tentnred  all,  when  molt 
Be  leenied  to  atand  between  m;  aoul  and  hearen, 
— Their  came  Ihe  thnnder-atroket 

Elmina.  'Til  ever  thuat 
And  the  unquiet  and  foreboding  wnae 
Thai  thus  twill  ent  be,  doth  Unk  itaelf 
DarkI  J  wUh  all  deep  love !— He  died  1 


Not  H 

—Death!  Death !—Wbj, earth  ihouM  be  a  para- 
dise. 


To  make  (hat  name  ao  fearliil  I— Had  he  died, 
With  hia  7oung  fame  about  him  for  a  shmiid, 
I  bad  not  learned  the  might  or  agony, 
To  bring  proud  nsturea  low  1— No  1  beieUoff-' 
—Why  do  I  tell  thee  this  1— What  right  haA  tluu 
To  Iram  how  paiwd  the  glor;  from  my  houie  1 
Yet  UMen  I— He  Toreook  me  I— He,  that  waa 
Aa  my  own  aoul,  fonook  me ! — trampled  o'er 
The  aahea  of  hia  aire*  t — Ay,  laigned  himaelf 
E'en  w)th  the  infidel,  the  curae  of  Spun, 
And,  for  the  dark  eye  of  a  Moorislt  maid, 
Abjured  hia  faith,  hia  God  I— Now,  talk  of  death 

Elnina.  Oh  I  1  can  pity  thee 

SemaniU*.  Tbere'a  more  to  heal. 
I  braced  the  cortlet  o'er  my  hnut'a  deep  wound. 
And  cast  my  troubled  apdiit  on  the  tide 
Of  war  and  high  erenta,  wboae  ttanaj  wvf 
Uight  bear  it  up  Emm  JnUi^ ; 

Elmina.  And  ye  met 
No  morel  For  1 

m  I— We  did  I— we  met  once  Bear 


Olid  bad  hia  own  high  purpase  to  Ailfil, 
Or  thinkeat  thou  that  tha  ion  in  hia  bright  heann 
Bad  looked  upon  nch  things  1 — WetDMoncemon 
—That  was  an  faoui  to  leaiv  its  lightning-mark 
Saand  npnn  bnin  and  hosMD  I— tbm  had  be« 


Combat  on  Bbro'a  banks^  and  when  the  dg) 
Sank  in  red  clouds,  it  faded  fran  a  Add 
Still  twld  by  Moorish  lineea.  Night  doeed  leonj, 
A  night  of  sultry  dirkneaa,  in  the  shadow 
Of  whose  brood  wing,  BT'n  unto  death  I  atnr* 
Long  with  a  torbaned  champion ;  but  my  sinid 
Waa  he«Ty  with  Qod's  TengeaDoe— «iid  psi^ 
He  fell — my  heart  exulted — and  I  atood 
In  gloomy  triumph  o'er  him — Natun  gave 
Noaign  of  horror,  for  "twaa  Hekven's  diersel 
He  itiove  to  speak— tmt  1  had  done  the  work 
Of  wrath  too  well — yet  in  his  last  deep  nuan 
A  dreadful  somMhing  of  fcmiliwr  eoand 
Came  o'er  my  shnddering  aeoae. — The  mooa  Ink- 
ed forth. 
And  I  beheld— epeak  notl— twns  be— mj  ■>! 
My  boy  lay  dying  there  I    He  raised  ooe  glaon, 
And  knew  me — for  he  Bought  with  feeble  baad 
To  Dover  his  glazed  ayes.    A  darker  T<dl 
Sank  o'er  them  aoon.— 1  wiU  not  ha«e  thy  kck 
Fixed  on  me  thua ! — Away ! 

Eimina.  Thou  haat  aeiErn  thla. 
Thou  hast  dmetlaa — and  yet  than  Bntf  1 

BenuiniUi.  1  Urel 
And  knoweat  thou  wherefore  1 — On  myaani  tboi 

fell 
A  horror  of  great  darkoees,  wlueh  shut  mt 
All  earth,  anil  heaven,  and  hope.     1  cast  awiy 
The  ipear  and  helm,  and  made  the  cloaitCT's  stilt 
The  home  of  my  deapair.     But  a  deep  voiee 
Came  to  me  through  Ihe  gloom,  And  sent  its  Uov 
Far  through  my  boHnn'a  depths.     And  I  awcb, 
Ay,  as  the  mountain  cedar  doth  shake  off 
Its  weight  of  wintry  anow,  e'en  so  I  Aaok 
Despondence  bom  my  aonl,  and  knew  myadf 
Sealed  by  that  blood  wherewith  my  ha^  ax 

dyed. 
And  set  apart,  and  fearAilly  marked  out 
Unto  a  mighty  task  I— To  lonse  the  soul 
Of  Spain,  as  from  the  dead ;  and  to  lift  up 
The  cm^  her  sign  of  victory,  on  the  bilk, 
Gathering  her  sons  to  battle! — And  my  votM 
MuM  be  as  freedom's  trumpet  on  the  wiuls, 
From  Roncesvallee  to  Ihe  blue  eea-wavs 
Where  Calpe  looks  on  Alric;  tiil  the  lanl 
Have  filled  her  cup  of  vengeance  i — Aik  nt  u* 
To  yield  the  Christian  city,  that  ita  fana 
May  rear  the  minaret  in  the  &ce  of  HcstmI 
— Bui  death  shall  ban  a  Uoodiar  vintageJUi 
Ere  that  day  oonu  1 


I.  lai 

a  hopdeaa  now. — But  yet  one  boon- 
),  by  aU  thy  wosel— Thy  voke  halli  jf 
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'whersfiireT — Ask  the  wretch 

'  to  ran,  whoM  fidling  limbs 
thly  joiiniey  to  perform, 
iwa J  to  the  place  of  death, 
7  axe  is  glirtening  cold 
ght,  his  pale,  parched  lip 
water  W Why,  the  stroke 
>*er  him  in  itself  shall  bring 
ints,  yet  who  denies 
rerl— I  tell  thee  that  the  thirst 
spirit  up  is  agony 
> more!— And  I  mu»t  look 
I's  fiMXs,  I  must  hear 
they  perish  !* — But  hath  Heaven 
must  perish  1 — Who  shall  lay 
camp  there  beati  no  heart 
id  tears  may  melt  1 
liere! — with  the  Moor! 
e  measure  of  his  guilt! 
1! — How  wouklflt  thou  pass  th' 


free  doth  sorrow  pass, 
lestioned,  through   a   suflferidg 

his  must  not  be.    Enough  of  wo 

hy  lord's  heroic  soul, 
unsinking.    Press  thou  not 
'erburthened  heart. — Away! 
luiee,  and  send  thy  prayers  for 

fate.— Farewell ! 

[Exit  Hernandez, 
11  men  thusl 

t  better  they  should  fait  e'en  now 
their  hearts,  in  haughty  scorn, 
'er's  pleadings') — But  no, not 
fAtf  man,  that  slew  his  son, 
still  proudly,  and  a  soul 
B  brow? 

There's  one,  whose  arms 
hildrcn  in  their  infancy, 
MS  they  sported,  and  whose  hand 
;— a  vassal  of  their  sire's; 
im :  he  may  lend  me  aid, 
pass  on. 

B  HEARD  WITHODT. 

ly  rest  ait  gone, 
t!  and  what  an  we, 
heads  the  storm  sweeps  on, 
hook!  mourn  for  theel 

and  peaeeAil  bier 
ried  son  of  Spain! 
ive^  the  lanoe  and  spear, 
if  not  thi  Cham! 


Be  Ihein  to  weep  the  dead 
As  they  sit  beneath  their  vines. 
Whose  flowery  land  hath  borne  no  tread 
Of  spoilers  o'er  its  shrines! 

Thou  hast  thrown  off  the  k>ad 
Which  we  must  yet  sustain. 
And  pour  our  blood  where  thine  hathflowed| 
Too  blest  if  not  in  vain! 

We  give  thee  holy  rite, 
Slow  knell,  and  chaunted  strain! 
— For  those  that  fall  to-morrow  night, 
May  be  left  no  funeral-train. 

Again,  when  trumpets  wake, 
We  must  brace  our  armour  on; 
But  a  deeper  note  thy  sleep  must  break— 
— Thou  to  thy  rest  art  gone! 

*  Happier  in  this  thaQ  all. 
That,  now  thy  race  is  run. 
Upon  thy  name  no  stain  may  &U, 
Thy  work  hath  well  been  done. 

ElnUna,  "  Thy  woriL  hath  weU  been  dons  !"— 
sothoumaystrestl 
— ^There  is  a  solemn  lesson  in  those  words — 
But  now  I  may  not  pause. 

[Exit  Elmina. 

SCENE — A  STREET  IN  THE  CITT. 
HERNANDEZ,  GONZALEZ. 

Hernandez.  Would  they  not  hearl 
Oanzalez.  They  heard,  as  one  that  stands 
By  the  cold  grave  which  hath  been  newly  cksed 
O'er  his  last  friend  doth  hear  some  passer-by. 
Bid  him  be  comforted ! — Their  hearts  have  died 
Within  them ! — We  must  perish,  not  as  those 
That  fall  when  battle's  voice  doth  shake  the  hills^ 
And  peal  through  Heaven's  great  arch,  but  si- 
lently, 
And  with  a  wasting  of  the  spirit  down, 
A  quenching,  day  by  day,  of  some  bright  spaik 
Which  lit  us  on  our  toils! — ^Reproach  me  not; 
My  soul  is  darkened  with  a  heavy  ck>ud — 
—Yet  fear  not  I  shall  yield ! 

Hernandez.  Brsathe  not  the  word, 
Save  in  proud  scorn ! — Each  t>itter  day,  o'erpaased 
By  slow  endurance,  is  a  triumph  won 
For  Spain's  red  cross.    And  be  of  trusting  heart  I 
A  few  brief  hours,  and  those  that  turned  awaj 
In  cold  despondence,  shrinking  firom  your  voiee, 
May  crowd  around  their  leader,  and  demand 
To  be  arrayed  for  battle.    We  must  watch 
For  the  swift  impulse,  and  await  its  time^ 
As  the  bark  waits  the  ocean's.    You  have  chosen 
To  kindle  up  their  soub,  an  hour,  perchance,  <-  • 
When  they  wen  weary;  They  had  cast  aside 
Their  arms  to  slumber;  or  a  IumU,  just  then 
With  its  deep  hoUow  taofi,  had  made  the%lsod 
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Cieep  ihuddenDg  tbnnigfa  theii  niiu ;  at  th^  had 

cangbl 
A  glimpte  of  Kmu  new  meteor,  tad  stuped  fnth 
Sttsnge  ODMiu  from  it*  blat«. 
Gonxaltz.  Alul  Ifaiutim 
IJM  deeper  io  Uieir  miBory! — I  bme  tten, 
In  my  nigtit'i  coune  through  thia  beleiguerttl  eh; 
Thing*,  whoH  remembiuice  doth  not  pan  knay 
At  i*poun  &am  the  moaataitu.— There  were 

That  ut  bende  their  desd,  with  eyea,  wheron 
Oiief  hid  la'en  place  of  eight,  and  ihut  out  all 
But  ita  own  ghutlj  object.    To  mj  Toica        ' 
Scow  uuwer^d  with  a  fierce  and  bitter  laugh, 
At  men-whoK  agoniea  were  maJe  to  paw 
The  bounda  of  aul!cruice,  by  aoroe  reckloa  word, 
Dn^  from  the  light  oT  aittriL—Olhara  laj— 
— Wby  ahould  I  Idl  thw,  father  1  how  deapaii 
Can  bring  tha  lofty  brow  of  manhood  down 
Uotolhe  very  doall— And  yet  Ibtthii, 
Fear  not  that  1  embrace  mj  doom— Oh  Godi 
That  'twere  my  doom  alone ! — with  leaa  of  filed 
And  solemn  fiirtitude. — Lead  on,  prepam 
The  holiest  ntee  of  faith,  that  I  by  Iham 
Once  more  may  conseerale  my  anord,  mj  life, 
— Bnt  what  are  theael— Who  halh  not  dearai 

Una 
Twined  with  faia  own  1—1  ahall  be  lonely  aoon— 
Childless !— Heaven  wills  it  so.     Lei  na  begone. 
Perchance  before  the  ahrine  my  heart  may  beat 
With  a  leaa  troubled  motion. 

[£a»uni  OonxaUx  and  Benuawia. 


ABUnUH,  ALPHONSO,  CARLO& 
Mdf^iah..  Theae  ue  bold  wonla:  bnt  haat  thou 
looked  on  death. 
Fair  stripling  1— On  thy  cheek  and  aunny  brow 
Scam  fifteen  summers  of  their  laughing  course 
Have  left  light  traces.     If  thy  abaft  halh  [uerced 
The  ibex  of  the  moiuitains,  if  thy  step 
Hath  climbed  sooie  eagle's  neri,  and  Ihon  haat 

His  neat  thy  spoil,  tis  mnchl— And  feu'st  thou 

not 
The  leader  of  the  migbtyt 

Atfherue.  I  ban  been 
Reared  amongat  fearleaa  men,  and  'midst  the  rodta 
Aikd  tha  wild  hiD*,  wbet«on  my  fathers  Ibugbt 
And  won  their  baOlea.    There  are  gloiiow  talo 
Told  of  their  tlaed^  and  I  hara  leanwd  them  all 
Bow  should  I  fear  thee,  Moorl 

Abdullah.  So,  thou  baat  aeen 
Fietda,  where  the  combat's  roar  halh  died  away 
Iffto  the  whiipeting  hieete,  ami  when  wild  flow- 

BloMn  o'n  finguttm  fnTCi!— Bat  kiwwM  tbm 


Of  thoae,  where  sword  GraacNanDg  sword  A^ 

And  leaders  are  bomi  down,  and  raahing  stsek 
Trample  the  life  bun  out  the  mighty  hearts 
That  ruled  the  slotm  so  late  1--8peak  not  of  itel, 
Til!  tbou  bait  looked  on  such. 

AlphrmtQ.  1  was  not  bom 
A  shephenl'a  son,  to  dwell  with  pipe  and  cnck, 
And  peaaanl-men,  amidat  the  lowly  vales ; 
Inslead  of  ringing  claiiona,  and  bright  speaiL 
And  created  knights  1 — I  am  of  princely  race, 
And,  if  my  &the(  would  have  bard  my  mil, 
I  tell  thee,  infidel  I  that  long  en  now, 
I  should  hsTe  seen  how  lanocB  meet )  asd  saMdl 
Do  the  field's  work. 

Abd'^Uiah.  Boy  I  know'tt  thoa  there  an  Hfte 
A  thousand  times  more  learliil  1 — Men  may  ib 
Full  proudly,  when  the  skies  and  mountain  a>i 
To  battle-horn  and  tecbir.'— But  not  all 
So  pam  away  in  glory.    There  kie  tboss,, 
'Midst  the  dead  sileDCe  of  pale  malliCudM, 
Led  forth  in  fetlen — dost  Ihon  maA  me,  boy  1 
To  lake  their  last  knk  of  tb>  all  gladdening  toa, 
And  bow,  perchance,  the  atalely  head  irf'yoiill^ 
Unto  the  death  of  ahame  I — Hadtt  thin  snrnlh» 

AlphmuitBCarUm).  Sweet  brother,  God  isstt 
us — fear  thou  not  I 
We  hare  had  heroes  tor  oar  ai 
Should  not  behold  na  tiemble. 

AbdrtOch.  There  are  meana 
'o  tame  the  loflieat  nalurea.     Yet  again, 
I  ask  thee,  wilt  thou,  from  beoeaUi  the  wilb^ 
Sue  to  thy  aire  fiir  hfe  i  or  wooldat  thou  die, 
With  this,  thy  bnXherl 

Alfhoiuo.  Moskim!  on  the  hiDs, 
Around  my  bther's  castle,  I  han  heard 
The  nunnlain-peatanla,  as  they  dreaaed  the  ^m, 
Or  drove  the  goats,  by  rock  and  torrent,  bme. 
Singing  their  ancient  songs ;  and  these  inn  il 
OrtheCidCsmpadorj  and  how  hie  awoid 
TiionB(3)  cleared  ita  way  through  tnifaamd  Wf 
And  captured  A&ic's  kings,  and  how  he  ma 
Vslencia  from  lbs  Moat.(i) — I  will  not  AuM 
The  blood  we  draw  &ctn  tdm  I 

aHDDcWiSoldttianttsK 

SMier.  ValeneU'B  hud 
Sends  msesimgais,  my  chic£ 

AbduOaA.  Conduct  them  hither. 

[TluSitdier/fnaau^andT^tiiUrtwilkR 
mtoa,  dt^pattd,  and  an  Attendail. 

Cartot  (ijirinfing  Jbntard  te  Oe  Atlmi^ 
OhI  take  me  hence,  Dkgo!  Iak»  ms  taca 
With  thee,  that  I  may  see  my  mother's  fta 
At  morning,  when  1  wake.  Here  dark-bniwid  1MB 
Fnwn  strangely,  with  their  o^el  eyM,  apw  «. 
Take  me  with  Ihee,  lor  thou  an  good  and  ki^ 
And  well  I  know,  thoa  kir'at  n^  mj  Di^l 

Iw,  the  mr^tfikaMota  aal  Ante 
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Fm»,  boy  I— What  CidingB,  Chris- 
m  thy  lord'? 

humblar,  doth  he  aet  the  lives, 
musUngs  at  a  city's  worth? 
nuking  forward  impatiently).  Say 
loth ! — Yet  wherefore  art  thou  here? 
could  weep  burning  tears 
3ae  I — If  thb  can  be,  return ! 
all  his  wealth,  his  battle-spoils, 
:  a  war-boFM  and  a  sword, 
ide  him  in  the  mountain-chase, 
alls  and  at  his  stately  iSeasts, 
il  be  no  more! — but  no  I — I  wrong, 
ather ! — M^or  1  believe  it  not ! 
ipion  of  the  cross  and  Spain, 
the  Cid ', — and  I  too,  i  can  die 
I  high-born  child  1 
Jas!  alas! 

thou  die,  thus  early  die,  fair  boy? 
e  done  to  thee,  that  thou  shorJdst  cast 
ly,  in  very  scorn  of  heart, 
light  be  come? 
That  voice  doth  sound—— 
Stranger,   who  art  thou? — this  is 
1  speak! 

rovfing  off  a  mantle  and  helmet^  and 
\g  her  9on»).  My  boys!  whom  I  have 
rough  many  hours 
and  sorrows,  and  deep  thoughts 
nimagined ;  let  me  die 
m  I  have  held  you  to  my  heart, 
e  more  the  faces,  in  whose  light 
lived  for  yeais ! 
reet  motlier !  now 
ot  leave  us  more. 
Enough  of  this ! 
it  seek'st  thou  here ! — How  hast  thou 

mighty  thus  amidst  his  hosts  ? 

'hink'st  thou  there  dwells  no  courage 

easts 

r  mail  against  the  ringing. spears, 

ts  are  struck  down? — Thou  little 

larvels! — Chief!  my  heait  is  nerved 
way  through  things  which  warrior- 

lat  master  death  by  field  or  flood, 
on,  ere  they  braved! — I  have  no 

«r ! — Thou  'rt  mighty !  but  a  soul 

Le  mine  is  mightier,  in  the  power 

ding,  poured  through  all  its  depths, 

hs  with  their  hosts  I — Am  I  not  come 

bese,  my  children  ? 

DoiMiy  faith 

lis,  fond  Christian?— Hast  thou  not 

>  save  them? 

have  prayers,  and  tears. 


And  agonies!— «nd  he— my  God — the  God 
Whose  hand,  or  soon  or  late,  doth  find  ita  hour 
To  bow  the  crested  head— hath  made  these  things 
Most  powerful  in  a  world  where  all  must  learn 
That  one  deep  language,  by  the  atorm  called  forth 
From  the  bruised  reeda  of  earth !— For  thee,  per- 
chance. 
Affliction's  chastening  lesson  hath  not  yet 
Been  laid  upon  my  heart,  and  thou  mayVt  love 
To  see  the  creatures,  by  its  might  brought  low. 
Humbled  before  thee. 

[She  throws  herself  at  his  feet. 
CoiH^ueror!  I  can  kneel! 
I,  that  drew  birth  from  princes,  bow  myself' 
E'en  to  thy  feet !  Call  in  thy  chiefs,  thy  slavea^ 
If  this  will  swell  thy  triumph,  to  behold 
The  blood  of  kings,  of  heroes,  thus  abased! 
Do  this,  but  spare  my  sons ! 
Alpkonso  {attempting  to  raise  her.)     Thou 
shouldst  not  kneel 
Unto  this  infidel ! — Rise,  rise,  my  motherl 
This  sight  doth  shame  our  house! 

Abdullah.  Thou  daring  boy! 
They  that  in  arms  have  taught  thy  father's  land 
How  chains  are  worn,  shall  school  that  haughty 

mien 
Unto  another  language. 

Elmina.  Peace,  my  son ! 
Have  pity  on  my  heart  !-^0h,  pardon,  Chief! 
He  is  of  noWe  blood  I — Hear,  hear  me  yet! 
Are  there  no  lives  through  which  the  shafts  of 

Heaven 
May  reach  your  soul? — He  that  loves  aught  on 

earth, 
Dares  far  too  much,  if  he  be  merciless  I 
Is  it  for  those,  whose  frail  mortality 
Must  one  day  strive  alone  with  God  and  death 
To  shut  their  souls  against  th'  appealing  voice 
Of  nature,  in  her  anguish? — Warrior!  Man! 
To  you  too,  ay,  and  haply  with  your  hosts. 
By  thousands  and  ten  thousands  marshalled  round, 
And  your  strong  armour  on,  shall  come  that  stroke 
Which  the  lance  wards  not! — Where  shall  your 

high  heart 
Find  refuge  then,  if  in  the  day  of  might 
Wo  hath  lain  prostrate,  bleeding  at  your  feet, 
And  you  have  pitied  not? 
Abdullah.  These  are  vain  words. 
Elmina.  Have  you  no  children  ?~Fear  jrou 
not  to  bring 
The  lightning  on  their  heads? — In  your  own  land 
Doth  no  fond  mother,  from  the  tents,  beneath 
Your  native  palms,  look  o'er  the  deserts  out. 
To  greet  your  homeward  step?— You  have  not  yet 
Forgot  so  utterly  her  patient  love — 
— For  b  not  woman's,  in  all  climes,  the  same? — 
That  you  should  scorn  my  prayer!— Oh  Heaven  1 

1^  eye 
Doth  wear  no  mercy! 
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AbduOah.  Th«n  U  niDcki  joa  not 
I  hara  (wept  o'er  the  monnUin*  oT  jMiT  hod, 
LiCAving  roj  trace*,  u  the  viiitm^ 
Ornonni,  apon  them r— Shall  I  now  ba  Kayadl 
KitDW,  unto  DIE  it  were  u  light  a  thing, 
Id  thM,  mj  ooane,  to  qaench  jaor  chitdmi'a  Qiea, 
Ai,  journeying  thiongh  a  tmt,  to  bnak  off 
The  joung  wild  branchea  that  obatrnct  the  ira; 
With  their  green  apraya  and  leaiea, 

JEJmina.  Are  Uiere  such  heaiti 
AmoogM  thj  watka,  O  Qoill 


Kneel  lo  your  lord!  on  bia  rcaolTea  dolh  hang 
Hii  children's  ilotan.  He  may  be  lightly  won 
By  afiswbDiaUDfpawionate  teai*  and  wonla. 

Blmina  (riiing  indignantly.)   Speak  not  of 
nobte  QHDl — he  bean  a  aoul 
Stranger  than  Iota  or  death. 

AtphontolaUhaitUaliim.)  I  knewtwas  thna! 
HacoiddiKit  bil! 

Blmina.  There  ia  no  mercy,  Done, 
On  thiicddearthl— To  atiiTB  with  each  a  world, 
Heaita  ahould  be  Ttnd  of  love  I— We  will  go  hence, 
Hy  children  I  we  are  (umowned.  Layyour  headi. 
In  their  young  radiant  beauty,  once  again 
To  rest  upon  thii  boaom.     He  that  dwelb 
Beyond  the  douda  which  preia  □■  darkly  round, 
Will  yet  have  [Hty,  and  before  hia  Tace 
We  three  will  atand  togetherl  Moatamt  now 
Let  the  Hrolie  tall  at  once  I 

AbdvUali.  'Tia  thine  own  will. 
These  might  e'en  yet  be  spared. 

EHmina,  TTuni  wilt  not  spare! 
And  he  beoealh  whoaa  eye  their  childhood  grew. 
And  in  whoae  palha  they  aported,  and  whon  ear 
Ftmn  their  Gnl  lisping  accent*  caught  the  sound 
Of  that  word— FoJAer— once  a  name  irf' Ion- 
la Man  ahall  call  hnn  itea^atl. 

AbduUah.  Hath  the  blast 
Of  sudden  trumprta  ne'er  at  dead  of  night, 
When  the  land's  watchers  feared  no  hostile  itep. 
Startled  the  slumbcren  from  their  dreamy  world, 
In  cities,  wboae  heroic  lords  have  been 
£IMiu{/'as(  as  thine  1 

Elmirta.  There's  meaning  in  thine  eye, 
Hne-than  thy  worda. 

AbdiUlah  ipalttiing  le  IA«  city.)  Look  to  yon 
towers  and  walla  I 
Think  yea  no  hearts  within  tbeir  limits  pine, 
Weary  of  hopelna  waifare,  and  prepared 
To  burst  the  feeble  links  which  bind  them  still 
Unto  endurance  1 

BImina.  Thou  haat  said  loo  well 
But  whatoftlual 

MduUak.  Then  thsre  an  those,  to  whom 
The  Prophet's  auoiea  not  aa  Gwe  would  pass 
Yon  gates,  but  as  dsLireten.  Might  they  nol 
In  BDOM  Kill  honr,  when  weatinesa  takes  rest, 
Be  woo  to  welcnoM  asl— Yoni  duldren'i  stepa 


May  yet  bound  L^blly  tfafoogh  Ibw  Uhec'shalil 
ilphoBMa    (iruUfnsMff.)     Thou    tnacfeMMi 

Moor! 
Blwitiia.  Let  ne  iwt  thne  be  triad 
Beyond  alt  ttrength,  ah  Heaven  r 

AbdvUiA.  Now,  tia  lor  lAee, 
Thou  ChiiKian  mother  I  on  thy  no*  to  pa* 
The  sentence — life  or  death  1 — the  piioe  ia  set 
On  theiryoung  blood,  and  resto  within  tbjhaida 
Alphmto.  Motberl  thqu  tremUeM I 
Abdtillati.  Hath  thy  heart  resolved  1 
Elnina  (ewrring  htr  fact  wilh  her  knA.) 
My  boy'i  prood  eye  is  on  me,  and  the  ttiip 
Which  rash  in  stormy  darknaa,  through  my  wd, 
Shrink  fion  hia  glance.    1  cannot  answer  itrt. 
AbdvUah.  Come  loth.    We'U  commtmt  <ks- 

Curios  (to  hif  mMher,)  Wih  thon  got 
Oh  I  let  me  follow  tbae! 

im'ita.  Mine  own  Mr  child  I 
— Now  that  thine  eyea  have  poured  one*  nioie  en 

The  light  ofthelr  young  atnlle,  and  thy  iweet  wit* 
Hath  sent  lie  gentle  music  through  my  sod 
And  I  have  G:lt  the  Ivrining  of  thioe  anna— 
—How  ahall  I  leave  theel 

AbdiilUUi.  Leave  blm,  aa  twere  but 
For  a  brief  slumber,  to  behold  his  fac« 
At  morning,  with  the  sun'a. 

AtpKmMo.  Thou  hast  no  look 
For  me,  my  DMther  I 

Elmina  Oh  t  that  I  ahoold  live 
To  aay,  1  dare  not  look  oa  thee  t— FaMweO, 
My  first  bom,  tUe  thee  weUI 

Alphanu.  Yet,  yet  beware! 
It  wen  a  grief  more  hea*y  on  thy  aoul, 
That  I  should  blush  for  thee,  than  o'er  my  pv 
That  thoa  ahouldit  proodty  weep  I 

AbdvUah.   Away!  we  trifle  here.    The  Hltl 


■  fast. 
Om  n 


I  Mj« 


{Eiami  AidvUah  wttJk  EttHina  ad  iB 
AUendaM. 
Alphatuo.  Hear  me  yet  once,  my  motbsil 
ArllhoDgonel 
But  one  word  morel 

[Be  nisAe*  mU.fiUawtd  by  Oalt. 

XDCBNA,  THEUU. 
Uteraa.  Stay  yet  awhile.    A  purer  aifW 

Here  through  tha  myrtles  w^iapering,  and  Ik* 


And  ^-fc'";  iwMliiees  from  the  orange  boDfte 
Than  waila  you  In  the  dty. 
Ximaia.  TbinueAasB 
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t  need,  ftBd  on  their  bed  of  daftlh, 
o  hand  doth  minkter  but  mine, 
ne  in  the  city.    Let  us  henoe. 

Yon  ha^e  been  wont  to  love  the 
nade 

ind  ruitling  fi>tiage,  and  aoft  wind% 
rdtran-^rovea.    AndwiU  you  turn 
toseeneeofdeath? 
To  me  the  voice 
;  whispering  through  young  flowen 


(too  deep  a  language  I  and  of  all 
ind  mysterious  mekidies, 
ng  soul  is  sadness! — I  have  felt 
ons  through  my  spirit,  after  which 
r  earth  are  changed,  and  all  her  sounds 
ht  with  secret  warnings.— There  is 

dd  bend  my  footsteps  to  the  scenes 
th  is  busy,  taming  warrior-hearts, 
g  winter  through  the  fieiy  blood, 
ig  the  strong  arm ! — ^For  now  no  sigh 
lir,  nor  floating  cloud  in  heaven, 
lightest  murmur  of  a  leaf, 
ngel's  silent  coming  bears 
to  my  souL — But  nought  of  this 
other! — These  are  awful  hours! 
ir  heavy  steps,  afflictions  crowd 
dark  pressure,  there  is  left  no  room 
sf  more. 

Sweet  lady,  talk  not  thus! 
is  mom  doth  wear  a  calmer  light, 
«  of  life  in  its  clear  tremulous  ray 
B  marked  of  late.    Nay,  go  not  yet; 
I  fountain,  where  the  laurels  dip 
r  leaves.    A  Iresher  gale  doth  spring 
ansparent  waters,  dashing  round 
y  spray,  with  a  sweet  voice  of  coolness, 
e  glistening  marble.    'Twill  call  up 
,  if  but  a  moment's,  to  your  cheek. 
re  you  go  forth,  and  I  will  sing 
you  love. 

THSRCSA  SINGS. 

lie  Spanish  maiden's  grave 
from  her  own  bright  land  1 
ly  flowers  that  o'er  it  wave 
own  by  no  kindred  hand. 

Jie  orange-bough  that  sends 
ih  on  the  sultry  air, 
he  myitle-stem  that  bends 
bieeae  of  evening  there  I 

lose  of  Sharon's  eastern  bloom 
silent  dwelfing  fades, 
!  but  strangers  pass  the  tomb 
the  Palm  of  Judah  shades. 

0 

f  Cross,  with  flowers  o'ergrown, 
well  that  plaoe  of  rest ; 


But  who  hath  graved,  on  its  bossy  stone^ 
A  swoid,  a  hefan,  a  cresti 

These  are  the  trophies  of  a  chief^ 

A  lord  of  the  axe  and  spear  I 
—Some  blossom  plucked,  some  faded  leaf, 

Should  gn«e  a  maiden's  bier! 

Scorn  not  her  tomb— deny  not  her 

The  honours  of  the  brave  I 
O'er  that  finrsaken  sepulchre. 

Banner  and  plume  might  wave. 

She  bound  the  steel,  in  battle  tried, 

Her  fearless  heart  above^ 
And  stood  vnth  brave  men,  side  by  ode, 

In  the  strength  and  fidthof  love ! 

That  strength  prevailed— that  faith  wis 

True  was  the  javelin  thrown. 
Yet  pierced  it  not  iier  warrior's  breast, 

She  met  it  with  her  own  I 

And  nobly  won,  where  heroes  fell 

In  arms  fer  the  holy  shrine, 
A  death  which  saved  what  she  loved  so  wdl, 

And  a  grave  in  Palestine. 

Then  let  the  Rose  of  Sharon  spread 

Its  breast  to  the  glowing  air, 
And  the  Pahn  of  Judah  lift  itr  head, 

Ghreen  and  immortal  there ! 

And  let  yon  gray  stone,  undefaoed. 
With  its  trophy  mark  the  scene. 

Telling  the  pilgrim  of  the  waste. 
Where  Love  and  death  have  been. 

^mena.  Those  notes  were  wont  to  make  my 
heart  beat  quick, 
As  at  a  voice  of  victory ;  but  to-day 
The  spirit  of  the  song  is  changed,  and  seems 
All  mournful.    Oh  1  that  ere  my  early  grave 
Shuts  out  the  sunbeam,  I  might  hear  one  peal 
Of  the  Castilian  trumpet,  ringing  forth 
Beneath  my  fether's  banner !— In  that  sound 
Were  life  to  you,  sweet  brothers ! — But  for  m»— 
Come  on— our  tasks  await  us.    They  who  know 
Their  hours  are  numbered  out,  have  little  time 
To  give  the  vague  and  slumlwrvus  Unguor  vray, 
Whkh  doth  steal  o'er  them  in  the  breath  of  flowen^ 
And  whisper  of  soft  winds. 

EPUNA  eaten  hurried]  j. 
Elmina.  This  air  vrill  cahn  my  spirit,  ere  yet  I 
meet 
Hit  eye,  which  must  be  met — Thou  here,  Ximena  I 
[She  tlarU  back  on  teeing  Ximena. 
JCimena,  AlasI  my  mother!  In  that  hurrying 
step 
And  troubled  glance  I  read — 
Blmina  {vUdly.)  Thou  lead'st  it  not! 
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Whj,  who  woalii  li»e,  if  nnto  mortal  eye 
The  things  la;  gluing,  which  within  our  hmt* 
We  tre»roii!  up  for  God'il— Thou  nad'gt  it  not! 
I  H.]r,  thoa  c«nrt  not !— There'i  not  one  on  esrth 
Shall  know  tba  tboughb,  which  bt  thenndToi 

ha««in*de 
And  keptduk  plum  ht  the  TOr;  breut 
Wheicon  be  hidh  laid  hi*  slamber,  till  thi  hour 
WheD  the  gnve*  open ! 

Ximena.  Mother !  wliatUlhiil 
Ala* !  yonr  eje  ti  wandering,  and  jour  cheek 
Plndied,  u  with  fever  I    To  yoor  woei  the  night 
Bath  brought  nomt 

£Imina.  Re«t!— who  thould  rati — not  he 
That  boldi  one  ewlhiT  UeHing  to  hie  heart 
Nntertbanhret— No!  If  thie  world haie  aught 
Of  bright  or  pcw^ioiu,  let  not  him  who  calle 
Si^  ttdnge  hk  own,  take  reel ! — DtA  ainrite  keep 

watch, 
And  thej  (o  whom  bit  honoor,  ohi*alrwu  bme 
Were  ai  bearan'a  air,  the  vital  element 
Wherein  Uiey  breathed,  ma;  wake,  and  find  their 

Bdade  marka  fcr  human  icom !— Will  they  bear  on 
With  life  ilnKk  down,  and  thua  diirobed  of  all 
Ita  glorioui  drM>erj  7— Who  ahall  teU  ua  thii  7 
-Will  A<  »  hear  it7 

Ximtna.  Mather  I  let  oa  kneel, 
And  blend  oor  heart*  in  prayer'— What  ebe  i« 

left 
To  mottali  when  tbe  dark  hour'*  might  ia  on 

theml 
—Leave  Da,  Therctt.— Grief  like  thia  doth  find 
It*  balm  in  aotitude.  [ExU  T^eruo. 

My  mother!  peace 

la  heaven'*  braiignant  anawei  to  the  cry 
Of  wounded  qnriu.    Will,  thou  kneel  with  mat 
Elmina.  Away!  tia  but  for  aoula  niMained  to 

Heaven'*  tranquil  image  on  their  dq)thi.— The 

Of  my  duk  Ihouffhla,  all  broken  by  the  atonn, 
Rdlecl*  but  cloud*  and  ligbtning*  I — IKdat  thou 


It  i*  not  happineaat — Why,  out  own  heart* 
WiD  keep  the  *ec(«tel(Mt— Joy,  joy  t  if  but 
To  leaiB  (hi*  deadale  city,  with  it*  dull 
Slow  knell*  and  dirgi*,  aud  to  breathe  again 
Th'    untainted   mountain-air! — But  hndll   the 


The  Boweta,  the  water*,  a 


t  bear  nought  of 


They  are  AiB  of  voice* ,  an 
'   — Well  apeak  oT  it  no  more. 

Ximena.  Oh  I  pitying  Heaven ! 
T^  grief  dolh  ahdte  bat  leaKml 


Why  should  thit  be  1 

,  tai  Mm1«  ELMINa. 
GoniaUx.  Ebnina,  dost  thou  «hun  met— Ene 

we  not, 
'en  from  the  hopeful  and  the  sunny  time 
When  youth  was  a*  a  glory  round  our  brow*, 
Held  on  through  life  (ogelher  1— And  ii  tim, 
When  eve  i*  gathering  round  u*,  with  the  glnn 
Of  itorniy  clouda,  a  lioM  to  part  our  atep* 
Upon  the  darkening  wild  7 

Blmina  (coldly).  There  need*  not  thk. 
Why  *boul  J*l  thou  think  I  *huiuied  thee  1 

OoniaU!.  Should  the  love 
That  ahone  o'er  many  years,  th'  un&ding  lin<^ 
Whose  only  change  hath  been  from  gUddnuni 

To  mingle  aorrowa  and  sttatoining  itiength, 
Thua  lightly  be  forgotlenl 

Eloiinti.  Speak'at  thoa  thust 

■1  have  knell  befiMB  thee  with  that  very  plea, 
When  it  availed  me  D0t1— But  there  are  thinp 
Whose  very  breathing*  on  the  soul  erB*e 
All  record  OfpaM  love,  save  the  chill  eeue, 
Th'  unquiet  memory  o[  it*  waded  faith, 
And  vaindevotednenl— Ayl  theythatCi 
Aflection'iperfect  tnut  on  aught  of  earth, 
Have  many  a  dream  to  atart  from  I 

Oonialez.  Thia  is  but 
The  wildnes*  and  the  bitterncn  of  grief) 
Ere  yet  th'  unsettled  bcsrt  hath  cloenl  iti  loaf 
Impatient  conflicts  with  a  mightier  ponver, 
Which  makca  all  conflict  vain. 

Hark!  waalhartB* 

A  sound  of  distant  trumpet*,  far  beyond 
The  Mooriah  tents,  and  of  another  tune 
Than  th'  Aftic  bom,  Ximcna  1 
eno.  Oh,  my  father  1 
thai  bom  too  well.— 'Ti*  hut  the  «ii4 
Which,  with  a  audden  rising,  bean  it*  deep 
And  nvage  war-note  from  us,  wsAing  it 
O'er  tbe  far  hillL 

Qanzaiti.  Atai!  tlui  wo  must  he  I 

lo  but  shake  my  sprit  from  ita  hMghl 

So  slanling  it  with  hope !— But  the  dread  boB 

Shall  be  met  bravely  still.     I  cu  keep  down 

Yet  fbr  a  liUle  wMIe— and  Heaven  will  aik 

No  more — the  psanonBte  workings  of  my  btsilr 

.And  thine— Elmina  7 

Elmina.  'Tis— I  am  prepared. 
1  Aai>e  prepared  for  alt. 

Omaaiei.  Oh,  well  I  knew 
Thou  wouldit  not  lul  me  I— Not  in  Tun  i>T  » 
Upon  thy  faith  and  eourage,  hath  built  up 
Unshaken  tn)*t. 

Elmina.  (wiUiy)    Awayl— tbou  knowV  0* 
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es  too  (kr,  his  rashness  would  invest 
mortality  with  an  attribute 
I  and  awful,  boasting  that  be  knows 
lanbeaitl 

Uji.  These  are  wild  words,  but  yet 
doubt  thee ! — Hast  thou  not  been  found 
all  things,  pouring  thy  souTs  light 
d  o'er  every  trial  7 — And,  as  our  fates, 
our  names  be,  undivided ! — Thine, 
ffd  of  a  warrior's  life,  shall  find 

of  stainless  honour. — By  his  side 

a.  May  this  be  borne  1— How  much  of 

[ony 

heart  room  fori — Speaktome  in  wrath — 

lure  it  !^But  no  gentle  words ! 

8  of  love  I  no  praise !— Thy  sword  might 

nore  merciful! 

lez.  Wherefore  art  thou  thusi 

ny  beloved! 

a.  No  more  of  love!  • 

[  not  said  there's  that  within  my  heart, 

1  it  falls  as  living  fire  would  fall 

unclosed  wound  1 

Uz.  Nay,  lift  thine  eyes 

lay  read  their  meaning  I 

a.  Never  more 

free  soul— What  have  t  said?— 'twas 

rht! 

>n  no  heed !   The  words  of  wretchedness 

lot  scrutiny.    Wouldst  thou  mark  the 

eh 

led  dreams? 

Uz.  I  have  seen  thee  in  the  hour 

wp  spirit's  joy,  and  when- the  breath 

bung  chilling  round  thee ;  in  all  change, 

ealth  and  drooping  sickness;  hope  and 

* 

id  decline ;  but  never  yet,  Elmina, 

Ih  thine  eye  till  now  shrunk  back  per- 

ed 

ame  or  dread,  from  mine !    • 

us.  Thy  glance  doth  search 

led  heart  too  deeply. 

Uez.  Hast  thou  there 

>conceal1 

lA.  Who  hath  not? 

iUz.  Till  this  hour 

;ver  hadst ! — ^Yet  hear  me ! — ^by  the  free 

ittainted  fame  which  wraps  the  dust 

heroic  fathers— 

la.  This  to  me! 

your  inspiring  war-notes,  and  your  sounds 

music  round  a  dying  man ! 

heart  echo  them? — But  if  thy  words 

ells,  to  call  up,  with  each  lof^  ^one, 

ve's  most  awful  spirits,  they  would  stand 

IS,  before  my  anguish ! 

Jet,  Then,  by  her. 


Who  there  looks  on  thee  in  the  purity 

Of  her  devoted  youth,  and  o'er  whose  name 

No  blight  must  fidl,  and  whose  pale  cheek  must 

ne'er 
Bum  with  that  deeper  tinge,  caught  painfully 
From  the  quick  feeling  of  dishonour. — Speak 
Unfold  this  mystery! — By  thy  sons 

Elmina.  My  sons! 
And  canst  thou  name  them? 

Oonzalez.  Proudly! — Better  far 
They  died  with  all  the  promise  of  their  youth. 
And  the  fair  honour  of  their  house  upon  them. 
Than  that  with  Qianhood's  high  and  pasnonate 

soul  • 

To  fearful  strength  unfolded,  they  should  live, 
Barred  from  the  lists  of  crested  chivalry. 
And  pining,  in  the  silence  of  a  wo. 
Which  from  the  heart  shuts  daylight ;— o^r  the 

shame 
Of  those  who  gave  them  birth! — But  thou  couldst 

ne'er 
Forget  their  lofty  claims ! 

£/mtna  (wt^cUy.)  'Twas  but  for  them! 
'Twas  for  them  only! — Who  shall  dare  arraign 
Madness  of  crime?— -And  he  who  made  us,  knows 
There  are  dark  moments  of  all  hearts  and  lives, 
Which  bear  down  reason ! 

Oonzalez.  Thou,  whom  I  have  loved 
With  such  hjgh  trust,  as  o'er  our  nature  threw 
•^  S\^^i  scarce  allowed ; — what  hast  thou  done? 
^Ximena,  go  thou  hence! 

Elmina.  No,  no!  my  child! 
There's  pity  in  thy  look ! — All  other  eyes 
Are  full  of  wrath  and  scorn ! — Oh !  leave  me  not! 

Gonzalez.  *Thiit  I  should  live  to  see  thee  thus 
abased!. 
->Yer  speak  1— What  h&st  tllou  done? 

Elmina.  LodL  to  the  gate ! 
Thou'rt  worn  with  toil — ^but  take  no  rest  to-night! 
The  western  gate! — Its  watchers  have  been  won — 
The  Christian  city  hath  been  bought  and  sokl! 
They  vrill  admit  the  Moor ! 

Gonzalez.  They  have  been  won ! 
Brave  men  and  tried  so  long! — Whose  work  was 
this? 

Elmina.  Think'st  thou  all  hearU  like  thine  ?~ 
Can  mothers  stand 
To  see  their  children  perish? 

Gonzalfz.  Then  the  guilt 
Was  thine? 

Elmina.  — Shall  mortal  dare  to  call  it  guilt  ? 
I  tell  thee.  Heaven,  which  made  all  holy  things. 
Made  nought  more  holy  than  the  boundless  love 
Which  fills  a  mother's  heart! — I  say,  'tb  wo 
Enough,  with  such  an  aching  tenderness. 
To  k>ve  aught  earthly! — and  in  vain!  in  vain! 
— ^We  are  pressed  down  too  sorely! 

Gonzalez  (in  a  low  desponding  voice).  Now 
my  life 
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Is  itruck  to  worthlew  aihetil~In  mj  soul 

Suspicion  hath  ta'en  root.    The  nobleness 

Henceforth  is  blotted  fMi  all  human  brows, 

And  fearful  power,  a  dark  and  troublous  gift, 

Almost  like  prophecy,  is  poured  upon  rae, 

To  read  the  guilty  secrets  in  each  eye, 

That  once  looked  bright  with  truth  I 

—Why  then  I  have  gained 

What  men  call  wisdom  1 — A  new  sense,  to  which 

All  tal^  that  speak  of  high  fidelity. 

And  holy  courage,  and  proud  honour,  tried. 

Searched,  and  found  steadfast,  even  to  martyrdom, 

Are  food  for  mockery! — Why  should  I  not  cast 

From  my  thinned  locks  the  wearihg  helm  at  once, 

And  in  the  heavy  sickness  of  my  soiil 

Throw  the  sword  down  for  everl — Is  there  aught 

In  all  this  world  of  gilded  hoUewness, 

Now  the  bright  hues  drop  offhs  loveliest  thingi^ 

Worth  striving  for  again  1 

Ximena.  Father  I  lookup! 
Turn  unto  me,  thy  child  1 

OomaUz.  Thy  face  is  fair; 
And  hath  been  unto  me,  in  othor  days, 
As  morning  to  the  joumeyer  of  the  dieep ; 
But  now— 'tis  too  like  hers! 

Elmina  (falling  at  hu  feet,)  Wo,  shame  and 


An  on  me  in  their  might! — forgive,  forgive! 

Gonzalez  {starting  up.)  Doth  the  Moor  deem 
that  /  have  part  or  shore. 
Or  counsel  in  this  vileness  ?— Stay  me  not ! 
Let  go  thy  hold — 'tis  poweriess  on  me  now — 
I  linger  here,  while  treason  is  at  work ! 

{Exit^  Gonzalez, 

Elmina,  Ximena,  dost  thou  scorn  mel 

Ximena.  1  have  £pun<^ 
In  mine  own  heart  too  much  of  feebleness. 
Hid,  beneath  many  folAngs,  from  all  eyes 
But  His  whom  nought  can  blind; — ^to  dare  do 

aught 
But  pity  thee,  dear  mother ! 

Elmina,  Blessings  light 
On  thy  fSur  head,  my  gentfe  child,  for  this  t 
Thou  kind  and  merciful !— My  soul  is  faint — 
Worn  with  long  strife ! — Is  there  aught  else  to  do. 
Or  suffer,  ere  we  die  1 — Oh  God !  my  sons ! 
— I  have  betrayed  them  I — All  their  innocent  blood 
Is  on  my  soul! 

Ximena,  How  shall  I  comfort  thee? 
— Oh  1  hark!  what  sounds  come  deepening  on  the 

wind. 
So  full  of  solemn  hope ! 

{A  procetnon  qf  iVunt  paasea  acros$  the  Scene, 
bearing  reZics,  and  chanting.) 

CHANT. 

A  sword  is  on  the  land ! 
■*  He  that  bears  down  young  tree  and  glorious 
flower. 


Death  IS  gone  forth,  he  walks  the  wind  in  pofvvl 

— Where  is  the  warrioi's  handl 
Our  steps  are  in  the  shadows  of  the  grave, 
Hear  us,  we  perish!  Father,  hear,  and  nn\ 

Itf  in  the  days  of  song, 
The  days  of  gladness,  we  have  called  on  thec^ 
When  mirthful  voices  rang  finom  sea  to  sea, 

And  joyous  hearts  were  strong ; 
Now,  that  alike  the  feeble  and  the  brave 
Must  cry,  "We  perish !"-^Father!  heir,  ud 

save! 

The  days  of  song  are  fled  1 
The  winds  came  loaded,  wafting  dirge-notes  I7, 
But  they  that  linger  soon  unmqurtied  must  dit; 

— The  dead  weep  not  the  dead  1 
— Wilt  thou  forsake  us  'midst  the  stormy  wtnl 
We  sink,  we  perish ! — Father,  hear,  and  saT^! 

Hehnet  and  lance  are  dust ! 
Is  not.the  strong  man  withered  from  our  ejel 
The  arm  struck  down  that  held  our  bannen  hi|h1 

— Thine  b  our  spirit's  trust  I 
Look  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  thegnve! 
Do  we  not  perish  I — ^Father,  hear,  and  save ! 

HERNANDEZ  eitten. 
Elmina,  Whycomest  thou,manof  vengeiBDel 
—What  have  I 
To  do  with  thee  ? — Am  I  not  bowed  enoughl 
Thou  art  no  mourner's  comforter ! 

Hernandez.  Thy  lord 
Hath  sent  me  unto  thee.    Till  this  day's  task 
Be  closed,  thou  daughter  of  the  feeble  heart ! 
He  bids  thee  seek  him  not,  but  lay  thy  woes 
Before  Heaven's  altar,  and  in  penitence 
Make  thy  soul's  peace  with  God. 

Elmina,  Till  this  day's  task 
Be  closed! — there  is  strange  triumph  in  thiot 

eyes — 
Is  it  that  I  have  fallen  from  that  high  place 
Whereon  I  stood  in  fame? — But  I  can  fed 
A  wild  and  bitter  pride  in  thus  being  past 
The  power  of  thy  dark  glance! — My  spirit  uff 
Is  wound  about  by  one  sole  mighty  grief; 
Thy  scorn  hath  lost  its  sting. — Thou  mayit  I^ 

proach — 
*  Hernandez.  I  come  not  to  reproach  thee.  Hm* 

ven  doth  work 
By  many  agencies ;  and  in  its  hour 
There  is  no  insect  which  the  summer  hteae 
From  the  green  leaf  shakes  trembling,  but  BtJ 

serve 
Its  deep  unseaichable  purposes,  as  wefl 
As  the  great  ocean,  or  th'  eternal  fires, 
Pent  in  earth's  caves! — Thou  hast  but  ipM^ed 

that, 

Which,  in  th'  infiOuate  blfaidnesi  of  thy  heart 
Thou  wouldst  have  trampled  o'er  all  boly  ties, 
But  to  avert  one  day! 
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tat — Spetk  yet  again! — I  could  not  catch 

nngofthy  wordf. 

^deM.  E'en  now  thy  lord 

t  oar  fijes  defiance.    On  the  waUa 

I  in  confi»ence  with  the  boaatful  l^cor, 

1  atiength  is  with  him.    Through  the 

is  day  must  be  poured  in  sacrifice 
in  be  free.    On  all  her  olive-hiils 
I  set  up  the  battle-sign  of  fire, 
d  its  blaie,  at  midnight,  keep  the  sense 
inoe  wakeful  in  each  other's  hearts 
thy  children's  taJe! 
a.  Peace,  father!  peace! 
le  sinks  !^he  storm  hath  done  its  work 
broken  reed.    Oh !  lend  thine  aid 
ler  hence.  [  T^  lead  her  away. 

Street  in  Valencia.  Several  Groups 
ten^  and  SMiert^  many  qf  them  lying 
SUp&  qf  a  Church.  Arms  scattered  on 
>und  around  them, 

I  Citizen,  The  atr  is  sultry,  as  with 

ler-clouds, 

desolate  home,  that  I  might  breathe 

ly  in  heaven's  face,  but  my  heart  feels 

hot  gloom  o'erburthened.    I  have  now 
D  tend  me.  Which  of  you,  kind  firiends, 
g  the  old  man  water  from  the  fount, 
2n  his  parched  lip  1 

[A  citizen  goes  out. 
Citizen,  This  wasting  siege, 
her  Lopez,  hath  gone  hard  with  you! 
o  bear  no  voices  through  the  house, 
pled  with  fair  sons ! 
Citizen.  Why,  better  thus, 
X  haunted  with  their  famished  cries, 
Mir  very  dreams ! 
lizen.  Heaven's  will  be  done! 
)  dark  times!   I  have  not  been  alone 
liction. 

CUizen  (with  bitterness.)  Why,  we 
but  this  thought 

>nr  gloomy  comfort! — And  'tis  well! 
le  balance  be  awhile  struck  even 
the  noble's  palace  and  the  hut, 
e  worn  peasant  sickens ! — They  that  bear 
ble  dead  unhonoured  to  their  homes, 
i'  th'  streets  no  brdly  bridal  train, 
exuhing  music;  and  the  wretch 
the  marble  steps  of  some  proud  hall 
asself  down  to  die,  in  his  last  need 
ly  of  famine,  doth  behold 
M  guests,  with  their  long  purple  robes, 
inqaet  sweeping  Sy.    Why,  this  is  just  1 
)  the  days  when  pomp  is  made  to  feel 
tiiDoakll 


JF\}uirth  Citizen.  Heard  you  hurt  night  the  sound 
Of  Saint  Jago's  beUT— How  sullenly 
From  the  great  tower  it  fp^ed ! 

Fifth  Citizen,  Ay,  |nd 'tis  said 
No  mortal  hand  was  near  when  so  it  setmed 
To  shake  the  midnight  streets. 

Old  CUizen,  Too  well  I  know 
The  sound  of  coming  &te  1 — ^"Tis  ever  thus 
When  Death  is  on  his  way  to  make  it  night 
In  the  Cid's  ancient  honse.(5)— Oh !  there  are  things 
In  this  strange  world  of  which  we  have  all  to  leani 
When  its  dark  bounds  are  passed. — Yon  bell,  un- 
touched, 
(Save  by  hands  we  see  not)  still  dbth  speak^- 
— When  of  that  line  some  stately  head  is  marked— 
With  a  wikl  hoUow  peal,  at  dead  of  night, 
Rocking  Valencia's  towers.    I  have  heard  it  oft. 
Nor  known  its  warning  fidse. 

F\nirth  Citizen,  And  will  our  chief 
Buy  the  price  of  his  &ir  children's  blood 
A  few  more  days  of  pining  wretchednsH 
For  this  forsaken  city  1 

Old  CUizen.  Doubt  it  not  I 
— But  with  that  ransom  he  may  purchase  still 
Deliverance  for  the  land !— And  yet  'tis  sad 
To  think  that  such  a  race,  with  all  its  &me, 
Sliould  pass  away ! — For  she,  his  daughter  too, 
Moves  upon  earth  as  some  bright  thing  whoee  time 
To  sojourn  there  is  short 

F\fth  CUizen,  Then  wo  for  us 
When  she  is  gone  I — Her  voice— the  very  sound 
Of  her  soft  step  was  comfort,  as  she  moved 
Through  the  still  house  of  mourning  I — Who  like 

her 
Shall  give  us  hope  again  1 

OU  CUizen,  Be  still  !~she  comes, 
And  with  a  mien  how  changed  1 — A  hurrying  step, 
And  a  flushed  cheek ! — What  may  this  bodel — 
Bestilll 

XOfENA  ttMOt  with  Atteodsnis  carrying  a  Bumar. 

JGmena.  Men  of  Valencia  I  in  an  hour  like  this^ 
What  do  ye  here  1 

A  CUizen.  We  die! 

Ximena.  Brave  men  die  now 
Girt  for  the  toil,  as  travellers  suddenly 
By  the  dark  night  o'ertaken  on  their  vray  I 
These  days  require  such  death ! — It  is  too  much 
Of  luxury  for  our  wild  and  angry  times, 
To  fold  the  mantle  round  us,  and  to  sink 
From  life,  as  flowers  that  shut  up  silently, 
When  the  sun's  heat  doth  scorch  them  !~Hear  ye 
not? 

A  CUizen.  Lady!  what  wouldst  thou  with  ml 

JBmena.  Rise  and  arm ! 
E'en  now  the  children  of  your  chief  are  led 
Forth  by  the  Moor  to  perish ! — Shall  this  be. 
Shall  the  high  sound  of  such  a  name  be  hushed^ 
r  th'  land  to  which  fiif  ages  it  hath  been 
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A  battl«-n)^,  n  tweie  nme  pwin  ji'nate 
Ofihepberd-mDBcl — Mnit  tlb>  wMfc  be  doos, 
And  jt  lie  pininf;  hen,  u  men  in  whom 


CUiien.  "Tiiewnso! 
Sickiiew,  and  tnl,  and  grief,  Iwts  bnatiwdupaDui, 
Out  heuta  beat  funt  and  k»r. 

JCimena.  fi^  je  u  poor 
or  pool,  my  ooontryown !  that  ye  can  draw 
Slnnglli  fhnn  no  deeper  •oiuoe  tban  that  whkh 


And  •emitiTe  womanhood  ore  now  endured, 
Through  panga  of  learching  fife,  in  ■sine  piDod 

Bleeang  that  agon;  1 — Think  ye  the  Powei 
Which  bore  them  nobly  up,  as  if  to  teach 
The  toftiim  where  eternal  Heaven  had  act 
Boond*  to  hi*  iway,  wai  earthy,  orthia  earth, 
Thia  dun  mortality  1— Nay,  then  look  on  me  t 
De  ath'atooch  hath  marked  me,  and  I  itandamoDgat 

A*  DIM  wboae  pUu>,  i'  Ih'ionihiDeDf  yoor  worid, 

Shan  •oon  be  left  to  Ml— I  aay,  the  breath 

Of  tb'  inoana^  Boating  thrcogh  yon  fana,  iball 

Fm  from  yoiiT  p«Llh  befne  me  I    Bat  eren  now, 
I  hare  that  wittun  me,  kindling  through  the  dnet, 
Which  from  all  (imehath  made  highdeedaitaxHce, 
And  takxa  to  the  natiiina ! — Look  on  me  I 
Why  hath  Hearen  pouied  forth  coorags,  iiaflame 
WaMingthe  womaniih  hrart,  wbieb  mart  be  stilled 
Yet  KKmeT  Car  its  smft  oonsonung  brightntee. 
If  not  to  ihane  yoor  donbt,  and  yoor  despair, 
Andj'oacaoal'atafpatV-Yet,  arise  and  ami 
b  may  not  be  too  lata. 

A  Oitizen.  Why,  what  are  we, 
To  cope  with  hosts  1 — Thus  laini,  and  worn,  and 

Aw, 
O'emnmbered  and  fbraaken,  iat  for  oa 
To  stand  againat  the  mightyl 

Xiineita.  And  for  whom 
Bath  He,  who  shakes  the  mighty  with  a  breath 
Fiom  their  high  places,  made  the  fearfulness, 
And  em-wakefal  preaence  of  his  power. 
To  the  pde  ataiUed  earth  mcmt  manifeal. 
Bat  fi>r  the  makl— Was  't  for  the  hehned  and 

That  suns  wen  stayed  at  noonday  1 — Stormy  seas 
As  a  rill  parted  7— Mailed  aKbangets  sent 
To  wither  np  the  Mrength  of  kings  with  death  1 
— I  tell  yoo,  if  these  marrelshara  been  done, 
'Twas  for  tlw  wearied  and  Ih'  oppteased  of  men, 
They  needed  sticli! — And  geaeroui  bith  balh 

>  Im  pmrnifing  ifoili  ■'an  yet  to  wmk 


DeliTorances,  whose  tale  shall  live  #ith  those 
Of  the  great  elder  time  t-~Bs  of  good  heart  I 
Who  k  foraakenl— He  that  gives  the  IhoogU 
A  place  within  his  breast! — 'Tis  not  for  yon. 
— Know  yo  this  banner! 

Cittitn*  (murmunnf  to  each,  stfcer.)  Is  d 
not  inspred  1 
Doth  not  heaven  call  na  by  her  fenent  tiiosI 

Ximma.  Know  ye  this  baniiBt  1 

eoizem.  'Tis  the  Cid's. 

Ximna.  The  Cid's  1 
Who  breatbea  that  name  but  in  th'  emiliif  IM 
Which  the  heart  rings  to  1 — Why  the  voy  win 
Aa  it  iWella  out  the  noUe  standard's  fcld 
Hath    a    triumphant    sonnd  1— The    CU**!- 

Even  as  a  aifrn  of  victory  through  the  land 
From  the  free  skiee  ne'er  stooping  to  a  Ibet 
Old  Citiien.  Can  ye  Mill  paose,  my  bnlhni 
—Oh  I  that  youth 
Through  this  worn  firame  were  kindhng  w 
again! 

imena.  Ye  linger  stiH  1 — Upon  this  my  ai 
He  that  was  bom  in  han*T  i>oat  for  SpainfEi) 
Poured  forth  his  conquering  spirit  I — "Twai  tl 


From  yoaiown 


This  banner  of  his  battlsa,  aa  it  drooped 
Above  the  champion'a  death-bed.     Nor  ersntkt 
Ilatale  of  glory  closed. — They  made  no  moan 
O'er  the  dead  liero,  aiul  no  dirge  was  snng,(7) 
But  the  deep  tamboni  and  Iha  shrill  horn  ofni 
Told  when  the  mighty  paved!— They  wraftbi 

not 
With  the  pale  ahrond,  bnt  braced  the  winur 

In  war-array,  and  on  bii  bariied  steed. 
As  for  a  Iriumph,  reared  him;  marching  Eifth 
In  the  hushed  midnight  from  Valencia's  wafli. 
Beleaguered  then,  aa  now.    All  ailently 
The  stately  fiineral  raortd ; — but  who  was  he 
That  fallowed,  charging  on  the  tall  whiu  bone, 
And  with  the  solemn  standard,  broad  and  pale. 
'ng  in  afaeeta  of  anow-light  1 — Aiui  the  «■ 
The  Moody  cioaa,  far-blaiing  from  hia  ahieU, 
And  tbe  fierce  meteoi-swordl— They  b4  ikr 

fledl 
The  kings  of  Abie,  with  thdr  conntlew  beats. 
Wen  dust  in  his  red  path !— The  acimetir 
Was  shimed  as  a  reed  1 — for  in  that  hour 
The  wanior-saint  that  keeps  the  watch  for  Spail 
Was  aninl  betimeal — And  o'er  that  fiery  idd 
The  Cid's  high  baimer  streamed  aU  joyoudj. 
For  still  its  lord  was  there  ■ 

Caiietu  (risii^  tumnlfiioHsIy).     Stta  B> 
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lie  item  bewn  down,  the  beacon-light 

liis  hooM  for  ages  o'er  the  land 

JOB  through  cloud  and  atorm,  thus  quench- 

iCoueet 

not  aid  hk  children  in  the  hour 

beir  uttermost  peril  1— Awful  power 

be  holy  dead,  and  there  are  timee 

le  tomb  hath  no  chain  they  can  not  bunt  f 

thing  fbfgotten,  how  he  woke 

deep  reat  of  old,  remembering  Spain 

eat  dangerl — At  the  night's  mid-watch 

m  started,  when  the  sound  was  heard 

ok  her  dark  and  hoUow-echotng  streets, 

the  heavy  tramp  of  steel-dad  men, 

nnds  maicbing  through! — ^For  he  had 

il 

apeador  was  on  his  march  again, 

is  arms,  and  folbwed  by  his  hosts 

wy  spearmen  1;— He  had  left  the  world 

ich  we  aro  dimly  paited,  and  gone  forth, 

xl  his  buried  warriors  from  their  sleep, 

I  them  round  him  to  deliver  Spain ; 

i  was  upon  her ! — ^Morning  broko— 

ed  throqgh  clouds  of  battle ; — but  at  eve 

had  triumphed,  and  the  rescued  land 

k  about  of  victory  from  the  fiekl, 

led  her  ancient  mountains. 

itizeru.  Arm!  to  arms! 

rchief  I — ^We  have  stiei^gth  within  us  yet 

ih  our  bkxMl  roused !— Now,  be  the  word, 

/id's  house  I 

[  TVtey  begin  to  arm  themtelvu, 
a.  Ye  know  his  battle-songi 
rode  strain  wherewith  hb  bands  went 

down  Paynim  swards ! 
{Ske  Hngt) 

TBS  CID's  BITTLS  BONO. 

Moor  is  on  his  way! 
tambour-peal  and  the  tecbir-shout, 
lom  o^ear  the  blue  seas  ringing  out, 
lath  marshalled  his  dark  array  1 

It  through  the  vine-clad  land! 
sons  on  aU  their  hills  may  hear, 
pen  the  point  of  the  red  wolf-spear, 
the  sword  for  the  brave  man's  hand ! 

I^ITIZENS  join  in  the  9ong^  while  they 
\Hnrte  arming  thtmadveti). 

ten  an  in  the  field! 
'  must  rise  from  his  joyous  board, 
ftom  the  feast  ere  the  wine  be  poured, 
take  up  his  Other's  shield ! 


Bdoor  is  on  his  way! 

sanat  leave  his  oBve-groond, 

(oats  roam  wild  through  the  pine-woods 

round! 

MfB  is  DoUer  woik  t»dayl 


Send  Ibfih  the  trumpet's  call! 
Till  the  bridegroom  cast  the  goblet  down, 
And  the  marriage-robe  and  the  flowery  crown, 

And  arm  in  the  banquet-hall  I 

And  stay  the  funeral-train  1  • 
Bid  the  chanted  mafi  be  hushed  awhile, 
And  their  bier  hud  down  in  the  holy  aisJe, 

And  the  moumen  girt  for  Spain  1 

J^Thty  take  up  the  hanner^  andjbllaw  Ximena 
out.  Their  voiceM  are  heard  gradually 
dying  away  at  a  dittanee). 

En  night,  must  swords  be  rsd  I 
It  is  not  an  hour  for  knells  and  tears. 
But  for  hehnets  braced,  and  serried  spean ! 

To-morrow  for  the  dead! 

The  Cid  is  in  amy! 
His  steed  is  barbed,  his  plume  waves  high, 
His  banner  is  up  in  the  sunny  sky. 

Now,  joy  for  the  Crosi  to-day ! 

SCENE^ — THE  WILLS   OP  THE   CITY.       THE    PLAIN 
BENEATH,  WITH  THE  MOORISH  CAMP  AND  ARMY. 

GONZALEZ,  OARCIAB,  HERNANDEZ. 

(il  wild  Sound  qf  Mooriih  Music  heard  from 
below). 

Hmumdez,  What  notes  an  these  in  their  deep 
moumfulness 
So  strangely  wiMI 

Gareiat,  'Tis  the  duill  mekidy 
Of  the  Moor's  ancient  death-song.    WeD  I  know 
The  rude  barbaric  sound;  but,  tiU  tins  hour, 
It  seemed  not  foarful.    Now,  a  shuddering  f-hill 
Comes  o'er  ms  with  its  tones. — ^Lo!  fiom  yon  tent 
They  lead  the  noble  boys! 

Hernandez,  The  young,  and  pure. 
And  beautiful  victims  !««'Tis  on  things  like  these 
We  cast  our  hearts  in  wild  idolatry. 
Sowing  the  winds  with  hbpe ! — Yet  this  is  weD. 
Thus  brightly  crowned  with  life's  most  gorgeous 

flowen. 
And  all  unblemished,  earth  shouki  offer  up 
Her  treasures  unto  Heaven ! 

Oareia»  {to  Oonzalez),  My  chie^  the  Moor 
Hath  led  your  children  forth. 

Oonzalez  (etarting).  Aro  my  sons  theni 
I  knew  tbey  could  not  perish ;  for  yon  Heaven 
Would  ne'er  behold  itl— When  is  he  that  said 
I  was  no  mon  a  fiUherl — They  look  changed 
Pallid  and  worn,  as  firom  a  prison-house! 
Oris 't  mine  eye  sees  dimly 7 — But  their  steps 
Seem  heavy,  as  with  pain. — I  hear  the  clank — 
Oh  Godl  their  limbs  an  fettered! 

Abdullah  {earning  forward  beneath  the  walU) 
Christian!  k>ok 
Once  monupoo  thy  childien.    There  is  yet 
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Oiw  moment  for  the  tremblmg  of  ths  ■wocd ; ; 
Theii  ilooni  is  (tiU  with  thM. 

OeiLtalei,  Wbj  ibould  thk  nun 
Bo  mock  lu  with  the  mnbUiioe  of  ooc  kindt 
— Mooil  Maori  thou  doat  too  dadogl;  prmoke, 
In  thf  bold  enieltr,  th'  alt-judging  Oob, 
Who  (iiita  for  mch  thingi  I — Hut  thoa  no  mdm 
Of  thj  fnji  utun  t— Twill  be  ttught  thee  Jit, 
And  dukljalmU  tba  uiguah  <if  mjr  loul,    . 
DuUj  mi  betiilf ,  poui  iteelf  on  thine, 
When  thou  ihalt  ay  tbi  men;  rroni  the  iiut, ' 
And  be  deuiedl 
Abdullah.  N»y,  ie  H  not  AyOt, 
t,  Th«t  halt  no  meicf  uidno  lore  within  thee1 
Time  an  th;  nne,  the  nimUnga  of  th;  hoiue ; 
Speak  t  molt  the;  live  or  die  1 
Ooiualex  (intialent  eoialim).  bit  Heaven' 
will 
To  ti;  the  diut  it  kindlea  fbi  a  da;, 
With  indnite  agon;  1 — How  have  1  dnwn 
Thii  chaitwung  on  m;  bead  1— The;  bloomed 

arouDd  me, 
And  m;  heart  grew  too  feaileea  in  tte  jo;. 
Glorying  in  their  bright  promiae  I — If  we  fal 
I>  there  ito  pardon  lor  our  feeblencMl 
(Bemajidex,ieillioutipcaliing,Md4itpaCnu 


■m). 


Gnualei  (maithiag  the  Cron,  and  lifting  it 

up).    Let  the  cailh  be  ebaken  thnu^  iti 

depths, 

Bot  Ihit  moit  tiiampb  I 

Abdaltah  (coWy).  Be  it  ai  thoa  wiH. 
— Unabcatth  thiedroetul  ['n  hit  Gaardi. 

Oarda*(te  Qanxaia.)  Aw«;,  m;  chief  1 
Thii  ii  jovt  place  nclonger.    Then  an  thii^ 
No  hnman  heart,  thoogh  battle  proof  u  joun, 


OoiaaUi.  Be  Kill  I  I  hsTe  now 
No  place  OD  eart^  bot  thii! 

Aiphmio  (jTon  itntath.')  Ment  give  me  way, 
That  I  may  apeak  forth  ODoe  before  Idie! 

Oareioa,  The  prineel;  be;  I — How  gallanti;  hie 


WeaM  itahigb  nature  tn  the  face  cf  death! 

ilphoTuio.  Father! 

(hnxaUx.  Myecnlmyna! — mine etdaat-bora 

Aiphmn.  Sla;  bnt  npon  the  iamp«it*l— Fee 
than  not— 
Tbarai*  good  courage  in  me;  <At  mj&thetl 
1  will  not  ehame  theel— onl;  let  me  fkll 
Knowing  thine  e;e  lo^  pmudl;  on  th;  child. 
Bo  ihall  m;  heart  have  atnngth. 

OaaaUx.  Woold,  woold  to  Ood, 
That  I  might  die  for  thee,  mj  noble  bo;  I 

Jdjihenio.  Coold  I  have  lived, 
1  might  have  been  a  warrior  > — Now,  FareWfU ! 
But  look  upon  wa  aiill— 1  wiB  uN  Ueoeb 


Oaniat^le  Oaraalti.)  Na;,  Bi;k>dt 
We  mnM  begone!— Tboo  cawt  Dot  bear  ill 

OmuoJu.  Peace  t 
—Who  hath  told  (Am  how  mwh  ^'i  heHl  a 

bearl 
— Lend  ma  thine 
How  thick  the  d 

bo;! 
Wbm  art  then  in  Hib  gloom) 

Otniat.  Let  tw  go*  hence  I 
Thi*  ia  a  draadlhl  monentl 

OmzaJei.  Huh  I— what  Midst  ttonl 
Now  let  ma  look  on  himi— DM  (Ami  bn  w^ 
Throogh  tba  dnll  imat  whieh  wiapa  iw7 

Oaroiaf,  I  behold— 
OhI  far«  thooaand  Spaniardi  to  mh  dowa- 

Omualei.   Thoa  aeot-M;  hMit  «a^  ril 

to  hear  thee  qnak) 
Thate  aeema  a  foaifnl  bodi  npm  tba  M^ 
Aa  t  were  the  dead  of  nigbt  I 

Oaniat.  The  bosta  have  cloaed 
Aroand  the  apot  in  atilkMaa.  Tiuoi^  tk  ^aMi, 
Ranged  thick  and  mMiaile«,  I  aoe  hin  not; 

Ooniaitx,  He  bade  DM  keep  mine  a;*  npaU^ 
And  aO  ia  daitaWB  round  ma! — Nowl 

A  ntord,  apringa  upward,  like  a  ligbtiuBg  boBl, 
ThroDgh  tha  dark  nnvd  man!— Ita  coU  Vm 

la  waverii^  to  and  fro    tii  vaniahed — httfcl 
Qtmzakz.   1  heard  it,  ;eat— I  hnrd  tte  M 
dead  eonnd 
That    heavil;  bnte   the   mlawe!— Didal  On 


;thy 


The  iword  fell  theni 
Hernandez  (aiih  ixvUaiim.)  FkiwftfthAN 
noble  blood! 
Ponnl  of  Spain'a  ransom  and  delivcnnce,  kw 
Uncbecked  and  brighUj  focthl— TtaM  kiailr 

m! 

Blood  of  onr  heioea!  blood  of  niait;TdoDi! 
Which    through  ■>  man;  warrior-bean  ^ 

The  lei;  cnnenta,  and  hut  made  oar  bib 
nee,b7  thine  own  free  oSitring! — Bathe  thi  ItfA 
Bat  there  thou  ihalt  not  einkl — Our  vny  lit 
Shall  take  th;  colouring,  and  oar  loaded  iot 
O'er  th'  infidel  hang  dark  and  ominoiM, 
With  faattle-hoe*  tf  thee  I— And  th;  detf  v«n 
Rising  above  them  to  the  judgment  aaet 
ShaU  call  a  btnl  ofgatherrd  *aa|Mnoa  Ann 
~  fioaiNl— Perih;«ai* 

Bath  nwda  hta  gnat  lu  «'«t 


THE  SIEGE  OF  VALENCIA. 


•1 


Q9iuakM((mdea90uHng  to  route  himte(f.)  'Tb 
•fladienn! 
Thf/n  u  noC  one — ^no  hand  on  earth  could  harm 
Tkt  hit  bqj's  giaoeful  head  i— Why  look  joa 
Uraal 
AUtKilah  {pointing  to  Carlos.)  Chriakian!  e'en 

fBt  thoa  haal  a  eon  f 
Qmuales,  E'enyetl 
Ctrko,  My  fiUher!  take  me  firom  then  ftarfiil 

Wft  then  not  eaipe  me,  &ther  1 
Gbnaelcx  {atiempiing  to  wuheath  kio  owtrd.) 
If  the  itm^gth 
hem  mine  ann  ■hivepedt-^aictae,  follow  me! 
Oareioo.  Whither,  my  chiefl 
Ommle.T,  Why,  we  can  die  aa  weD 
Oa  yonder  plain, — ay,  a  spear's  thrust  wiO  do 
Tkt  Mltle  that  our  misery  doth  jeqcdre, 
Snwr  than  e'er  this  anguish !   life  is  best 
Tknwn  from  as  in  such  moments. 

[  Voicea  heard  at  a  dioianee. 
BtmmmUz,  Hnshl  what  strain 
Finis  on  the  wind  1 

Gsrcias.  'Tis  the  Cid's  battle  song  I 
Wki  manrel  hath  been  wroughtl 

[  Yoieee  approaehxng  heard  in  chonu. 
The  Moor  is  on  his  way! 
Wkh  ths  tamboor-peal  and  the  tecHr-shoot, 
And  the  horn  o'er  the  blue  seas  ringing  out, 
He  hath  marshalled  his  dark  array  1 

XMBNAenien^  followed  by  CiUaera^  with  the  BanDer. 

Ztaieaa.   Is  it  too  laiel — ^My  father,  these  are 


Thn^gh  life  and  death  prepared  to  lblk>w  thee 
Beamlh  this  banner) — Is  their  leal  too  late? 
-Oh!  there's  a  foarfol  history  on  thy  brow! 
Wbat  hast  thoa  seen  1 

GareiaM.  It  is  not  a//  too  Ute. 

Xmena.  My  brothers! 

Btrmandtx.  All  is  well. 

(TV  Oartiae.)  Hush!  woddst  thou  chiU 
iW  which  hath  sprung  within  them,  as  a  flame 
P^  th'  altar-emben  mounts  in  sudden  bright- 


lay,  'tis  not  too  late,  ye  men  of  Spain! 
Ob  to  the  rescue  I 

JRmema.  Bless  me,  oh  my  father ! 
Aai  I  will  hence,  to  aid  thee  with  my  prayers, 
Bndqg  my  apirit  with  thee  through  the  storm, 
Ul  ip  by  flashing  swords ! 

HtrnMoier  (JaUing  on  her  neck.)  Hath  anght 
bsenspaiedl 
An  I  not  aU  beieft  1— Thon'rt  left  me  stiOl 
HiM  own,  my  bveiiest  one,  thou'rt  left  me  still  I 
FbnweD!— 4hy  fother's  blessing,  and  thy  God's, 
Bi  with  thee,  niy  Ximena  1 

JBaeno.  Fan  thee  we&l 
l(  «e  thy  alnpe  torn  haowwaid  ftun  the  field, 
14 


The  voice  is  hushed  that  still  hath  welcomed  thee, 
Think  of  me  in  thy  victory ! 

Hernandez,  Peace!  no  more! 
This  is  no  time  to  melt  our  nature  down 
To  a  soft  stream  of  tears  !->Be  of  strong  heart! 
Grive  me  the  banner!  Swell  the  song  again  I 

THE  CITIZKN8. 

En  night  must  swoids  be  nd! 
It  is  not  an  hour  for  knells  and  tears  f 
But  for  helmets  braced  and  senrfed  spean! 

— To-morrow  for  the' dead!  [Exeunt  omnee, 

iClNS — BEFORfi  THE  ALTIR  OF  A  CHURCH 

ELMIN  A  rises  from  the  iMpe  of  the  AHir. 

Elmina.  The  donds  are  fearful  that  o'erhang 
,  thy  ways, 
Oh,  thou  mysterious  Heaven ! — It  can  not  be 
That  I  have  drawn  the  vials  of  thy  wrath, 
To  burst  upon  me  through  the  lifting  up 
Of  a  proud  heart,  elate  in  happiness! 
No !  in  my  day's  full  noon,  for  me  life's  flowen 
But  wreathed  a  cup  of  trembling;  and  the  knre^ 
The  boundless  love  my  spirit  was  formed  to  bear, 
Hath  ever,  in  its  place  of  silence,  been 
A  trouble  and  a  shadow,  tinging  thought 
With  hues  too  deep  for  joy! — I  never  looked 
On  my  &it  children,  in  their  buoyant  mirth,         ■ 
Or  sunny  sleep,  when  all  the  gentle  air 
Seemed  glowing  with  their  quiet  blessedness, 
But  o'er  my  soul  there  came  a  shuddering  sense 
Of  earth,  and  its  pale  changes ;  even  like  that 
Which  vaguely  mingles  with  our  glorious  draams, 
A  restless  and  disturbing  consciousness 
That  the  bright  things  must  fade! — How  have  I 

shrunk 
From  the  dull  murmur  of  th*  unquiet  voice, 
With  its  low  tokens  of  mortality. 
Till  my  heart  &inted  'midst  their  smiles! — their 

smiles! 
— ^Where  are  those  glad  looks  now?— Could  they 

go  down, 
With  all  their  joyous  light,  that  seemed  not  earth's, 
To  the  cold  grave? — My  children! — Righteous 

Heaven! 
There  floats  a  daric  remembrance  o'er  my  brain 
Of  one  who  told  me,  with  relentless  eye, 
That  thie  should  be  the  hour  I 

XDIENA  eaten 
JGrnena.  They  are  gone  forth 
Unto  the  rescue ! — strong  in  heart  and  hope, 
Faithful,  though  few! — My  mother,  let  thy  pmyen 
CaU  on  the  Und's  good  saints  to  lift  once  more 
The  sword  and  cross  that  sweep  the  field  for  Spain, 
Aa  in  old  battle;  so  thine  arms  e'en  yet 
BAay  dasp  thy  sonsl—For  me,  my  pait  is  done! 
The  flame  which  dhnly  might  have  lingered  y<Bt 
A  little  while,  hath  gathered  all  ita  nys 
Bri^itly  to  sink  at  oooe;  and  it  is  weO  t 


±. 
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The  shadows  are  around  me ;  to  thy  heart 
Fold  me,  that  I  may  die. 

Elmina.  My  child !— What  draam 
Is  on  thy  soul  7 — ^Even  now  thine  aspect  wean 
Life's  brightest  inspiration  1 

Ximena:  Death's! 

Elmiiuk.  Away! 
Thine  eye  hath  stany  clearness,  and  thy  cheek 
Doth  glow  beneath  it  with  a  richer  hoe 
Than  tinged  its  earnest  flower ! 

Ximena.  It  well  may  be  I 
There  are  far  deeper  and  far  warmer  hues 
Than  those  which  draw  their  colouring  from  the 

founts 
Of  youth,  or  health,  or  hope. 

Elmina.  Nay,  speak  not  thus ! 
There 's  that  about  thee  shining  which  would  send 
E'en  through  my  heart  a  sunny  glow  of  joy, 
Wer  H  not  for  these  sad  words.    The  dim  cold  air 
And  solenm  light,  which  wrap  these  tombs  and 

shrines 
As  a  pale  gleaming  shroud,  seem  kindled  up 
With  a  young  spirit  of  ethereal  hope 
Csught  from  thy  mien ! — Oh  no !  this  is  not  death ! 

Ximena.  Why  should  not  He,  whose  touch  dis- 
solves our  chain, 
Put  on  his  robes  of  beauty  when  he  comes 
As  a  deliverer  1 — He  hath  many  forms. 
They  should  not  all  be  fearful  1— If  his  call 
Be  but  our  gathering  to  that  distant  land 
For  whose  sweet  waters  we  have  pined  with  thirst, 
Why  should  not  its  prophetic  sense  be  borne 
Into  the  heart's  deep  stillness,  with  a  breath 
Of  summer-winds,  a  voice  of  melody. 
Solemn,  yet  lovely  7 — Mother !  I  depart  \ 
— Be  it  thy  comfort,  in  the  after-days, 
That  thou  hast  seen  me  thus  I 

Elmina,  Distract  ine  not 
With  such  wild  fean !  Can  I  bear  on  with  life 
When  thou  art  gone  7 — Thy  voice,  thy  step,  thy 

smile, 
Passed  bom  my  path! — Alas  I  even  now  thine 

eye        " 
Is  changed — thy  cheek  is  fading ! 

Ximena.  Ay,  the  clouds 
Of  the  dim  hour  are  gathering  o'er  my  sight, 
And  yet  I  fear  not,  for  the  Grod  of  Help 
Comes  in  that  quiet  darkness ! — It  may  sooth 
Thy  woes,  my  mother!  if  I  tell  thee  now, 
With  what  glad  calmness  I  behold  the  veil 
Falling  between  me  and  the  worid,  wherein 
My  heart  so  ill  hath  rested. 

Elmina.  Thine! 

Ximena.  Rejoice 
For  her,  that,  when  the  garland  of  her  life 
Was  blighted,  and  the  springs  of  hope  weie  dried, 
Reodved  her  summons  hence ;  and  had  no  time, 
Bearing  the  canker  at  th'  impatient  heart. 
To  wither,  sorrowing  for  that  gift  of  Heaven, 


Which  lent  one  moment  ofeiislemcc  lights 
That  dinmied  the  rest  for  ever ! 

Elmina,  Howisthis7 
My  child,  what  mean'st  thou  7 

Ximena.  Mother !  I  have  loved, 
And  been  beloved ! — the  sunbeam  of  an  lioiir, 
Which  gave  life's  hidden  treasures  to  minsqfs, 
As  they  lay  shining  in  their  secret  fbonts, 
Went  out,  and  left  ihem  oolouriess. — 'Tb  pait- 
And  what  remains  on  earth  7 — the  rainbow  niit, 
Through  which  I  gazed,  hath  melted,  and  mj  i^ 
Is  cleared  to  look  on  all  things  as  they  are! 
— But  this  is  far  too  mournful ! — Life's  dark  gift 
Hath  fallen  too  early  and  too  cold  apon  me! 
— Therefore  I  would  go  hence ! 

Elmina.  And  thou  hast  loved 
Unknown 


Ximena.  Oh !  pardon,  pardon  that  I  vdkd 
My  thoughts  from  thee ! — But  thou  hadit 

enough. 
And  mine  came  o'er  me  when  thy  soul  had  naed 
Of  more  than  mortal  strength! — For  I  had  eafoe 
Given  the  deep  consrionsnesa.  that  I  was  loved 
A  treasure's  place  within  my  secret  heart, 
When  earth's  brief  joy  went  from  me  I 

'T^as  at  mom 
I  saw  the  warriors  to  their  field  go  forth. 
And  he— my  chosen— was  there  amongst  the  ml, 
With  his  young,  glorious  brow ! — I  looked  again— 
The  strife  grew  dark  beneath  me— bat  his  pluiM 
Waved  free  above  the  lances. — Vet  again— 
— It  had  gone  down!  and  steeds  were  trampiif 

o'er 
The  spot  to  which  mine  ejes  were  riveted, 
Till  blinded  by  th*  intensencM  of  their  gaae! 
— And  then — at  last — I  hurried  to  the  gate, 
And  met  him  there! — I  met  him !— on  his  shieU, 
And  with  his  cloven  helm,  and  shivered  swoid, 
And  dark  hair  steeped  in  blood! — They  bore  hia 


Mother  ( — I  saw  his  feoe! — Oh !  such  a  death 
Works  fearful  changes  on  the  feir  of  earth, 
The  pride  of  woman's  eye ! 

Elmina.  Sweet  daughter,  peace! 
Wake  not  the  dark  remsmbranoe ;  for  thy  fiun^- 

XxmemL  — There  ic?tU  be  peace  eiekng.  \M 
my  heart. 
Even  as  a  tomb,  o'er  that  kme  silent  gM^ 
That  I  might  spare  it  thee  I — But  now  the  hoar 
Is  come  when  that  which  woaU  have  pieioed  tkf 

soul 
Shall  be  its  heafing  bahn.    Oh!  weep  thou  Mt| 
Save  with  a  gentle  sorrow ! 

Elmina,  Most  it  bel 
Art  thou  indeed  to  leave  me  7 

Ximena  (eruUingly).  Be  thou  glad! 
I  say,  rejoice  above  thy  fevoured  chiki  I 
Joy,  for  the  soUier  when  his  fiekl  is  fought, 
Joy,  for  the  peasant  when  his  vintagd4aak 
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at  ere! — Bat  most  of  aU  for  her, 

len  her  Kfe  changed  its  glittering  robes 

loll  garb  of  sorrow,  which  doth  ding 

f  around  the  joumeyers  on, 

n  its  Weight — and  slept  I 

».  Alas!  thine  eye 

ing — yet  how  brightly  I — ^Is  this  death, 

kigh  wondrous  ▼ision'I-— Speak,  my  child! 

with  thee  now? 

s(isi2ctfy).  Iseeitstmi 

ng,  like  a  glorious  cloud  on  high, 

r's  banner ! — Hear'st  thou  not  a  sound? 

pet  of  Castile? — Praise,  praise  to  Heaven  1 

ay  the  weary  rest!— Be  still!— Who caDs 

t  so  fearful  t [She  die*. 

L  No !  she  is  not  dead ! 

t ! — speak  to  me ! — Oh !  yet  a  tone 

:  sweet  vdce,  that  I  may  gather  in 

remembrance  of  its  lovely  sound, 

ep  silence  fall!— What!  is  all  hushed  1 

— it  can  not  be ! — How  should  we  bear 

misgivings  of  our  souls,  if  Heaven* 

uch  brings  with  us? — But  is  this 

Bd  look  ? — too  sad  a  quiet  lies 

1  fearful  beauty! — Speak,  Ximena! 

ny  heart  dies  within  me ! — She  is  gone, 

a  blessed  smiles ! — My  child !  my  child ! 

t  thou  7 — Where  is  that  which  answered 

r  soft-shining  eyes!— Hush!  doth  she 

1 

ht  lock  seemed  to  tremble  on  her  brow, 

B  throbbed  beneath ; — 'twas  but  the  voice 

l>air  that  stirred  it ! — She  is  gone ! 

throwe  KtTMHf  on  iKt  body.     Oonxalex 

en,  aUme,  and  teounded, 

;  (rinng  at  he  approaches).  I  must  not 

s  be  scorned ! — No,  not  a  kx>k, 

r  of  reproach ! — Behold  my  wo ! 

iDst  not  scorn  me  now ! 

LT.  Hast  thou  heard  al/ 7 

L  Thy  daughter  on  my  bosom  laid  her 

-J. 

xl  away  to  rest — ^Behold  her  there, 

1  as  death  hath  made  her  !(8) 

ix  (bending  over  X%mena*8  body).  Thou 

gone 

tiile  before  me,  oh,  my  child! 

lid  the  traveller  weep  to  part  with  those 

»  an  hour  will  reach  their  promised  land 

)  cast  his  pilgrim  staff  away, 

yd  his  couch  beside  them? 

.  Must  it  be 

h  enough  that  once  athingsofiur 

i^  place  amongst  us? — Is  this  all? 

e  years  to  comet — ^WewiU  not  stay] 

ain  each  boor  grows  weaker. 

ts  {aHU  gaxkng  upon  Ximena).  And 

B'rt 


To  shimber  in  the  shadow,  blessed  child ! 

Of  a  yet  stainless  altar,  and  beside 

A  samted  warrior's  tomb  I— Oh,  fitting  pbce 

For  thee  to  yield  thy  pure  heroic  soul 

Back  unto  him  that  gave  it !— And  thy  cheek 

Yet  smiles  in  its  bright  paleness ! 

Elmina.  Hadst  thou  seen 
The  look  with  which  she  passed 

Chnzalez  {etiU  bending  over  her).  Why,  'tis 

%|t|K>fft 

Like  joy  to  view  thy  beautiful  repose ! 
The  faded  image  of  that  perfect  calm 
Fk)ats,  e'en  as  k>ng-forgotten  music,  back 
Into  my  weary  heart !— No  dark  wild  spot 
On  thy  clear  brow  doth  tell  of  bloody  hands 
That  quenched  young  life  by  violence  l^^We  have 


Too  much  of  horror  in  one  crowded  hour, 
To  weep  for  aught,  so  gently  gatltered  hoioe! 
— Oh!  man  leaves  other  traces! 

Elmina  (ntddenly  tiarting).  It  returns 
On  my  bewildered  soul!— Went  ye  not  forth 
Unto  the  rescue  1 — And  thou'rt  hero  akme! 
— Where  are  my  sonsi 

Gonzalez  (tolemnly).  We  wen  too  late! 

Elmina.  Too  late! 
Hast  thou  nought  else  to  tell  me? 

Chnzalez.  I  brought  back 
From  that  hurt  field  the  banner  of  my  sires,  . 
And  my  own  death-wound. 

Elmina.  Thine! 

Gonzalez.  Anothef  hour 
Shall  hush  its  throbs  for  ever.    I  go  hence. 
And  with  me— - 

Elmina.  No ! — Man  could  not  lift  his  hands — 
—Where  hast  thou  left  thy  sons? 

Gonzalez.  1  have  no  sons. 

Elmina.  What  hast  thou  said? 

Gonzalez,  That  now  their  lives  not  one 
To  wear  the  glory  of  mine  ancient  house, 
When  I  am  gone  to  rest 

Elmina  {throwing  herwe^  on  the  ground,  and 
opeaking  in  a  low  hurried  voice).  In  one 
brief  hour,  all  gone  I — and  euch  a  death ! 
— I  see  their  bkwd  gush  forth! — their  graceful 


—Take  the  dark  vinon  firom  me,  oh,  my  Gk)d ! 
And  such  a  death  for  themJ—l  was  not  there  I 
They  were  but  mine  in  beauty  and  in  joy. 
Not  in  that  mortal  anguish !— All,  all  gone ! 
—Why  should  I  struggle  more?— What  ie  this 

Power, 
Against  whose  might,  on  all  iides  pressing  us. 
We  strive  with  fierce  impatience,  which  but  lays 
Our  own  frail  spirito  prostrate? 

{J^fter  a  long  pauae). 
Now  I  know 
Thy  hand,  my  Qod!— «nd  they  m  sooiMst  crush- 

ad 
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Ttut  mart  withsUnd  it !— I  mut  DO  more. 

A  light,  I  l^hl  Rprtiigi  up  ftom  grief  and  deatb, 
Which  with  iu  nlenui  radi(u>ce  dolh  itwBi 
Why  we  htTe  tbu*  been  Irinll 

OotuaUi.  TlMn  I  nuyatiU 
Fll  mj  iMt  look  on  thee,  in  hglj  loTe, 
Purtiiig,  but  jel  with  hope  1 

Elvana.  (falUng  at  hit  fitt).  Cuiit  thou  fb^ 

-^h,  I  h»TO  drivcD  the  uiow  to  Ihy  bcwt, 
Th<l  (hooU  iaya  buried  it  within  nune  own, 
And  bon««  the  p«ng  in  lilenoel— 1  hkve  ciM 
Tby  lile'i  fiir  bonour,  in  my  wild  detput, 
Aiui  unTaliwdgem  apon  lhew>Te<, 
Whence  thou  twit  tnatched  it  bick,  to  bear  from 

evib, 
All  atuDlisi,  on  thy  breut— Well  hwt   thou 

Bat  I— amt  thou  forgive  1 

Oonxaiex.  Within  thii  hour 
I  hive  itood  upon  th&t  verge  whence  moitab  fkll, 
And  lewned  hem  'lis  with  one  whoie  light  gnuri 

And  wboM  foot  tremhla  on  the  gulf  ■  durk  lide, 
— Death  puhSn  *11  feeling — We  will  put 
In  pitj  Mid  in  love. 

Blmiaa.  E>e*th  I — And  thon  too 
Art  on  thy  w*y! — Oh,  joy  for  thee,  high  heut! 
Gkny  «nd  joy  for  thee  t — The  day  'a  closed. 
And  well  uid  noMy  hut  thou  borne  thyeelf 
Through  il<  long  lHttle-ti»lB,  though  many  ewords 
B>T«  entered  thine  own  nul !— But  on  my  bead 
Kecnl  the  fierce  invoking!  of  deepair, 
And  I  un  kft  &r  diitanced  in  tbe  race, 
Thekmely  (MM  ofeulh!— Ay,  thii  ii  juit. 
I  am  not  notthy  that  upon  my  breut 
Id  thia,  thine  hour  of  victory,  tbou  (bonldirt  yiekl 
Thy  ipirit  unto  God  I 

Oonialex.  Thou  art '.  tbou  ail  t 
Oh  I  a  HIe'a  love,  a  heart'c  long  bilhliiliieei, 
Even  in  tbe  prewnce  of  eternal  thinga, 
Wearing  theii  chuieneil  beauty  all  uodinmiod, 
AMert  their  lofty  claimi ;  and  theae  are  not 
For  one  dark  hour  to  caned  ! — We  are  hen^ 
Belbra  that  altar  which  received  the  vowi 
or  oar  unbroken  youth,  and  meet  it  ii 
For  luch  a  witneia,  in  th«  aighl  of  HeaTm, 
And  in  the  Cue  of  death,  whoM  abadowy  ann 
Comet  dim  between  na,  to  lecoH  Ih'  eicbal^ 
Of  our  tried  hearta'  (brgiTeiieaa, — Who  are  they, 
That  in  one  path  have  joomeyed,  neediDg  not 
FoTgiieneM  al  ila  clcae? 

(A  Citiien  mten  hattBy). 

CUiitn.  The  Moonl  the  Moocal 

Gansalet.  How!  ii  the  city  ilonnedl 
Oh!  tigbteouaHeavenI— fbrthiillookednotyrtt 
Hath  all  been  done  in  vain  1— Why  then,  "IM  tima 
For  [myer,  and  then  tonal r  | 


CUizen.  The  aun  aball  aet, 
And  not  a  Chriatian  vMce  be  left  for  praytt 
To-night  within  Valencia  1— Round  our  Will 
Tbe  paynim  hoat  ia  gathering  for  th'  aMaiil^ 
And  vre  have  none  to  guard  theniL 

Goniaiex.  Then  mj  place 
la  here  no  longer, — I  had  hoped  to  die 
Even  by  the  allar  and  the  aepulchTe 
Of  my  liravt  aires — but  this  waa  ikot  lobe! 
Give  me  my  iword  again,  and  lead  ran  belM 
Back  lo  the  lampaila.     i  hafe  jet  an  booi, 
And  it  hath  atill  high  duties. — Now,  my  nib! 
Thou  mother  of  my  children — of  the  dead— 
Whom  I  luune  unto  thee  in  Meadfatf  hope— 
Farewell  1 

Etmina.    No,  mA  breweU  !_My  aool  hdb 

To  mate  itvlf  with  Ihine ;  and  by  tby  ude 
Amidst  the  hurtling  lances  1  wiQ  itand, 
Aa  one  on  whom  a  brave  man's  lore  hath  btea 
WBi|ted  not  utterly. 

Gnmaiei.  I  thank  thee,  Heaven! 
That  I  have  lasted  of  the  awtiil  joy 
Which  thou  haal  given  lo  lemper  hounBIelhi^ 
Wilb  a  deep  sense  of  Ihee,  and  of  thine  audi 
In  these  dread  vititingt) 
(  To  Elnina).  We  will  not  part, 
But  with  tbe  apirit'i  parting  I 

Elmina.  One  fkiewel! 
To  her,  that,  mantled  with  aad  loveluMB, 
Ehith  ilumber  al  our  feell — My  bleased  diiUI 
Oh  I  in  thy  heart's  affliclion  tbou  werl  stno|, 
And  hdj  conrage  did  perrade  thy  wo, 
Aj  light  the  troubled  wateni — Be  al  pesee! 
Thou  whose  bright  spirit  made  itself  the  sid 
Of  alt  that  were  around  thee  I— And  Ihy  Cfs 

'en  then  was  struck,  and  withering  al  IbeMc! 

FaiEWell ! — Iby  parting  look  hath  on  me  {Jb, 
E  en  as  a  ^eam  of  heaven,  and  I  am  now 
Mrav  like  what  tbou  bait  been  X—iA]  awl '» 

For  a  itill  seme  of  pmcr  vrorlds  hath  sunk 
And  Killed  on  its  deptlu  with  Ibat  last  aDik 
Which  from  thins  shone  Iblth. — TboD  hart  *■ 

lived 
In  vain — my  child,  faiewelll 
OonxaUx.  Surely  for  Ihes 
Death  bad  no  iting,  Ximenat— We  irs  bU, 
To  lesiin  one  secret  of  the  shadowy  psa, 
Fram  such  an  aiqcd'a  calnmas.    Yet  onca  M* 
I  kiss  thy  pals  young  chssk,  bij  bnksn  laa«' 
In  token  of  th'  undying  love  and  h«^ 
Wbose  land  is  Or  away.  \Satot- 


HStNANDB,— 1  ftw  CUna  gKhasd  rai 
ArwuidB*.  Why,  nun  Imm  ^  thi 
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worn  down  in  gathering,  on  the  pyre, 
ir  honaehold  hearths  have  lit  the  brand, 
that  shrine  of  quiet  loVe  to  bear 
)  which  gave  their  temples  and  their 

9  the  winds! — They  have  done  this, 

blasted  void  where  once  the  sun 

on  lovely  dwellings;  and  from  earth 

ncord  that  on  such  a  spot 

bath  spilmg,  age  faded,  misery  wept, 

humanity  knelt  before  her  God ; 

iv«  done  thit,  in  their  free  nobleness, 

A  see  the  spoiler's  tread  pollute 

'  places ! — Praise,  high  praise  be  theirs, 

)  left  man  such  lessons! — And  these 

*  own  hills  their  witnesses ! — The  sky, 
h  bends  o'er  you,  and  the  seas,  wherein 
I  pour  their  gold,  rejoicing  saw 
and  the  birth-place,  and  the  tomb, 
)niorials  of  man's  heart  and  faith, 
dly  honoured  1—  Be  ye  not  outdone 
arted !— Though  the  godless  foe 
lOD  us,  we  have  power  to  snatch 
of  victory  from  him.    Be  but  strong  I 
;ht  torches  and  brief  moments  yet 
B  his  flushed  hope,  and  we  may  die, 
him  unto  scorn. — Rise,  foUow  me, 
Vafendal  triumph  in  thy  &te, 
not  the  yoke,  and  make  thy  towers 
onto  Spain  I 
Well  fblbw  thee! 
it  oar  fair  city,  and  the  homes 
fe  reared  our  children! — ^But  away! 
shall  plant  no  crescent  o'er  our  fiines ! 
from  a   Tenser  on  the  Walla.)    Suc- 
rsf— Castile!  CastUe! 
(rushing  to  the  tpot.)  It  is  even  so! 
ing  be  to  Heaven,  fiif  we  are  saved! 
istile! 

from  the  Tower,)  Line  after  line  of 
in, 

r  lance,  upon  the  horizon's  verge, 
I  fights  from  cities  bursting  up, 
the  plain! — In  faith,  a  noble  host! 
Voice,    The  Moor  hath  turned  him 
a  oar  walls,  to  front 
cing  might  of  Spain ! 
'  (ohaiUing.)  CastUe !  Castile ! 

I  eoten,  supported  by  ELBONA  and  a  QUsmi.) 

jr.  What  shoots  of  joy  are  thesel 
iex.  Hail,  chieftain  I  haQ! 
in  death  'tis  given  thee  to  veceive 
neror's  crown  1 — BehoU  our  God  hath 

d  hinaelf  with  vfogeanoe!— Lol  they 

I 

lofCulib! 


Qonzalez.  I  knew,  I  knew 
Thou  wouldst  not  utterly,  my  God,  forsake 
Thy  servant  in  his  need ! — My  bkiod  and  tears 
Have  not  sunk  vainly  to  tV  attesting  earth ! 
Praise  to  thee,  thanks  and  praise,  that  I  have  lived 
To  see  this  hour  I 

Elmma.  And  I  too  bless  thy  name. 
Though  thou  hast  proved  me  unto  agony!     • 
Oh  God!— Thou  God  of  chastening! 

Voice  (from  the  Tower.)  They  move  on! 
I  see  the  royal  banner  in  the  air. 
With  its  emblazoned  towers! 

Qonzalez.  Gh>,  bring  ye  forth 
The  banner  of  the  Cid,  and  plant  it  here. 
To  stream  above  me,  for  an  answering  sign 
That  the  good  cross  doth  hold  its  lofty  place 
Within  Valencia  ttill!->What  see  ye  nowl 

Hernandez.  I  see  a  kingdom's  might  upon  its 
path, 
Moving  in  terrible  magnificence, 
Unto  revenge  and  victory! — With  the  flash 
Of  knightly  swords,  up-springing  from  the  ranks. 
As  meteors  from  a  still  and  gloomy  deep. 
And  with  the  waving  often  thousand  i^umes, 
Like  a  land's  harvest  in  the  autumn-wind, 
And  vrith  fierce  light,  which  is  not  of  the  sun, 
But  flung  from  sheets  of  steel— it  comes,  it  comes. 
The  vengeance  of  our  Qod ! 

Qonzalez.  I  hear  it  now. 
The  heavy  tread  of  mail-clad  multitudes, 
Like  thunder-showers  upon  the  forest-paths. 

Bemandez.  Ay,  earth  knows  well  the  omett  of 
that  sound, 
And  she  hath  echoes,  like  a  sepulchre's, 
Pent  in  her  secret  hollows,  to  respond 
Unto  the  step  of  death ! 

Gonzalez.  Hark!  how  the  wind 
Swells  proudly  to  the  battle-march  of  Spaki ! 
Now  thie  heart  feels  its  power  I — A  little  while 
Grant  me  to  live,  my  God ! — What  pause  is  thb  1 

Bemandez.  A  deep  and  dreadfbl  onel^-^lie 
serried  files 
Level  their  spears  for  combat ;  now  the  hosts 
Look  on  each  other  in  their  brooding  wrath, 
Silent,  and  face  to  ftce. 

TOICES  HEARD  WITHOUT,  CHANTING. 

Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit !  rest  thee  now ! 
E'en  while  with  ours  thy  footsteps  trod. 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  I 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  kx>k  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Blmina  {to  Qonzalez.)  It  is  the  dsith^hyillll 
o'er  thy  daughter's  bier  I 
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!  well  tfaoM  ■otemn  tones 
Accord  with  inch  u  hour,  for  all  ha  lile 
Biotbcd  of  k  hero'i  eool  I 

[Atmndif'trtaii.pettandMhouliagJirtmatpliim 
Bemandex.    Now,  Dow  Ow;  doMl— Haik 
whu  ■  duU  duil  wMwd 
h  in  th<  Mooiuh  war^boutl— I  htn  known 
Sach  tone*  pRiphetic  oft. — The  diock  ii  gtven — 
Lot   thejr  have  pUeed  that  ihiBlda  befbra  thai 

And  tewered  their  lineea  with  the  itreunen  on, 
And  on  their  nudi  bent  (biwud  I — God  lor  Spsin  I 
The  fint  bright  ipu^Bof  battle  hKTe  been  struck 
From  (pear  to  apeu-,  leroM  the  gleuning  field  I 
— There  u  no  light  on  which  the  blue  ek;  looki 
To  milch  with  thii !— 'Tis  not  the  g&llant  cmt^ 
Not  humoTi  with  their  gloiouf  bUiomri      * 
The  very  nature  and  liigh  booI  of  min 
Doth  noir  nretJ  itielfl 

OoiaaUi.  Oh,  mini  me  up, 
That  1  may  look  upon  the  noble  «coa! 
—It  will  DOt  b«!— That  thii  dull  nuM  would  jum 
A  mamenl  (rom  mj  light  I— Whence  KM  that 

Ai  in  fieiM  triumph  1 

aenunltUx  {datping  Au  kandt.)  Mnit  I  kuh 
oathul 
The  banner  ■nka—'tii  takenl 

OmtaUx.  WboMt 

Ifenundei.  Cartile'at 

Omaaiax.  Ob,  Ood  of  Battki  1 

Elmina.  Calm  th;  noble  hoart! 
Thou  wilt  not  paa  awaj  withoul  thj  msed. 
Na7,  TMt  thee  on  in;  boum.  ' 

Bernand€z.  Cheer  thM  jetl 
Onr  kni^lta  haie  ^tured  to 

A  whirl,  a  mingling  of  all  lenible  tfiinga, 

Y«l  man  appallit^  than  the  Geiee 

Wbenwith  they  moved  befine  I— I  MO  tall  pinma 
AD  wildly  toning  o'er  the  bitUfl>B  tide, 
SmjtA  by  the  wrathful  nvitioii,  and  the  fttm 
Of  dnperalc  men,  a>  cedar-boughi  by  atorma. 
Manj  a  white  Mreamer  there  ia  dyed  with  Mood, 
Many  a  falae  corslet  broken,  many  a  ahield 
neiced    through !— Now,    about    (or    SanliagD, 

ahout! 
Lol  jsTelina  with  a  moment'a  brighlneaa  cleai* 
The  thickening  duat,  and  buhed  iteedi  go  down 
With  their  helmed  lijera  r^Who,  but  one,  can  teU 
How  ^liritB  part  uuidat  that  fearfiil  ruah 
And  trampling  on  of  furioua  muUiludea  7 

OmzttUt.  Thou 'It  nleoli—See'at  thou 
— My  loul  growa  daik. 

Bcmoniti.  And  dark  and  troubled  aa 


Againat  ita  rocka,  ia  all  on  which  I  gaae ! 
— I  can  but  tell  thee  how  tall  apeaia  bib  croacd. 
And  lancsea  aeem  to  ahinr,  and  prood  bdna 
To  lighten  with  the  Mroke  I— But  round  lb  tfd. 
Where,  likeaflorm-felledmail,oiiiitaiidairiMat, 
The  heart  of  battle  bumL 

OmxaU*.  Where  ii  that  ipotl 

Beraadex.  It  ia  beneath  theloodjr  toft  t^faM 
Thai  lift  tbcir  green  heada  o'er  the  tanwk  d, 
In  calm  and  atalely  grace. 

Omaalez.    T^ere,  didat  tholt  sayl 
Then  God  fa  with  ua,  and  we  mtui  pnaiai 
"       >n  that  qnl  they  died !— My  chikfan'i  IM 
Culli  on  th'  avenger  thence  1 

Blmtyia.  They  perkhed  thsrvl 
—And  the  bright  locka  that  waved  eojoyanty 
To  the  free  winda,  lay  tnnpled  and  daUed 
Ev'n  on  that  piaee  of  death !— Oh,  MerdMl 
Huah  the  dark  ihooght  within  me  1 

&nandai  itnthmddatavitation).  Wlui>N 
On  tb  while  ateed,  and  with  the  cabled  bds, 
And  the  gold-broidered  mantle,  which  doth  &al 
E'en  like  a  aunny  cloud  ahore  the  fi^t ) 
And  tho  pale  crois,  wlUEh  &am  Ui  h 

With  atar-like  rafianeet 

Oonaiiti  {eagerly).  Didat  thoa  aay  the  awt 
BenuiMdti.  Qnlitimailedbaeocnshineaibnad 

And  tua  long  plnma^  thtongh  the  daikenJBg  ill 
SInama  hke  a  mow-wmatlt. 

OonxaUz.  That  abould  be— 

Berwrndex.  The  king  I 
— Wa*  it  not  told  «■  how  he  aent,  of  lata. 
To  the  Cid'e  tomb,  e'en  loi  the  nine  croaa. 
Which  he  who  alumben  there  was  woat  to  Mad 
O'er  hia  brave  heart  in  fight  7(9) 

Omuo/oi  (tptingiag  up  joyfrBy).  tSj  txt^ 


>8l 


Now  all  good  aainla  fbr  Spain  I— My  lubla  kiaft 
And  thon  art  there !— That  I  might  lookout  MM 
Upon  thy  face  I— But  yet  I  thank  then,  Haanl 
That  thou  haM  aent  bhn  from  my  dying  hank 
Thui  to  receive  hb  city ! 

[Be  rinjbiael:  into  flata'aifW 
&Tnandtx.  He  hilh  cleared 
A  pathway  "midat  the  combat,  and  the  ygU 
FoUowa  bb  charge  through  yoo  dose  hnng  MM 
E'en  aa  the  gleam  on  aome  proud  veaatl'i  <nk« 
Along  the  atmmy  waleia ) — ^Tia  mdaainad — 
The  caatled  banner !— It  ia  Sui^  once  mx 
In  joy  and  glory,  to  the  aweepang  winda  1 
— 'Then  aiiiiiiai  a  vravering  thmagh  the  ytftt 

Caatile  doth  preae  them  aon— How,  now  i^tio' 
OoniaUx,  What  haat  thou  Mtn  T 
Aemanitez.  Abdullah  blia  [    He  fcbl 
hemanof  bloodl— thenoitel  hehtthHA 
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ciag's  path!— Well  hath  that  foyal  fwmtl 
d  thy  cause,  Gonzalei  \ 

They  give  way, 
Moent's  van  b  broken ! — On  the  hills 
I  dark  pine-woods  may  the  infidel 
nly,  in  hi»  agony  of  fear, 
r  him  firom  vengeance! — Lol  they  fly! 
'  the  forest  -and  the  wilderness 
lend  e'en  as  leitves  upon  the  wind ! 
he  sons  of  Afirie  \ — Let  the  pkuns, 
I  vine-mountains,  and  Hesperian  seas, 
efar  dead  uAto  them  1— that  bkx)d  shall  wash 

from  stains  of  bondage. 
tUx  (aUempUng  to  raiat  hinue^).  Set  me 
fee! 

ith  me  forth,  for  I  most  greet  my  king, 
I  battle-field ! 

mdex.  Oh,  blest  in  death! 
)f  Heaven,  farewell !— Look  on  the  Crosi^ 
t  from  earth  in  peace  I 
tUz.  Now  charge  once  more ! 
rkh  Spain,  and  Santiago's  sword 
ling  aO  the  air!— Shout  forth  'Castile!' 

is  oms ! — I  got  but  fbar  ye  not  1 
te's  lance  is  broken,  and  my  sons 
» their  first  good  field!  [Be diet. 

la.  Look  on  me  yet  I 
Be  fiovwell,  my  husband !— must  thy  voice 
y  aool  no  more ! — Thine  eye  is  fixed — 
my  life  uprooted, — and  tis  well. 
Sbiimi  qftriumphafU  Muaic  i»  keotrd,  and 
umy   OuHlian  KnighU  and    SokUen 
•Iter). 

ixen.  Hush  your  triumphal  sounds,  al- 
MNigh  ye  come 

dehveren  I^But  the  noble  dead, 
■e  that  mourn  them,  claim  fifom  human 
Its 

mt  revcience. 

na  (rUing  proucUy).  No^  swell  fbith,  Cas- 
ile! 

impet-music,  till  tlie  seas  and  heavens, 
)  deep  hills,  give  every  stormy  note 
to  ring  through  Spain !— How,  know  ye 

I  arrayed  for  triumph,  crowned  and  robed 

IB  strong  spirit  which  had  saved  the  land, 

w  a  conqueror  to  his  rest  is  gonel 

not  to  break  that  sleep,  but  let  the  wind 

1  with  victory's  shout  !—£fe  will  not  hear — 

iftii  a  sound  more  sad? 

mdez.  Lift  ye  the  dead, 

or  him  vrith  the  banner  of  his  race 

;  above  htm  jiroudly,  as  it  waved 

I  Cid's  battles,  to  the  tomb,  wherein 

lioV'^ifes  are  gathered. 

[7%eyTaiae  the  body. 

na.  Ay,  tisthns 

bouldst  be  honoured !— And  I  foOow  thee 


With  an  unfaltering  and  a  lofty  step. 

To  that  last  home  of  glory.    She  that  wears 

In  her  de^  heart  the  memory  of  thy  love 

Shall  thence  draw  strength  for  all  things,  till  the 

God, 
Whose  hand  around  her  hath  unpeopled  earth, 
Looking  upon  her  still  and  chast^ied  soul, 
CaU  it  once  more  to  thine ! 

{To  the  CaatUianw). 

Awake,  I  say, 
Tambour  and  trumpet,  wake!— And  let  the  land 
Through  all  her  mountains  hear  your  fimeral  peal  I 
— So  should  a  hero  pass  to  his  repose. 

[Exeunt  omnee. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  41,  ooL  1. 
Mountain  Christians,  those  natives  of  Spam, 
who,  under  their  prince,  Pelayo,  took  refuge 
amongst  the  mountains  of  the  northern  provinces, 
where  they  maintained  their  religion  and  hbeity, 
whilst  the  rest  of  their  country  was  overrun  by  the 
Moon.  ^ 

Note  3,  page  49,  coL  1. 

Oh,  free  doth  aonow  puB,  dec. 

Frey  geht  das  Ungluck  durch  die  ganze  Erda 
SckUler'*  Death  of  WaUenateinf  •dW.K.Z 

Note  3,  page  50,  col.  3. 

Tiiona,  the  fire-brand.  The  name  of  the  Cid's 
fiivourite  sword,  taken  in  battle  from  the  Moorish 
king  Bucar. 

Note  4,  page  50,  coL  3l 
Bow  he  won  Valencia  from  the  Moor,  Ac 
Valencia,  which  has  been  repeatedly  besieged, 
and  taken  by  the  armies  of  different  nations,  re- 
mained in  the  possession  of  the  Moors  for  an  hun- 
dred and  seventy  years  after  the  Cid's  death.  U 
was  regained  from  them  by  King  Don  Jayme  of 
Aragon,  sumamed  the  Conqueror ;  after  whose 
success  I  have  ventured  to  suppose  it  governed  by 
a  descendant  of  th^  Campeador. 

Note  5,  page  57,  col.  3l 
It  was  a  Spanish  tradition,  that  the  great  bell  of 
the  Cathedral  of  Saragoosa  always  toUed  sponta- 
neously before  a  king  of,Spain  died. 

Note  6,  page  58,  col.  2. 
"  EH  que  en  buen  hora  naaco ;"  he  that  was  bom 
in  happy  hour.    An  appellation  given  to  the  Cid 
in  the  ancient  chronicles. 

Note  7,  page  58,  col.  2. 
For  this,  and  the  subsequent  allusions  to  Spanish 
legends,  see  TThe  Romaneee  and  Chronicle  qf  the 
Cid. 
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Note  8,  pagefiSjOoL  I.  I  Ibluo,  the  tut  of  that  nune.    H«  wnt  lodwCiA 

I  tomb  tar  the  enm  which  that  mnur  mi  HMi- 
lomed  b>  weu  upon  hia  bnut  when  ba  wtot  U 
battle,  and  had  it  made  into  oae  for  hiimdr;  "b- 
eaoae  of  the  Utb,  which  be  had,  tttat  thDOgfc  it 
he  abould  obtain  the  Tictoiy." — Sautke^t  Omai- 
»)■  tecdcded  «r  King  Don  Al- 1  de  q/"  UU  CuL 


Note  ^  page  66,  coLS. 


Sftr  crrEtpent  ot  ^lalrrmo* 


IN  FIVE  ACTS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

GOVNT  Dl  PROCIDI. 

RiiifoND  Di  Pbocida,  kit  San. 
ElaiBERT,  Ficeroy. 
Db  Codc:. 
montilbi. 

ANaiLKO,  a  Monk. 

VlTTORI*. 

CONSTiHCB,  Sitin-  (o  Eribtrt. 
Nablet,  Soldier*,  Sle»ttngtn,  VattaU,  PcatanU, 


ACT  THE  FIRST. 
■X  TAUxr,  mna  tinitibdi  and  oot- 


Firil  PtoKmt.  At,  thia  n 
tdlime 


It  lobealaa- 


The  old  ftmifiar  malodiM  that  niae 
At  break  of  moin,  from  all  our  pmple  hiUa, 
To  wekome  Id  the  vintage.  Never  aanca 
-  Hath  muuc  acemed  aoaweet.  But  the  light heaita 
Which  to  tboae  meaaum  beat  lO  joyooalj 
AretaiDHl  loatillmMDOW.  There  ii  do 
or  joy  tiiroDsh  all  the  Und. 

fibamd  Peatant,  Y**I  tbers  am  lonndi 
or  reralr;  within  the  palaoea, 
And  the  fiiir  caitlee  of  out  ancient  krdi, 
Where  now  the  itruiger  banquets.    Ye  maj  hear, 
From  Ihcnct  the  peali  of  aong  and  laughter  lii 
At  midnighf  ■  deepent  hour, 

TlUrd  PtataiU.  Alaal  we  lat 
la  bt^fin  dajt,  ao  peaoafiUI;  beniath 


The  oUrca  and  tha  vinia  our  Uhai  imni, 
EndidBd  b;  oar  ehildian,  whoae  qgiek  tfifa 
Flew  bj  Qi  in  the  danea !  The  time  balk  baa 
Wban  peace  waa  in  the  hamlet,  Tihiiiw^ 
The  iloTm  might  gather.    But  thia  yoke  of  Fnaa 
Falk  (a  the  peaaant'a  nack  aa  hesTily 
Aa  on  the  cieated  chieftain'a.    Weaiebopri 
E'entotheeaith. 

Peatani'i  Child.  My  &thw,  ma  on  wba 
9hiII  the  gay  danee  and  aoag  again  leatamd 
Amidat  oor  cheanut-wooda,  aa  in  thoaa  daya 
Of  which  thou'rt  wont  to  tell  the  joyow  tab  t 

Pint  PtamuU.  When  tbwe  an  ligbl  iMtwk 
leaa  haaita  once  mora 
In  Sioiya  green  valea.    Alaal  mj  biqt, 
Men  meet  not  now  to  quaff  the  Sowii^  bMrf, 
To  bear  the  nUMhAil  long,  and  omI  aaid> 
The  weight  of  work-day  ear*:— t^  imI,  t» 

Of  wrongi  and  aorrawa,  and  to  yiim^B  thM^ 
They  dare  not  breathe  akrad. 

Procida {from the baekgrmaO).  Aj,\tMwS 
Sato  reliaTe  th' o'nbanlMied  heart,  which pwH 
Beneath  ita  weight  ct  wronga ;  bat  better  flir 
In  silence  to  aTenge  thcol 

An  eld  Peatant.  What  &ep  *«ioe 
CanMwith  that  atutling  tooet 

Flnl  Pemant.  It  waa  out  gueal'a. 
The  Mranger  pilgrim,  who  hath  mgcmitii  kM 
Since  jeater-Dxmt.    Good  nagfabooia,  laalk  U> 


with  lOcb  leatuienta.     How  be  SiUi  Mnd  M* 
Hia  iiitg(im.claak .  e'en  aa  it  were  •  nba 
Of  knightly  ermine!  That  otanmandiig  Mp 
SbouU  haic  bean  tiaed  in  cotEtta  nd  cmvs  H 
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and  Xbey  teach  the  boldest  hoarti 
leHoiL    What  should  bring  him  here  1 
He  ipoke  of  vengeance  1 
MRl.  Paice  1  we  are  beset 
Q  every  ode,  and  we  muit  learn 
id  in  patience  to  endure, 
vengeance,  for  the  word  i«  death. 
eonUnff  forward  indignanily).   The 
is  death!  And  what  hath  life  for  <A«e, 
ihbuldst  cling  to  it  thusi  thou  abject 

^  soul  is  moulded  to  the  yoke, 
9d  with  servitude.    What!  is  it  lift, 
■eete  to  rtart,  to  school  thy  voice 
uful  whispers,  and  to  cast 
I  looks  around  thee,  lest,  e'en  then, 
)ould  catch  its  echol — Is  there  aught 
lecMos,  that  thy  furrowed  cheek 
with  terror  at  the  passing  thought 
ig  some  few  and  evil  days, 
I  thus  poorly  onl 
\ht  PetuanU.  Awsy,  away! 
»r  there  is  danger  in  thy  presence. 
Why,  what  is  danger  1 — ^Are  there 
BT  iUs 

ye  bear  thus  calmly  7  Yehavedrained 
hittemess,  till  nought  remains 
hxink  from — therefore,  be  ye  strong  I 
Ueth  with  despair.— Why  start  ye  thus 
fhich  are  but  echoes  of  the  thoughts 
rour  secret  souls  1 — Full  well  I  know, 
t  one  amongst  you,  but  hath  nursed 
I  indignant  feeling,  which  doth  make 
t  of  his  life.    I  know  thy  wrongs 
-«nd  thine, — ^but  if  within  your  breasts 
•  chord  that  vibrates  to  my  voice, 
fewell. 

{eoming  forward.)  No,  no!  say  on, 
1 

itiO  free  and  fiery  hearts  e'en  here, 
B  at  thy  words. 
If  that  indeed 
a  hope  to  give  us. 
There  is  hope 

» suffer  with  indignant  thoughts 
■k  in  olent  strength.    What !  think  ye 
n 

i'  oppressor,  if  he  bear  awhile 
bead  on  highl — I  tell  you,  no! 
t  will  not  sleep.    It  was  an  hour 
to  the  conqueror,  when  our  king, 
brave  Conradin,  in  life's  fair  mom, 
scafibld  died.    Yet  not  the  leas 
ironed  above;  and  her  good  time 
ling  on  in  storms:  that  royal  bk)od 
an  accusing  voice  from  earth, 
een  beard.    The  traces  of  the  past 
ti»*«bMit,biiliie'exdoth  Heavenfoiget. 


PeoBonL  Had  we  but  arms  and  leaders,  we  are 
men 
Who  might  earn  vengeance  yet ;  but  wanting  these, 
What  wouldflt  thou  have  us  do  1 

Procida.  Be  vi^ant ; 
And  when  the  signal  wakes  the  land,  arise  I 
The  peasant's  arm  is  strong,  and  there  shell  he 
A  rich  and  noble  harvest    Fare  ye  welL 

[ExUProeida, 

First  Peasant.  This  man  should  be  a  prophet: 
how  he  seemed 
To  read  our  hearts  with  his  dark  searching  glanob 
And  aspect  of  command !    And  yet  his  garb 
Is  mean  as  ours. 

Second  Peasant.  Speak  low;  I  know  himwelL 
At  first  his  voice  disturbed  me  like  a  dream 
Of  other  days ;  but  I  remember  now 
His  form,  seen  oft  when  in  my  youth  I  served 
Beneath  the  banners  of  our  kings.    HTis  he 
Who  hath  been  exiled  and  proscribed  so  long, 
The  Count  di  Procida. 

Peasant.  And  is  this  he? 
Then  Heaven  protect  him !  for  around  his  st^ 
Will  many  snares  be  set. 

f^rst  Peasant,  He  comes  not  thus 
But  with  some  mighty  purpose ;  doubt  it  not : 
Perohance  to  bring  us  freedom.    He  is  one, 
Whose  faith,  through  many  atrial,  hath  been  proved 
True  to  our  native  princes.    But  away  I 
The  noon-tide  heat  is  past,  and  from  the  seae 
Light  gales  are  wandering  through  the  vineyaids; 

now 
We  may  resume  our  toil. 

[Exeunt  Peasant*, 

8CENK  II. — THE  TERRACE  OF  A  CASTLE. 

ERiBERT.  vrrrcHUA. 

VUtoria.  Have  I  nottold  thee,  that  I  bear  a  heart 
Blighted  and  cold  1 — Th'  afiectiona  of  my  youth 
Lie  slumbering  in  the  grave;  their  fount  is  ckised, 
And  all  the  soft  and  playful  tenderness 
Which  hath  its  home  in  woman's  breast,  ere  yet 
Deep  wrongs  have  seared  it ;  all  is  fled  from  mine. 
Urge  me  no  more. 

Efibert.  O  kdy !  doth  the  flower 
That  sleeps  entombed  through  the  long  wintry 

storms 
Unfold  its  beauty  to  the  breath  of  spring ; 
And  shall  not  woman's  heart,  from  chill  despair, 
Wake  at  love's  voice  7 

VUtoria.  Lovel — make  love's  name  thy  spills 
And  I  am  strong ! — the  very  word  calls  up 
From  the  dark  past,  thoughts,  feelings^  povpue, 

amyed 
Inaimsagainstthee! — Knowestthonw^omlkieidy 
While  my  soul's  dwelling-place  was  still  on  earth  1 
One  who  was  bom  for  empire,  and  endowed 
With  such  high  gifts  of  princely  nu^estyy 


A*  bowed  *U  boiU  befbn  htm ! — Wu  be  not 
BnTe,n7«I,  buDtifall— Andioeh  he  died; 
Bediedt'^iultlMulbrgaUen?— Andthmi'itbere, 
Tbou  mtetcat  n^  gUoM  with  ejes  which  cddl; 

iDoked, 
— Coldlj  1 — nay,  ntber  with  tnoiDphant  gue, 
XTpoD  bii  miuder ! — Detolate  u  I  vn, 
Yet  in  the  mien  of  thine  iffiuicei]  bride, 
Oh,  mj  lort  Conndin  1  Ihera  ■hooM  be  alill 
BoDuwhal  of  loftinne,  which  might  o'erawe 
The  heuti  of  thine  aauaara. 

Brtbtrl.  Hinght/duiHl 
If  thj  proud  heart  totendenieabeckMed, 
Know,  danger  ij  uound  thee ;  thoB  luit  foa 
ThUeeeli  thj  ruin,  uid  mj  power  ilaoe 
Can  eMeld  tjies  from  thrar  ut«. 

Tiltoria.  Proren^itell 
Thj  tale  of  danger  to  iome  happy  heart, 
Which  hath  it«  little  world  of  loved  once  roond 
For  whom  to  tremble  ;  and  its  tranquil  joji 
That  make  earth,  Paradiae.     I  ftand  alone ; 
— Tbej  that  are  bl«t  maj  fear. 

Enbert.  Ii  there  not  one 
Who  ne'er  conunand*  in  *un  1 — prood  lailj,  ba 
Thy  tpirit  to  (hy  fate ;  for  know  that  he, 
WhoM  car  of  triumph  in  iti  earthquake  path 
O'er  the  bowed  neck  of  praatrate  Sicilj, 
Hath  borne  hiiD  to  dominion;  he,  my  king, 
Chariee  of  Anjoo,  deenea  thy  hand  the  boon 
MydccdahaTewendeaerved;  and  who  hath  power 
Againal  Uiinandalea7 

TiUoria.  Viceroy,  tell  thy  lord, 
That  e'en  where  chain*  lie  hea^rat  on  the  land 
Sooli  may  not  all  be  lettered.    Oft,  ere  now, 
Conqneron  have  rocked  the  earth,  yet  Ikiled 

Unto  tbdr  purpoaea,  that  realleB  fire, 
Inhabitiiig  man'*  bieait — A  apark  bunCa  forth, 
And  *o  tbey  periah !— tia  the  fate  of  thoae 
Who  ipoit  with  bghtoing — And  it  may  be  hia. 
— Tell  him  I  fear  him  not,  and  thua  am  free. 
A4erf.  IMiwcQ.    Then  nerre  that  k>ny  beatt 
to  bear 
The  wiath  which  ia  not  powarlen.    Yet  again 
Bethink  thee,  lady  1 — Lore  may  riuuogf—hath 

To  Tigilant  hatred  oft,  wh«e  aleeplcaa  eye 

Still  findi  what  moat  it  aeeka  tor.     FaretheewdL 

— Look  to  it  yet  I — To-morrow  I  retom. 

[Exit  Eriberl. 
Viltaria.   To-morrow  1 — Some    eie  now  hare 
alepl,  and  dreamt 
Of  morrowi  which  tte'er  dawned— or  ne'er  fiictlMni; 
So  aikntly  Ihdr  deep  and  atiU  repoae 
Hath  melted  into  dMth  1— Are  then  not  bahna 
Id  nature'*  boondkei  realm,  to  poot  out  aleep 
Like  tUi,  00  ma  V- Yet  abould  my  iftrit  Milt 
Eodme  ita  earthly  band*,  W  it  eonld  ban 
T«  fcii  a  ^oriimi  tale  of  hia  own  iaie, 


Frae  and  aTsnged. — Titan  ihonld'at  ba  on  il 


In  wrath,  my  natiie  Etna  I  who  dort  Eft 
Thyapiry  fdilar  of  daAanuke  ao  faigb, 
Through  the  ted  heann  ofamwet!    rieep'^thw 

atiU, 
With  all  thy  finntta  of  fin,  while  ■poQan  tmd 
The  glowing  fake  beoeathl 

(Procftfa  eniert  ditgmted.') 

Ha  I  who  ail  dm, 
gueat,  that  with  lO  mute  a  riep 
DoalBtealapanmel 

Prvcida.  One,  o'er  wbdoi  hath  [HMnil 
All  that  can  change  man*!  aapecl  i— Yet  BOl  kof 
Shalt  thou  And  aaiety  In  IbrgelfidDaw. 
— I  am  he,  to  breathe  whcae  name  ii  pmloni 
UnleM  thy  wealth  could  bribe  the  windato«haK 
-Know'it  tboQ  (Ail,  ladyl—      [S  ikatm  ■  lit- 

TUbiria.  Rlghteoui  HeaTeo  t  the  pkdg* 
Amidat  hia  people  from  the  acaffbld  thrown 
By  him  who  periahed,  aikd  whoaa  kingiy  Uool 
"'en  yet  i*  unatoaed, — My  heart  beata  Ugh— 
— Oh,  welcome,  welcome  1  Ihoti  art  Procada, 
Th'  Aienger,  the  Delinrw ! 

Pncida.  Can  me  aa 
When  my  great  taak  b done.     Yet  irtu  eanid 
Ifthe  returned  be  welcomed — Many  a  heart 

changed  aincc  lait  we  met 

VUbrria.  Why  doat  thou  gaa, 

'ith  rach  a  rtill  and  aolemn  naiiiiuliMM 
Upon  my  altered  mieni 

Pncida.  That  I  may  nad 
If  to  the  widowed  lora  of  Conradin, 
Or  the  proud  Elriberl'a  trium{diant  bride, 
I  now  entruat  my  ble. 

VUtoria.  Thou,  Procida  1 
Thatfbiu  ahouldat  wrong  me  thua'— PnloBgDiJ 

lilt  it  hath  fbond  an  anawer. 
Procida.  'Til  enough. 
find  it  in  thy  cheek,  whoae  iK[Hd  change 
la  from  death'i  hue  to  ferer*!;  in  the  wUd 
Unaettled  brighlnei*  of  thy  proud  dark  eya, 

thy  wasted  form.    Ay,  "tii  a  deep 
And  aolemn  joy,  Ihu*  in  thy  looka  to  trace, 
loMead  of  youth's  gay  bbom,  the  charaden 
Of  noble  sul!ering; — on  thy  brow  the  lami 
Commanding  epirit  hold*  ita  native  alala 
Which  could  not  aloop  to  Tilencaa.    Yet  the  n<* 
Of  Fame  lialh  loB  afar  that  thou  iImqU*  w^ 
Thia  tyrant,  Eribert. 

Vitlaria.  And  told  h  not 
A  tale  oi  inaolent  bte  repelled  with  aootn, 

commanda  and  fealfiil  menaeaa 
Met  with  indignant  eoDtagel — Pncidal 
that  haogbtily  I  braved 
His  
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lenie  his  crioaes. — I  gmiled — ay,  smiled — 

ecurity!  fiir  the  high  of  heart 

a  pathway  to  escape  disgrace, 

be  dark  and  lone. 

.  Thoa  shalt  not  need 

ts  shadowy  maies.    Trust  my  words: 

that  a  qinit  is  abroad, 

U  not  slumber  till  its  path  be  traced 

€ kmML  &me.    Vittozia,  live! 

neet  that  thou  thouldtt  live,  to  see 

y  expiation ;  fi>r  thy  heart 

le  that  I  wronged  itsfidth)  hath  nursed 

ajestie  grief;  whose  seal  is  set 

ly  marble  brow. 

.  Then  thou  const  tell, 

on  the  withered  rose,  that  there 

be  blight,  hath  worked  1 — ^Ay,  thb  is  in 

's  scope:  but<^!  the  things  unseen, 

dreamt  oi;  which  like  shadows  pass 

r  that  mysterious  world,  a  mind 

rock  by  grief  1 — ^Yet  doth  my  soul, 

its  darkness,  nurse  one  soaring  hope, 
I  bright  vitality. — 'Tis  to  see 
ivmged,  and  his  &ir  heritage, 
id  native  land,  in  glory  risen, 
nor  from  his  slumbers  I 
.  Hear'st  thou  not 

t  a  deep  and  ominous  moan,  the  voice 
t  mountain  swells  1 — There  will  be  soon 
ofst! — Vittoria!  brood  no  more 
>'er  thy  sonows,  but  go  forth 
r  vasBals,  (yet  be  secret  stQI) 
f  breath  give  nurture  to  the  spark 
id  already  kindled.    I  move  on 
yet  awakening  in  my  path 
1  shall  startle  nations.    Fare  thee  well. 

When  shall  we  meet  again  1 — Are  we 
those 
at  he  loved  on  earth,  and  think'st  thou 

B^en  yet  shall  bring  his  spirit  near 
I  we  hold  communion? 
Yes,  I  feel 

ig  influence  whilst  I  look  on  thee, 
its  light  in  life.    Yet  will  we  not 
anish  tears  our  ofiering  on  his  tomb ; 
ive  nobler  tribute ! — I  must  hence, 
lalt  sooQ  hear  moie.    Await  the  time. 

[Exeunt  $eparaiely. 

ICBNB  III. — THE  SEA  SHORE. 

DND  m  FROCaDA.    OONfirTANCB. 

«.  Then  is  a  shadow  far  within  your 

h  of  late  been  deepening.    You  were 

t 

leariicss  of  your  open  brow 

brighter  ipirit,  sbeddmg  round 


Joy,  like  our  southern  sun.    It  is  not  well, 
If  some  dark  thought  be  gathering  o'er  your  soul, 
To  hide  it  from  afiection.    Why  is  this. 
My  Raimond,  why  is  thisi 

Raimond,  Oh !  from  the  dreams 
Of  youth,  sweet  Constance,  hath  not  manhood  stiD 
A  wild  and  stormy  wakening  I^Tbey  depart,    ^ 
Light  after  hght,  our  glorious  visions  fede^ 
The  vaguely  beautiful !  till  earth,  unveiled, 
Lies  pale  around ;  and  life's  realities 
Press  on  the  soul,  from  its  unfathomed  depth 
Rousing  the  fiery  feelings,  and  proud  thoughtSi 
In  all  their  fearful  strength  1 — 'Tis  ever  thus, 
And  doubly  so  with  me ;  for  I  awoke 
With  high  aspirings,  making  it  a  curse 
To  breathe  where  noble  minds  are  bowed,  as  htn, 
—To  breathe!— It  is  not  breath  I 

Corutance.  I  know  thy  grief, 
— And  is 't  not  mine'} — for  those  devoted  men 
Doomed  with  their  life  to  expiate  some  wild  woid, 
Bom  of  the  social  hour.    Oh !  I  have  knelt, 
E'en  at  my  brother's  feet,  with  fruitless  tears, 
Imploring  him  to  spare.    His  heart  is  shut 
Against  my  voice ;  yet  will  I  not  forsake 
The  cause  of  mercy. 

Raimond.  Waste  not  thou  thy  prayers. 
Oh,  gentle  love,  for  them.    There's  little  need 
For  Pity,  though  the  galling  chain  be  worn 
By  some  few  slaves  the  less.    Let  them  depar^l 
There  is  a  world  beyond  th'  oppressor's  reach, 
And  thither  lies  their  way« 

Omttance,  Alas!  I  see 

That  some  new  wrong  hath  pierced  yon  to  the 
soul. 

Raimond.    Pardon,  beloved  Constance,  if  my 
words, 
From  fedings  hourly  stung,  have  caught,  por- 

chance, 

A  tone  of  bitterness. — Oh !  when  thine  eyes. 
With  their  sweet  eloquent  thoughtfulness,  are 

fixed 
Thus  tenderly  on  mine,  t  should  fbrget 
All  eke  in  their  soft  beams ;  and  yet  I  came 
To  tell  the(^— 

OmBtance.  Whatl  What  wouldst  thou  sayl 
O  speak! 
Thou  wouldst  not  leave  me  I 

Raimond,  I  have  cast  a  cbud. 
The  shadow  of  dark  thoughts  and  ruined  fertunes, 
O'er  thy  bright  spirit.    Happily,  were  I  gone. 
Thou  wouldst  resume  thyself,  and  dwell  once  more 
In  the  dear  sunny  light  of  youth  and  joy. 
E'en  as  before  we  met — ^before  we  loved ! 

Onutanee.  This  is  but  mockery.— WeO  thou 
know'st  thy  k>ve  ^ 

Hath  given  me  nobler  being ;  made  my  heart 
A  home  for  all  the  deep  subfimities 
Of  strong  affection;  and  1  would  not  change 
Th'  exalted  life  I  draw  from  that  pure  souioe^ 


UBS.  HEMAH3'  WORKS. 


With  >U  its  cbeqiMedhaM  of  hope  and  fni, 
BVatnthebiighMnlm.    Tboa nwrt  unkiod r 
Hbto  I  ^iwvmI  thkl 

Aoiraoiul.  Oh  I  thoD  hut  aMerved 
A  kne  lew  fidd- to  tb;  bva  wid  miiiB. 
Think  not  tii  mockerr !— Bat  I  can  not  lol 
*ro  ba  tha  Korned  and  tnunpled  thing  I  aia 
In  thiiilegTadad  land.    Ita  Tec;  akia. 
That  aroils  aa  if  bat  feadTabwen  held 
Beneath  thcdr  ctoodlew  axuie,  weigh  roe  down 
With  a  dnll  aenae  of  bondage,  and  I  pine 
Foe  ftae^m'a  ehaitered  air.    I  would  go  GMh 
To  nek  a?  naUe  bibm;  lie.halh  been 
Too  long  a  lonelj  exile,  and  bis  name 
Beenu  bding  in  the  dim  obacuiil; 
Which  gathen  lound  m?  tbitune*. 

CvTufance,  Moit  we  pait  T 
Andiaiteomelothia')— Oht  Ihaveatin 
Deemed  it  enough  of  jo;  nith  thee  to  ihara 
E'en  grief  itieU'-'aiid  now— but  thia  ia  vain ; 
Alaa  1  too  deep,  Iw  fiind,  in  woman'i  lore, 
Too  ftin  othape,  ihecaate  on  troubled  waiea 
The  tnaanrea  of  bei  aoult 

Raimond.  Oh,  qiesk  not  thnal 
Th;  gentle  and  deapanding  lonea  fall  cold 
Upon  mj  iazDoat  heait. — 1  Leave  thee  but 
To  be  more  woithj  of  a  love  like  thine. 
P<x  I  ban  dreamt  of  fame  1 — A  lew  ahoit  ;ean, 
And  we  ma;  yet  be  blc«L 

Oonttanct.  A  few  ahort  jean  I 
Leaa  time  ma;  well  aaflke  fai  death  and  &te 
To  work  all  change  on  earth !— To  break  the  tie* 
Which  earl;  Idtb  had  formed ;  and  to  bow  down 
Th'  daatic  Biniil,  and  to  Uight  each  flower 
Strewninliie'aciowdedpathl— Bulbeitaol 
Be  it  enough  to  know  tliat  hap]aoeei 
Meda  thee  on  othet  aboree. 

Raivwnd.  Where'er  I  roam 
Tbon  (halt  be  with  m;  aoul ! — Thy  aoft  low  voice 
Eh^  riae  upon  reinegibnuice,  tike  a  etiain 
or  moaic  beard  in  boyhood,  bringing  back 
Life's  morning  Ereahnna. — Oh  1  that  there  ahould  be 
Thinga,  which  we  love  with  auch  deep  tendemeaa, 
But,  throagh  that  love,  to  learn  bow  much  of  wo 
Ihvella  in  one  hour  like  thia  I— Yet  weep  thou  not  1 
Weahall  meet  aooni  and  many  daya,  dear  lon^ 
Ete  Ideput 

Coiutattct.  Then  there'*  a  nspits  atilL 
Da;*  I— itot  a  da;  but  in  ita  course  ma;  bring 
vidaaitttde  to  ttUTi  aaide 
ig  blow  we  ahiink  from. — Fare  thee 

— Oh,  Baimond  I  thia  is  not  our  latt  farewell  1 
Thou  wouldat  not  so  deceive  me  1 

AumoiKl.  Doubt  me  not, 
QoUleat  and  beat  tieloved  I  we  meet  again. 

lExil  Caiutance. 
Baimond (i^ttrapauK).  When  shall  I hreatba 
in  beadon,  and  give  aoojie 


My  heart  i'  th'  land  of  bandage  ?—Oh  J  wilhjoi, 
Ye  eterlaMiiig  iroagea  of  power. 
And  of  inSnityl  thou  bln^roUing  deep^ 
And  you,  ye  stara '.  whose  beatna  are  charastHS 
Wherewith  the  oTMJce  of  fajlh  ace  UwMd  1 
With  you  mj  aonl  find*  nam,  and  caMs  aaJa 
The  weight  that  doth    oppiCM  her^-Btt  ■; 
'uughla 

'andering  ferj  there  ahimld  bacoabidsM 
Tikis  awAil  and  nkajestic  aoUtade 
Of  sea  and  heaven  with  me. 

(/'nxiila  eitfera  ■neiserM^' 
It  ia  the  hour 
He  nameci,  and  yet  he  oome*  not. 

Procida  {coming /uraard).   He  i*  hta. 

Raimojid,    Now,   thon   myatenDo*  sUaBpt^ 
thou,  whose  glance 
Doth  fix  itaelf  on  mcmorj,  and  pamv 
Thought,  like  a  ajmt,  hanoting  it*  Icaia  h«BDi 
Reveal  thyaelf;  what  ait  thou  1 

Proeida.  One,  whoae  Ufa 
Uath  been  a  troubled  atream,  and  mad*  il*  wtf 
Through  rocka  and  lUikiiii,  and  athoasaid  An^ 
With  itill  a  mighty  aim.— Bnt  tmw  the  riw^ 
Of  eve  are  gathering  round  me,  and  I  cons 
To  this,  my  native  land,  that  I  nay  rot 
Beneath  ita  vioca  in  peace. 

Raimond.  Seek'st  Iboo  for  peacal 
This  is  no  Und  of  peace ;  nobis*  that  deep 
And  voiceleaa  terror,  which  ikth  ftttm  amit 

tboughia 
Back  to  their  source,  and  mantle  its  pale  ain 
With  a  dull  hoUow  aemblance  of  repoae, 
May  BO  be  called. 

pTtcida.  There  are  auch  calm*  full  oft 
Preceding  earthquake*.     But  I  have  not  bxa 
So  vainly  achooled  by  fbrtnne,  and  inured 
To  shape  my  coune  on  peril'*  diny  Imnk, 
That  it  should  irk  my  spirit  to  pot  on 
Such  guise  of  hushed  sobaui^veness  a*  baal 
~  lay  suit  the  troubled  aapeel  of  the  timea. 

Aoltnoiul.  Why,  then,  thoti  art  vidoiinie,  sIM- 
gerl  to  the  land 
Where  rnoat  diaguise  i*  needful. — He  weie  IsU 
Who  now  abouhl  wear  ba  tboogbt*  npwi  las  la> 
Beneath  Sicilian  skiea.     The  bnthw'a  eye 
Doth  aeaich  diatniatfutly  the  brothei'a  face; 
And  friends,  wboae  undivided  bvea  have  dian 
From  the  same  pa*t,  their  long  remembrances, 
Now  meet  in  tennr,  or  no  monj  latf  haaits 
Pun  to  o'erOawing,  in  their  aocial  hoar, 
Should  poor  out  aoine  raah  word,  which  loiiaf 

Might  nhiaper  lo  our  conqoemi. — This  it  K 
To  wear  a  fiseign  yoke. 

Procida.  It  mailen  not 
To  him  who  bolda  Iha  DMtaiT  o'er  Ua  tf/ax. 
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its  workings,  till  endunnoe 
.ure.    We  can  tame  ounelvea 
s,  and  there  is  that  in  lile 
cUng  with  most  tenacious  grasp, 
lofty  claims  are  all  reduced 
immon  privilege  of  breathing.— 
itum  away? 

i^hat  wouldest  thou  wiUi  me  7 
by  th'  ascendant  soul  which  lived, 
throne  on  thy  commanding  brow, 
eign  nature,  which  would  scorn 
I  high  capacities 

earth.    But  thou  art  iike  the  rest. 
It  thou  with  me  1 
irouki  counsel  thee, 
that  which  men — ay,  valiant  men, — 
t  to  do ;  in  the  proud  court, 
itely  camp,  and  at  the  board 
evellers,  whose  flushed  mirth  is  all 
hardly. — Where  is  he,  whose  heart 
ugh  all  its  foldings,  to  the  gaze 
1 — If  vengeance  wait  the  foe, 
)re8sor,  'tis  in  depths  concealed 
ling  surface. — Youth !  I  say 
down ! — Put  on  a  mask  I — 'tis  worn 
!r  and  weakness,  and  the  smooth 
intercourse  of  life  requires 
y  scene. 

A. way,  dissembler ! 
jgh  and  its  ignoble  tasks, 
f  nature.    Will  the  free 
;le  Stoop  to  learn  the  arts 
serpent  wins  his  spell-bound  prey  7 
will  not  clothe  myself 
of  coward  semblances, 
n  now,  I  struggle  with  my  heart, 
nost  I  love  a  long  farewell, 
country  on  some  distant  shore, 
liings  are  unknown  I 
TuUingly).  Why,  this  is  joy ! 
onflict  with  the  doubts  and  fears, 
subtleties  of  meaner  minds^ 
jit,  whose  bold  elastic  wing 
th  not  crushed.-^High-hearted  youth! 
lould  his  fixitsteps  e'er  again 


My  &ther !  what  of  him  1 
le  known  to  theel 
1  distant  lands 

b  traversed  many  a  wild,  and  looked 
anger  f  and  the  thought  that  thou 
then  in  peaee,  a  happy  boy, 
be  storm  hath  chetred  him. 
Dost  thou  deem 
ivesi — Oh  t  if  it  be  in  chains, 
erty's  obscurest  cell, 
resH— and  I  will  track  his  steps 
s  verge! 
i  may  be  that  be  lives: 


Though'long  h^  name  hath  oesfled  to  be  a  word 
FamiUar  in  man's  dwellings.    But  its  sound 
May  yet  be  heard ! — Raimond  di  Prodda, 
— Rememberest  thou  thy  father  1 

Raimond.  From  my  mind 
His  form  hath  faded  long,  for  yean  hav«  pused 
Since  he  went  forth  to  exile :  but  a  vague, 
Yet  powerful,  image  of  deep  majesty, 
Still  dimly  gathering  round  each  thought  of  him, 
Doth  claim  instinctive  reverence ;  and  my  love 
For  his  inspiring  name  hath  k>ng  become 
Part  of  my  being. 

Procida.  Raimond !  doth  no  voice 
Speak  to  thy  soul,  and  tell  thee  whose  the  arms 
That  would  enfold  thee  now  1 — My  son  t  my  son ! 

Raimond.  Father! — Oh  Gk>dl — my  fiUher! — 
Now  I  know 
Why  my  heart  woke  before  thee  I 

Procida.  Oh!  this  hour 
Makes  hope,  reality ;  for  thou  art  all 
My  dreams  had  pictured  thee ! 

Raimond.  Yet  why  so  long, 
E'en  as  a  stranger,  hast  thou  crossed  my  paths. 
One  nameless  and  unknown? — ^and  yet  I  felt 
Each  pulse  within  me  thrilling  to  thy  voice. 

Procida.  Because  I  would  not  link  thy  fiite  with 
mine, 
Till  I  could  hall  the  daynipring  of  that  hope 
Which  now  is  gathering  round  us. — Listen,  youth! 
Tfutu  hast  told  me  of  a  subdued,  and  scorned. 
And  trampled  land,  whose  \ery  soul  is  bowed 
And  fashioned  to  her  chains : — ^but  /tell  thee 
Of  a  most  generous  and  devoted  land, 
A  land  of  kindling  energies ;  a  land 
Of  glorious  recollections ! — proudly  true 
To  the  high  memory  of  her  ancient  kings, 
And  rising,  in  majestic  scorn,  to  cast 
Her  alien  bondage  off! 

Raimond.  And  where  is  this  1 

Procida.  Here,  in  our  isle,  our  own  fiur  Sicily ! 
Her  spirit  is  awake,  and  moving  on. 
In  its  deep  silence  mightier,  to  regain 
Her  place  amongst  the  nations;  and  the  hour 
Of  that  tremendous  effort  is  at  hand. 

Raimond.  Can  it  be  thus  indeed  1 — ThoupooF- 
est  new  life 
Through  all  my  burning  veins !— I  am  as  ooe 
Awakening  from  a  chill  and  death-like  sleep 
To  the  full  glorious  day.  ^ 

Procida.  Thou  shalt  hear  more ! 
Thou  shalt  hear  things  which  would, — ^whkh  wiU 

arouse 
The  proud,  free  spirits  of  our  anceslora 
E'en  from  their  marble  rest    Yet  mark  me  weO  t 
Be  secret ! — for  along  my  destined  path 
1  yet  must  darkly  move. — Now,  fbllow  me ; 
And  join  a  band  of  men,  in  whose  high  hdaiti 
There  lies  a  nation's  strength. 

Raimond  My  noble  father  1 


i 


!* 


Thy  wonb  lun  gimi  nie  all  Sx  irineh  I  pntd— 
An  um,  ■  bofH,  ■  partem  T— And  tba  blood 
Deth  rnah  in  winner  mnenta  through  m;  t 
Ai  a  bright  Gnuilun  finm  iti  icj  bondi 
By  the  quick  nin^tTake  bnei. 

Pncida.  Ay,  thi«i»wdll 
Such  utaiMbiint  men'i  cfauns  t— Haw,  bDow  ms. 
[fixninl. 

ACT  THE  SECOND. 
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KBIBERT.  OONirrANtTK 

Onutanae.  WiUyonoM  hMc  ipel— Oh!  that 
they  who  DB«d 
Hooriy  lbrgiveiM«,  they  who  do  bat  Uve, 
While  Mercy's  loice,  beyond  th'  etemil  atan, 
YTait  the  gmt  Judge  to  liitan,  ahould  be  thna, 
In  their  viin  eieiciH  of  pageant  pown, 
Hard  and  ieleDtl«a !— Gentle  brother,  yet, 
'Til  in  your  cfadce  to  imitale  that  HeaTen 
Wlion  Dobleat  jc^  is  pardon. 

EtOkH.  "Tu  too  late. 
You  have  a  aoft  and  moving  rmee,  which  pleadi 
With  eloquent  melody— bul  they  muat  die. 

Centlance.  What,  die  I — br  wordil — for  breath, 
whkh  leave*  no  trace 
ToaaHy  the  pure  air,  wherewith  it  blends, 
Aul  is,  being  uttered,  gone  7 — Why,  't  were  enough 
For  such  a  venial  fault,  to  be  deprind 
One  littk  day  of  man's  free  heritage. 
Heaven's  warm  and  sunny  light '. — Oh  t  If  you  i 
That  evil  harbours  in  their  souls,  at  least 
Delay  the  stroke,  till  guilt,  made  manlfiat, 
Shall  bid  stem  justice  wahe. 

Eribtrt.  I  am  not  one 
Of  those  weak  iptrits,  that  timoioudy  keep  Watch 
For  fair  occaaons,  thence  to  borrow  hues 
Of  virtue  for  their  deeds.    My  achool  hath  been 
When  power  sit*  crowned  and  aimed. — And, 

mark  me,  sister  I 
To  a  distrustful  nature  it  might  seem 
Strange,  that  your  lip*  thus  earnestly  should  plead 
For  tluse  Sidfian  rabels.    O'er  ny  bong 
Staspician  holds  no  power.— And  yet  take  note. 
— I  have  said,  and  they  must  die. 

Comtarut,  Have  yon  no  feart 
,    ErOtH.  Of  what  T— that  heaven  sbonU  but 

Gnwtona.  No  I— but  that  earth 
Sboold  arm  in  madness, — Brother!  I  have  aeen 
Dark  eyes  bent  on  you,  e'en  midst  festal  throng*. 
With  aueh  deep  hatted  sellled  in  their  glance, 
My  heart  hath  died  within  me. 

Eribert.  Am  I  then 
To  pause,  and  doubt,  and  shrink,  because  a  giri, 
A  dreaming  girl,  hath  tremUed  at  a  look  t 

CamUinct.  Oh!  kioks  ai«  no  iUnsiona,  when  the 


Whtdi  may  not  qieak  in  words,  can  Bad  to  aq 
But  their*,  to  hberly  I— Have  not  tbanmn 
Brave  aon*,  or  noUe  brothen  1 

Eribtrt.  Yea!  whose  name 
It  rest*  withme  tomakea  wordof  fear, 

'mid*t  th*  haimts  of  (obi. 

Onutanc^  But  not  forgotten  I — Ah  1  liewa^ 

— Nay,  kxik  not  sternly  on  me. — Tlun  b  (oa 
Of  thai  devoted  band,  who  yet  will  ued 
Years  to  be  ripe  for  death. — He  ia  a  yotSh, 
A  very  boy,  on  whose  unshaded  chtA 
The  spring-time  glow  is  lingering.    Twa  W 

Hia  mother  left  Ene,  with  a  timid  hope 
Juit  dawning  in  bn  breast; — and  I— I  dared 
To  ibster  iu  &int  spuk.— You  smila  1— Oh  I  Ihi 
He  will  be  saved! 

EribcTt.  Nay,  I  bul  nmled  to  think 
What  a  food  tool  ii  hope '—She  may  be  tai^ 

real  sun  win  chaise  hi*  cnSM 
To  WDik  her  pleanue ;  Ov  the  lomb  give  back 

to  her  aims. — In  sooth, 'tis  itnngtt   ' 
Yet,  with  your  pitying  beait,  yon  rikoold  net  lh« 
Have  mocked  the  boy's  sad  mother— I  have  nil 
Yon  shonU  not  thus  have  mocfad  hei!— Nev, 
bieweU.  [Eiit  Enbat 

Cuiatance.    Oh,  bnlherl  hard  i£  ^mH^-fK    . 
deeds  like  thsae  I 

There  most  be  fearfU  chastening,  if  on  Ufh  j 
Justioe  doth  hold  hra  state.— And  I  most  uI  | 
t  her  foir  young  son  i 

la  thus  to  perish  I — Haply  the  dnad  tale 
May  slay  her  loo ; — for  heaven  is  msmfbL 
'Twin  be  a  bitter  task  1  {Exit  Camlma.    ': 


WOODB. 

FRociuA.   vnroMA.                    * 

PT«ida.  Thyvas»lsan 
VUtoria.  Yee,  they  wait 

Thy  lommona  t«  their  task. 
PT«id«.  Keep  the  flame 

But  hidden,  till  its  honr.- 

prop««Jthei.?         ? 

bright, 

-Wonldst  tbsa  iW. 

lady, 

To  join  our  councils  at  the  night's  mid-witch. 
In  ttw  lone  cavern  by  the  rock-hewn  dosa) 

VilUivia.  What  should  I  shrink  fonl 

Pncida.  Oh !  the  fonat  paths 
Are  dim  and  wild,  e'en  whm  the  siinsIuMMM» 
Through  tbeii  high  aicbaa;  but  whan  powsd' 

Comes,  with  her  elondy  phantcmsL,  and  her  p*h 
TJnceitun  moonbeauns,  ud  tbs  hejktwsaan^ 
Of  hei  mysterioas  winds ;  thni  aspect  Um 
la  of  another  and  more  fsaifnl  woild; 

stutdowy  fams, 
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ftrtngs  thougbta,  alnuMt  too^much  for 


arrestrial  nature. 

WeU  I  know 
nd  more.    Such 


loenes  ham  been  th' 


ough  the  lUenoe  of  myioulhavepaned 

1  noons  from  the  sphere  of  those 

to  die  no  more  t^ — ^Nay,  doubt  it  not  I 

sarthly  intercoune  haUi  e'er 

ted  to  our  nature,  'tis  to  hearts 

e  is  with  the  dead.    They,  they  alone, 

led  oould  sustain  the  fearful  joy 

of  its  trances! — at  the  hour 

ikes  guilt  tremulous,  and  people's  earth 

ith  infinite,  viewless  multitudes, 

ith  thee,  Prodda. 

.  Thy  presence 

e  nobler  thoughts,  and,  in  the  eouls 

g  and  indignant  men,  arouse 

h  may  strengthen  our  majestic  cause 

a  deeper  power. — Knowest  thou  the 

.  Full  well    There  is  no  scene  so  wild 
k>ne 

m  woods,  but  I  have  visited 
shades. 
.  At  midnight  then  we  meet. 

[ExUProeida, 
.  Why  should  I  fearV- Thou  wilt  be 
time,  thou, 

rial  dream  and  ehadow  of  my  soul, 
im  I  love!  that  meetest  me  still 
•s  tnd  silence ;  m  the  noon 
d  night,  and  in  the  forest-depths, 
it  to  me;  for  whom  thougivest  the  winds 
ng  leaves  a  cadence  of  thy  voice, 
Alt  faints  with  that  o'eithrilling  joy  I 
ilt  be  with  me  there,  and  lend  my  lips 
ety  woids,  to  flush  dark  cheeks  with 


ait  unavenged! 


[ExU  VUtoria. 


. — A  CHAPEL,  WITH  A  MONUMENT,  ON 
B  IS  LAID  A  SWORD. — MOONLIGHT. 

Xn>A.    RAIMONU    MONTALBA. 

M.  And  know  you  not  my  storyl 

L  In  the  lands 

lave  been  a  wanderer,  your  deep  wrongs 

abered  with  our  country's;  but  their  tale 

f  in  foint  echoes  to  mine  ear. 

in  bear  it  now. 

^.  Hark!  while  you  spoke, 

I  a  voice-like  murmur  in  the  breeze, 

ren  like  death  caooe  o'er  me : — 'twas  a 

of  clouds  contending  with  the  moon 
f  sweeping  winds,  of  rustling  leaves, 


And  swift  wild  shadows  floating  o'er  the  earth, 
Clothed  with  a  phantom-life ;  when,  after  yean 
Of  battle  and  captivity,  I  spurred 
My  good  steed  homewards.— Oh !  what  lovely 

dreams 
Rose  on  my  spirit !— There  were  tears  and  smiles, 
But  all  of  joy ! — And  there  were  bounding  steps, 
And  clinging  arms,  whose  passionate  clasp  of  love 
Doth  twine  to  fondly  round  the  warrior's  neck, 
When  his  plumed  helm  is  doffed. — Hence,  feeble 

thoughts  1 
— I  am  sterner  now,  yet  once  such  dreams  were 
mine! 

Raimond.  And  were  they  realizad  1 

MorUalba.  Youth !  Ask  n^  not. 
But  listen ! — I  drew  near  my  own  fair  home; 
There  was  no  light  along  its  walls,  no  sound 
Of  bugle  pealing  from  the  watch-tower's  height 
At  my  approach,  although  my  trampling  steed 
Made  the  earth  ring;  yet  the  wide  gates  wei^ 

thrown 
All  open. — Then  my  heart  misgave  me  first. 
And  on  the  threshold  of  my  silent  hall 
I  paused  a  moment,  and  the  wind  swept  by 
With  the  same  deep  and  dirge-like  tone  which 

pierced 
My  soul  e'en  now. — I  called — my  struggling  voice 
Gave  utterance  to  my  wife's,  my  children's,  names ; 
They  answered  not — I  roused  my  failing  strength. 
And  wildly  rushed  within — And  they  were  there. 

Raimond.  And  was  all  well  1 

Montaiba.  Ay,  well ! — ^for  death  is  well. 
And  they  were  all  at  rest ! — I  see  them  yet, 
Pale  in  their  innocent  beauty,  which  had  failed 
To  stay  th'  assassin's  arm ! 

Raimond.  Oh,  righteous  Heaven! 
Who  had  done  thisl 

MorUalba,  Whol 

Prodda.  Canst  thou  question,  vho? 
Whom  hath  the  earth  to  perpetuate  such  deeds. 
In  the  cold  blooded  revelry  of  crime, 
But  those  whose  yoke  is  on  us  1 

Raimond.  Man  of  wo  t 
What  words  hath  pity  for  despair  like  thine  1 

Montaiba.  Pity  I  fond  youth ! — My  soul  diKbdns 
the  grief 
Which  doth  unbosom  its  deep  secredes^ 
To  ask  a  vain  companionship  of  tea^s, 
And  so  to  be  relieved! 

Prodda.  For  woes  hke  these. 
There  is  no  sympathy  but  vengeance. 

Montaiba.  None! 
Therefore  I  brought  you  hither,  that  your  hearts 
Might  catch  the  spirit  of  the  scene  1 — ^Look  round 
We  are  in  the  awful  presence  of  the  dead  j 
Within  yon  tomb  they  sleep,  whose  gentle  Uood 
Weighs  down  the  murderer's  soul. — They  sleep  I 

—but  I 
Am  wakeftil  o'er  their  dust !— I  laid  my  sword, 


A 
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Wltbaot  iU  diMtli,  OD  Ikrir  Mpnlchnl  AuM, 
A*onui  alUr;  and  th'etcnulrttn, 
And  bwico,  and  night,  bora  witnen  to  toy  too 
No  mon  to  wield  h  wv  in  one  gn*t  eauw, 
Tha  •vDgaance  of  tbe  gnm ! — And  a 


jOf  nudnlght,  Mul  in  vlituT  carat, 
Wben  the  wild  fbiHt-crralQiea  nuka  tUr  Ur,— 
U  '1  thai  tbs  ctue&  of  Sicily  muit  tiold 
The  coundla  of  tbeir  coimtijl 
«  the  hoar      Raiirunut.  Wh;,  rach  Kdm 
urtbtt  KlonemaM  coma!  In  Iheir  priiD«T&]  mojeMir,  bebeid 

[Beiaka  thttmrdJnmAetomb.l'T^^ubjUDlttaiii^t,  u)d  the  putial  0mi 
Kttimond.  Mj  ipirit  bnnu  I  Of  the  iHl-itnuiiing  Un,  win  in^iira 


And  mj  fiiH  ban  iliiMMt  to  bunting  iweDi, 
— Ohl  brtbedayofbttUer 

PtvMa.  RaimiHidl  the; 
WhoM  Minle  ue  dad  with  gtdltlee*  blood  awt 

ditj 
—Bat  not  in  battle. 

Raimoiut.  How.pj  bllutl 

Pnieiita.  Nol 
Look  on  that  KpnlehTe,  end  it  wiD  (cKh 
Anotber  \imao. — But  th'  ■[fxiinted  hour 
AdTuxxa, — Thoa  nilt  join  our  dkoian  band, 
HoUe  Monlalbal 

Mmlalia,  Leave  tnfl  tor  a  tine, 
That  1  may  calm  my  Knil  by  intercuum 
With  the  MiD  dead,  befijie  I  mix  with  men, 
And  with  thdrpaHioa*.    I  haie  noned  fcir  y 
In  filenco  and  in  aolitade,  tba  dame 
Wbicb  doth  conauiDe  cm;  and  it  i*  not  OMd 
Thni  to  be  looked  or  breathed  on. — Fcoddal 
I  woolJ  be  tianqnil — or  appear  lo — eie 
I  jiin  your  brave  eonfederata,    Thnnigh  my  heart 
Then  (track  a  pang — but  it  will  eoon  I 

Pracida.    Remember! — in  the  cavern  by  tlie 


Now,  follow  me,  my  h 


Said  be," 


[Bxami  Pneida  and  Raimand. 
(q/Icr  a  paiae,  leaning  on  tht  Ismi). 
f  mm  7" — Now,  why  ihould  this  i 


Qo  down  m  hope,  thoa  mting  on  a  aon, 
And  I  be  desolate  1 — How  itrange  a  aoand 
Waj  tliat — "mji  fonf — I  had  a  boy,  who  might 
fiava  worn  aa  free  a  aoul  apcai  hia  bniw 
Aa  doth  thia  youth.— Why  ahould  the  tbonght  of 

Tboa  hannt  nMT~whea  I  tread  the  peopled  waji 

Of  bib  again,  1  >hall  be  pund  each  hour 

By  fatban  with  their  children,  and  I  muit 

X.eani  calmly  to  look  on. — Methinka  'twere 

A  glooaiy  conaolatian  to  behold 

AH  men  benA,  aa  I  ami— But  away. 

Vain  thought*  I— One  taakia  left  Enblightedbeatti, 

AoditaballbeAilGlled. 

XExUMoBiaOa. 


Far  deeper  thmghta  than  pilland  balb,  wkai 
Stalcaroen  hold  weuy  ligita. — Are  we  not 
O'enhadowed  by  that  Etna,  which  of  eU 
With  iti  dread  prophedea,  halfa  it 
Through  tyrante'  haarti,  and  beds  d 


iVendo.  And  it  ia  thni,  beneath  the  nltam 


bw  HONTALBt,  ODIDO^  md  <»«  Rklba 
PmAda.  Wekxme,  my  bntie  aaociaki  I— Wt 

TbewolTe  wiU  teedom  bete  I— Th' offRMrt 

!■  not  'midal  mcka  and  cama.    Are  we  al  Bill 
Staliaru.  All,  all! 

Procida.  The  torch-light,  awayed  l^ewyiBI, 
Bal  dimly  abowa  your  feature*.- When  ia  b* 
Who  from  hia  battlea  had  returned  to  liailhi        ^ 
Once  more,  without  a  conlet,  and  to  meat 
The  Toicfa,  and  the  UxMrym,  and  the  imikf,  '_ 

Blent  with  hia  dreamt  of  home  %— Of  that  ikik  till 
The  real  ia  known  to  vengeance  I — Art  tbm  boi, 

thy  deep  wronga  and  reaolnte  iliepil, 
CUldlcB  MoDtalbal 

MontaOa  {advaneiiig).  Ha  ie  aAbj  mk. 

ill  on  that  deaolale  Euhar,  in  tlw  hour  ^ 

When  hia  rerenge  te  nigh. 

Pneida.  Thou;  too,  came  fefth, 
Prom  thine  own  halla  an  exile ! — Deal  thou  Mb 
The  TTHmntaJn-fulDeHee  thy  dwelling  itUt, 
While  boilile  banners,  o'er  thy  ram[An  waBi, 
Wave  their  proud  blaionry? 

PirH  SiaUan.  Even  an.     1  alead 
Laat  night  before  rny  own  aooeatjal  fcwwM 
An  nnknown  oaleait,  while  the  tcoap^  beat 
On  my  bare  hewl — what  reeked  iti— Tboa  mi 

joy 
Within,  and  reveby;  tha  featiTe  hmpa 
Were  itreaming  firm  each  tunral,  and  gay  Mfi^ 
r  th'  ■tranger'a  laigoe,  made  mirth,    Tbay  lob 


Who  heard  their  m 
Beat  nurtured  in  the  wild;  there  are  dread  loea 
Known  lo  the  mountain-acbaea. — Procidal 
Call  on  tha  outcart  when  rennge  it  nigh. 
Pneida.  I  knew  a  youi^  Sicilian,  one  wkM 
heart' 
Sboold  be  all  fire.    On  that  moat  guihy  day, 
Whan,  with  oar  ■Mitp'd  Conrafin,  tht  Bow 
Of  the  land'*  kaighthood  pnkbad  i  h^  of  wbM 
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pmS  boy,  whose  innocent  team 

land  hearts  that  dared  not  aid, 

:;affoId  with  extended  arms, 

lis  fiOhsr,  whose  last  look 

I  him  its  parting  agony. 

ilood  gushed  o'er  him ! — and  the  boj 

I  tears,  and,  with  a  kindling  eye, 

tush  on  his  young  cheek,  looked  up 

heaven^ — Doth  he  remember  still 

url 

\ian.  He  bean  a  sheathless  sword ! 

orphan  when  revenge  is  nigh. 

ar  band  shows  gallantly — ^bnt  there 

'  I 

B  with  us  now,  had  they  not  dared 

Doment  of  festivity 

uH  hearts  way,  and  breathe  a  wish 

— «Dd  some  traitor— it  might  be 

lanoe— bora  the  forbidden  sound 

10  they  must  die— unless 

imes  is  wayward)  should  select 

!tim  first  I — But  have  they  not 

IS  amongst  us, 

konme! 

sr,  a  young  high-souled  boy, 

as  a  sculptor's  dream,  with  brow 

nidat  its  dark  ikh  curls,  the  stamp 

leness.    In  truth,  he  b 

atun  I — But  his  doom  is  sealed 

jf  whom  you  ^oke;   and  I  havv 

e  not !  twas  for  his  life— I  knelt— 
eroy's  feet,  and  he  put  on 
laugh  of  cold  malignity 
dl,  and  spumed  me. — But  the  stain 
this,  takes  bk)od  to  wash  it  off, 
jJl  be  cancelled  1 — Call  on  me, 
n  momsnt  of  revenge  is  nigh, 
all  upon  thee  11010/  The  land's  high 

• 

moving  onward,  like  a  breeze 
beam,  kindling  nature's  hues 
before  it    In  his  chains, 
reams  of  freedom  1— ay,  'tis  thus 
IS  th'  imperishable  flame 
onadqps  hands. — ^No  pndse  be  Iter's 
ilindly  works !— When  slavery's  cup 
mmds,  the  creeping  poison,  meant 
uses,  thvough  each  burning  vein 
nding  a  delirious  strength 
s  feiter»— and  they  thaU  be  burst  1 
wbsD  hope  seemed  insa^\  but  a 

lan  will,  when  bent  with  strong 
lergy  on  one  great  aim, 
rule  its  fortunes! — I  have  been 
I  the  fiilnesB  of  my  yean, 
riBi  of  the  earth  and  seas^ 
generous  thoughts  of  otbtr  lands, 
15 


To  aid  our  holy  cause.    And  aid  is  near: 
But  we  must  give  the  signal.    Now,  before 
The  majesty  of  yon  pure  Heaven,  whose  eye 
Is  on  our  hearts,  whoso  righteous  arm  befriends 
The  arm  that  strikes  for  freedom;  speak!  decieo 
The  fate  of  our  oppreason. 

Montalba,  Let  them  fall 
When  dreaming  least  of  peril! — When  the  heart, 
Basking  in  sunny  pleasure,  doth  forget 
That  hate  may  sinile,  but  sleeps  not— Hide  the 

sword 
With  a  thick  veil  of  myrtle^  and  in  halls 
Of  banqueting,  where  the  win^cup  shines 

.ed  in  the  festal  torch-light ;  meet  we  there, 
And  bid  them  wekx»ne  to  the  feast  of  death. 

Proeida,  Thy  voice  is  lowtnd  broken,  and  thy 
words 
Scarce  meet  our  ears. 

AforUalba,  Why,  then,  I  thus  repeat 
Their  import.  Iiet  th' avenging  sword  bunt  fortb 
In  some  free  festal  hour,  and  wo  to  him 
Who  first  shall  spare! 

Rcumond.  Must  innocence  and  guilt 
Perish  alike? 

Montalba,  Who  talks  of  innocence  1 
When  hath  their  hand  been  stayed  for  innocsiioel 
Let  them  all  perish  1 — Heaven  will  choose  its  own. 
Why  should  their  children  live  7— The  earthquake 

whelms 
Its  undistinguished  thousands,  making  graves 
Of  peopled  cities  in  its  path — and  this 
Is  Heaven's  dread  justice— ay,  and  it  is  well  I     • 
Why  4hen  should  we  be  tender,  when  the  skies 
Deal  thus  with  man?— What,  if  the  infant  bleed! 
Is  there  not  power  to  huah  the  mother's  pangs  1 
What,  if  the  youthful  bride  perchance  should  fal 
In  her  triumf^ant  beauty? — Should  we  pause? 
As  if  death  were  not  mercy  tq  the  pangs 
Which  make  our  lives  the  records  of  our  fbesi 
Let  them  all  perish ! — And  if  one  be  found 
Amidst  our  band,  to  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  pity,  or  remorse,  or  boyish  fove, 
Then  be  his  doom  as  thein !  [A  pcnisf. 

Why  gaze  ye  thus? 
Brethren,  what  means  your  sDenee  1 

StcUiant.  Be  it  sol 
If  one  amongst  us  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  love  or  pity,  be  his  doom  as  thein  t 
Pledge  we  our  faith  to  this! 

Jiainumd(ruMhi7ig forward  inddgnanUy.)  OfV 
faith  to /Am/ 
No!  I  huidreamt  I  heard  it!— Can  it  be? 
My  countrymen,  my  fether!— Is  it  thus 
That  firaedom  should  be  won ? — Awake!  Awake 
To  foftier  thoughts  ^lift  up,  ezultingly, 
On  the  crowned  heights,  and  to  the  sweeping 

vrinds. 
Your  gforfous  banner  1— Let  your  trumpet's  Mast 
Make  the  tonte  thrill  with  echoes!  CaH  aloud. 


J 


Piadaim  from  sU  joot  hilU,  the  Und  ihtU  bear 
The  itnjigei'i  yoke  no  longer  I— Wliat  ii  he 
Who  curiei  on  hi*  pnctiMd  lip  k  iniile, 
BeneMh  bia  rat  ida([ger,  which  but  weit* 
Till  the  heiTt  bound*  with  joj,  to  •till  its  beating 
That  nfaieh  our  n&lure'i  inMinct  doth  recoil  bom. 
And  oar  Mood  curdie  U — Ay,  yoan  us 
A  murdeiErl— Hbu^  jel— Shalt  that 


Of  tlw  elder  time  ••  rallying-words  (a  nu 
Sonndi  (bll  of  might  and  immartalitj  I 
And  ahall  not  oora  be  nich  1 


Famel  Wliat  is  bmel— WiU  o 

dnrt 
Start  inla  thrilling  raptata  &om  the  graTS, 
At  tho  Tain  bmoh  orpTai»1— I  tell  thee,  youth, 
Qui  Kials  are  paiched  with  agoniiing  thir^ 
Which  must  be  quenched  thoogh  death  mte  ii 

the  draught : 
We  muat  have  Tengeance,  for  em  foea  have  left 
No  other  joy  unblighled. 

Pitrida.  Oh !  my  aon, 
The  time  ii  past  for  such  high  dreamt  aa  thine. 
Tliou  knon'it  not  nhom  we  deal  with.  Enightlj 

faith. 
And  chinllwiB  honnor,  are  bat  thinga  whereon 
They  east  diidainful  |nty.     We  muat  meet 
Falaebaod  with  wil«,  and  inaull  with  roTenge. 
Atid,  fb(  our  names— whate'et  the  deads,  by  which 
We  burst  our  bondage — ia  it  not  enough 
That  in  the  chronicle  of  days  lo  come. 
We,  throngh  a  bright  <  For  Ever,'  shall  be  called 
The  men  who  saved  their  eonutry  1 

Raimond.  Man^  a  land 
Bath  bowed  beneath  the  yoke,  and  then  arisen, 
Aa  a  Mrong  lion  rending  silken  bonds, 
And  on  the  open  field  befon  high  Heaven, 
Won  such  majestic  vengeanca,  as  hath  made 
Ita  name  a  power  on  earth.— Ay,  nations  own 
It  iaenoogh  tf  glorylnbe  called 
The  children  of  the  mighty,  who  redeemed 
Thui  native  aoi)— but  not  by  means  like  these. 

Monlaiba.  I  have  do  childnn. — Of  MoatalUi's 
blood 
Ifot  otto  red  dnip  doth  circle  tbrongfa  the  vetns 
Of  aoglit  that  bnatbes  t— Why,  what  ban  /to  do 
With  fill  lula>ity7— My  spirit  lives 
But  in  the  past. — Away  t  when  thou  dost  stand 
On  this  fair  earth,  aa  doth  a  blasted  tre« 
Wtddi  the  warm  sun  revives  not,  Men  return 
Strang  in  thy  deaalation ;  but  till  then, 
Thou  art  not  ibr  our  purpose ;  we  have  need 
Of  morannshrinking  heuta. 

BaimoHd.  Mralalba,  know, 
1  riuiiik  froiD  aims  alone.    OhI  ifnjTooe 


Might  yet  have  power  amongst  you,  I  woolda;, 
Aasodalea,  leaden,  ie  avenged !  but  yet 

As  knighta,  as  warriors  I 

Mmialba.  Feacet  have  we  not  bone 
Tta'  indelible  taint  of  contumely  and  diainal 
We  ore  not  knights  and  warriors. — Our  briftl 

Have  been  defiled  and  tramided  to  the  earth. 
Boy !  we  are  alavee — and  our  iBvengs  shall  be 
Deep  aa  a  slave's  disgrace. 

Raimond.  Why,  then  fsreweD: 
1  leave  you  to  your  coonsela.     He  that  taO 
Would  bold  bis  lofty  natun  undehased. 
And  bis  name  pun,  were  but  a  Iciterei  hm. 

Procida.    And  is  it  thna  indeed  }— <kst  Om 

Our  cause,  my  son  1 

Raimond.  Oh,  father!  what  pnod  hopes 
This  hour  hath  blighled  I— yet  whato'ei  bsli^ 
It  ia  a  noble  privilege  to  locdt  up 
FeartoM  in  heaven 'a  bright  bee — and  this  isusioi^ 
And  shall  be  stilL—  [^tU  Saimmi. 

Pncida.  He's  gone  1 — Whj,1etitbe! 
I  trust  out  Sicily  bath  many  a  son 
Valiant  at  mine.— Aaodales !— lis  decnad 
Our  ibes  shall  perish.    We  bave  bat  to  nans 
The  hour,  the  scene,  tbe  agnal. 

Mimlaiba.  It  should  be 

I  the  liitl  dly,  when  boom  festival 

■III  gathered  throngs,  and  luUed  in&tinte  hBili 
To  brief  security.    Hark !  ia  there  not 
A  sound  of  hurrying  footsteps  on  tbe  tassssl 
Wearcbetrajred.— Who  art  thou  1  ^ 

Pneida.  On*  alone  ■, 

Should  be  thus  daring.    Lady,  lift  the  vt3 
That  ahades  thy  noble  brow. 

(SU  raita  her  atil,  tke  Slettiaiu  dm  M  ,^ 

with  TClptcl.)  1 

SfflZiaiu.  Th'  affiaiKcd  bricjo  1 

four  lost  King  I  1 

Procida.  And  more,  Idontalba;  know 
Within  thia  Ibnn  there  dwella  a  aoal  aa  hi|h, 
I  in  that  battlea  e'er  have  ptovsdt 
Or  patriota  oo  the  seaflbid. 
Vittoria.  Valiant  men  I    . 
ome  to  atk  your  aid.    Ye  see  me,  am 
Whose  widowed  youth  hath  all  been  eoatoila 
To  a  proid  sorrow,  and  wboaa  bfe  is  IwU 
In  tcdun  and  menxnial  of  tba  dead. 
Say,  ii  it  meet  that,  lingering  thus  on  «<ill^ 
But  to  behold  ran  great  alonament  f- -t*^ 
And  keep  one  oame  from  fading  in  nHo'i  ktsiB, 
A  tyranl'a  will  should  force  me  to  pro&Ds 
Heaven's  altar  with  unhallowed  tows— and  !<■ 
Stung  by  the  keen  unutterable  acom 
Ofmyosrnba 
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k  Yet  hetr  me  etill. 
that  Eribeit's,  who  notes  our  tears 
insohing  eye  of  cold  deriakm, 
i  he  pieioe  the  depths  where  feeling  works, 
imber  e'en  oar  agonies  as  erimes. 
liismeett 

We  deemed  these  nuptiab,  lady, 
ig  ehoioe ;  hot  'tis  a  joy  to  find 
loblestilL    Fear  not;  by  all  our  wrongs 
not  be. 

I.  Vittoria,  thou  art  come 
r  aid,  but  we  have  need  of  thine. 
)  completion  of  our  high  designs 
-a  festiTal ;  and  it  must  be 
Jl 

k  Procidat 

«  Nay,  start  not  thus, 
jd  task  to  bind  your  raven  hair 
J  gailatfds,  and  to  bid  the  song 
the  wine-cup  mantle.    No— nor  yet 
'OUT  suitor  at  the  glitteiing  ahiinCi 
lih,  not  love,  awaits  him ! 
.  Can  my  soul 
thus? 

w  We  have  no  other  means 
g  oar  great  birthright  back  from  those 
usurped  it,  than  so  luUing  them 
onfidenoe,  that  they  may  deem 
I  forgot;  and  this  may  best  be  dona 
ask  of  thee, 
a.  Then  will  we  mix 
hished  revelers,  making  their  gay  feast 
st  of  the  grave. 
.  A  bridal  day ! 
be  so  1— Then,  chiefs  of  Sicily, 
0  my  nuptials!  but  be  there 
bright  swords  unsheathed,  fiirthns  alone 
shooldbe  adorned. 
.  And  let  thy  banquet 
inounoed,  for  there  are  noble  men 
to  die,  for  whom  we  fain  would  purchase 
vith  other  blood. 
.  Be  it  then  the  day 
that  appointed  for  their  doom. 
My  brother,  thou  shalt  live!— Oppres- 


prophecy  I — ^It  but  remains 

mr  signal,  chieft ! 

«.  The  Vesper-beO. 

.  Even  so^  the  Vesper-befli  whose  deep- 

n  land  and  wave.    Part  of  our  band, 
be  guise  of  antic  revelry, 
r,  as  in  some  fontastic  pageant, 
if  Eiibert ;  and  at  the  hour 
the  sword's  tremendous  task, 
th  the  rest— The  Vesper-belll 
1  shall  wake  th*  avenger;  for  'tis  come, 
irhoi  power  is  m  a  voice,  a  biealh, 


To  burrt  the  spell  which  bound  us.    But  the  night 
Is  waning,  with  her  stars,  which,  one  by  one, 
Warn  us  to  part.    Friends,  to  your  homes ! — ^your 

home»? 
TTuU  name  is  yet  to  win.— Away,  prepare 
For  our  next  meeting  in  Palermo's  walls. 
TheVesper-beU!    Remember! 

SiciUaiu,  Fear  us  not 
The  Vesper-bell  I  [Exeunt  omnet. 


ACT  THE  THIRD. 

SCENE  I. — APARTMENT  IN  A  PALACE. 
ERIBERT.    VITTORIA. 

VUioria.  Speak  not  of  love— it  is  a  word  with 

deep, 
Strange  magic  in  its  melancholy  sound, 
To  summon  up  the  dead;  and  they  shouU  rest, 
At  such  an  hour,  forgotten.    There  are  things 
We  must  throw  from  us,  when  the  heart  would 

gather 
Strength  to  fulfil  its  settled  purposes: 
Therefore,  no  more  of  love ! — ^But,  if  to  robe 
This  form  in  bridal  ornaments,  to  smile, 
(I  can  smile  yet,)  at  thy  gay  feast,  and  stand 
At  th'  altar  by  thy  side;  if  this  be  deemed 
Enough,  it  shall  be  done. 

Eribert.  My  fortune's  star 
Doth  rule  th'  ascendant  still!  <ilpar<.)— If  not  of 

love. 
Then  paidon,  lady,  that  I  speak  6f  joy, 
And  with  exulting  heart— 
ViiUyria,  There  ^  no  joy! 
—Who  shall  kx>k  through  the  far  fbturity, 
And,  as  the  shadowy  viaons  of  events 
Devebpe  on  his  gaae,  'midst  their  dim  throng, 
Dare,  with  oracular  mien,  to  point,  and  say, 
"  This  wiU  bring  happiness  1"— Who  shaU  do  thisi 
—Who,  thou,  and  I,  and  all  1— There's  One,  who 

sits 
In  his  ovm  bright  tranquillity  enthroned. 
High  o'er  all  storms,  and  looking  for  beyond 
Their  thickest  clouds ;  but  we,  fipom  whose  dull 

eyes 
A  grain  of  dust  hides  the  great  sun,  Ven  we 
Usurp  his  attributes,  and  talk,  as  seen, 
Of  future  joy  and  grief! 

Eribert.  Thy  words  are  strange. 
Yet  will  I  hope  that  peace  at  length  shall  settle 
Upon  thy  troubled  heart,  and  add  soft  grace 
To  thy  majestic  beauty.— Fair  Vittoria! 

Oh!  if  my  cares 

Vittoria.  I  know  a  day  shall  come 
Of  peace  to  all.    Ev'n  from  my  dariiened  spirit 
Soon  shall  each  restless  vrish  be  exorcised. 
Which  haunts  it  now,  and  I  shall  then  lie  down 
Serenely  to  repose.    Of  this  no  moie. 
— I  have  a  boon  to  ask. 
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BrOiert. 
And  deesi  it  thiu  most  hMtoand. 

Vittaria.  Hm  I  thnt 
BoucdfiKh  ui  ugle-ptch,  m  to  comound 
The  mighty  Eribert  1— And  jrt  1i»  idm*  ; 
Foi  I  bethiok  dm  now,  I  ihiHiJd  1ut«  worn 
A  croim  upon  thii  fbnbBid. — Geiio»on«  lord ! 
Since  thni  yea  give  me  fiaedotn,  know  tbem  !■ 
An  hear  I  h*«ala>ed&iimehiMhocd,  uidkKniitd, 
frhon  loDM,  o'er  euth  sod  ocnn  nreetl;  beuing 
AKnaeofdeeprqwM,  luve  lolled  ma  oft 
To  peKe— whioh  ia  fitfgetfulneH :  I  mnn 
The  Ve(pe^belL    I  pny  yoa,  let  it  be 
ThefunuDane  toourbridftl — Heuyouootl 
Tooui&iibnd&ll 

Eribert.  Lady,  let  your  will 
Appmnt  Mch  drcumMuice.    I  un  bat  too  bleend 
Coring  my  hiuaega  thui. 

FlUorJa.  Why,  then,  'tii  nuM 
Tonda  Iheglariiiii*  Ibrtniui  of  the  day, 
ftrJi  I  may  be  eontant    Yet  moch  remeioa 
For  thought  la  brood  on,  end  I  would  be  left 
Akne  wilh  my  rcMhrn    Kind  Eribert  1 
(Wham  I  eonuDUtd  ■>  kbaolmely^  now 
Put  w«  ft  few  brier  boon,  uid  douU  not,  when 
I  un  U  thy  Mb  onoa  mere,  but  I  ahill  aUnd 
There— to  the  UM. 

Eriberl.  Your  imiln  an  trtnbled,  lady; 
Bfay  they  ere  long  be  bnghier  I— Time  will  aeea 
Slow  tin  the  Veeper-bell.- 

ViUaria.  'Til  loTera'  phrue 
To  >iy — Time  Tags ;  and  therelore  roeet  Ibr  yoa : 
But  with  an  equal  pace  the  boon  miTe  on, 
Whether  they  beer,  on  thrirawift  eilent  wing, 
Fleanin  or — fikte. 

ErOierl.  Be  not  ao  fidl  oT  thongfat 
On  each  a  day.— BehoU,  the  tkiea  themielTM 
Look  on  my  joy  with  a  liliniipbaiit  omle, 
Duehidowed  by  a  cktod. 

FtHorio.  'Til  very  nwM 
That  HeaTon  (which  lavea  the  jttit}  ehoold  wear 

■  emlle 
In  booDUi  of  bia  (ratnnaa^ — Now,  ny  lofd, 
PargiTCiiietf  1  «y,  farewell,  nnlil 
Th'  ippualed  hour. 

EriUrt.  lj*dy,  kbiief  fueweU. 

[£jetini  Mparoldji, 


FXOdDA.    RAIMOinX 
Prodda.  AnddoattlioaMillndbNlothuBthe 

Of  tUa,  OUT  daring  enteipriM  1 

Rahiumd.  Ot,  &dieil 
1  too  haw  dreamt  of  glory,  and  the  wocd 
Sath  to  my  aoni  been  ai  a  tmmpel'e  *ne^ 
Making  my  nelnre  aleeplaea. — ^Bnt  the  deed* 
WlwraliT  Iwu  von,  the  U^  e:qiloftB,  irhoM 


Bids  the  heart  bom,  were  of  anothet  cat 
Than  nich  u  Ihou  reqaiieA 

Pmcida.  E*ery  deed 
Hath  mnctity,  If  bearing  &r  iu  aim 
The  Freedom  of  our  oomitty;  and  the  fwori 
Alilie  is  honoured  in  Ihe  patrib('B  hand, 
Searching,  'midit  wanioF-hoata,  the  heart  wbU 

ga** 
Oppreninn  birth;  orflaihing  thmogfa  Iha  |laB 
Of  the  itill  chamber,  o'u  its  tumbled  coocfa. 
At  dead  of  tiighL 

imo7id{htnuiigatiaf).  TbefBBBDfMkW 

For  noble  natora 

Prorida.  Woaldet  Uioo  aA  the  nm 
Who  to  the  earth  hath  daahed  a  natioD'i  tiaht, 
Rent  aa  with  Baa*en'a  own  lightoiif ,  by  wU, 

The  glorion*  end  wu  won  1— Go,  tn^  lt'» 

the  ddirerer  hail  I  and  if  hie  path 
To  thai  n»et  bright  and  aufamitfu  ilialiiij 
Hath  led  o'er  tramiM  ihouiaade,  be  it  «M 
A  etem  neceauty,  and  not  a  crime ! 
SawioHd.  Fatherl  my  ■«]  yet  kindls  M  tti 
Ihooght 
OfaoblecleMoni,in  my  boyhood  laamad 
~ 'en  fnHD  thy  fokw— The  high  nnaednMS 
Ofotherdayeanetirringinthe  heart 
Where  iKmt  didst  plant  them;  and  they  i^  <( 


Oh,  blherl  iail  yelloo  late  to  draw  >- 

Thepndee  and  bleanng  of  all  nliant  haarte 
On  onr  moat  righteoa  caOM  1 

Precida.  What  wooldrt  then  dol 
Raimottd.  I  wonld  go  fitrth,  and  rouse  A'  i* 
dignant  land 
To  generous  combat.  Why  should  PreadcartA> 
Maniled  with    daAneasI — Is    then   not  wf 

atrength 
E'en  in  the  wanng  of  her  angle  arm 
Than  tiost*  can  widd  against  her  t— I  wedd  MM 
That  spirit,  whose  Gre  doth  press  reaadsas  oa 
~oits  proud  sphen  the  rtormy  Add  oTlgbll 
JPneida.  Ay  t  and  give  time  and  wutung  In  'it 
Ibe 
To  galhet  aO  his  might  I— It  im  too  latai. 
Theia  is  a  WMk  to  be  this  e*e  bogun, 
Whm  iblgi  the  Teipw-ball;  and,  hw|  befc* 
To  morrow's  sun  hath  mched  i'  IV  Maoday  ba- 

throne  of  Imming  gk«7,  eeoy  aonnd 
Oftha  ProTsnfal  toogtM  wiAin  oar  tnMt, 
Aa  by  one  thiiDderstroke— (yoa   an  pals,  ■? 

son)— 
Shall  ba  £«  «i«  aUenoad. 
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)d.  What !  foch  scmiidB 

»n  the  lip  of  infkncy 

srfect  utterancel  or  are  breathed 

mI  mother,  as  she  lulls  her  babel 

i  hymns,  upon  the  twilight  air 

the  timid  maid7— Most  all  aUke 

in  death;  and  wouldst  thoa  tell  my 

ocrirae  in  ihtM? 
.  Sinee  thou  dost  feel 
ir  of  our  purpose,  in  thy  power 
( that  might  arert  it. 
d.  Speak  I  Oh  speak! 
;.  How  would  these  lescoed  thousands 
■thy  name, 
!ioo  betray  us! 
d.  Fatherl — I  can  bear — 
ly  woo— the  keenest  questioning 
1  gifted  eye;  which  almost  seems 
k  part  of  Heaven's  dread  royalty, 
rer  that  searches  thought ! 
(after  a  patue).  Thou  hast  a  brow 
m  day — and  yet  I  doubt  thee,  Raimond  I 
t  be  that  I  have  learned  distrust 
ig  look  through  man's  deep-folded  heart ; 
oy  paths  have  been  so  seldom  crossed 
and  fair  mercy,  that  they  seem 
ful  deceptions,  meeting  thus 
istooaed  gaie ; — howe'er  it  be— 
«! — See  thou  waver  not — take  heed ! 
the  veil  from  all  things ! 

[ExU  ProekUi. 
i.  And  'tis  thus 

m  from  off  our  spirit;  Aid  the  robes 
and  of  majesty,  wherewith 
d  our  idols,  drop ! — Oh !  bitter  day, 
the  crushing  of  our  glorious  world, 
and  find  men  thus! — Yet  be  it  sol 
sou!  still  powerful,  in  Uself 
its  dreams'? — Ay,  shrinking  not 
pore  eye  of  Heaven,  my  brow  may  well 
I  meet  my  Cither's.— But,  away ! 
[t  be  saved,  sweet  Constance  I — ^Love  is 


ium  vengeance. 


[ExU  Raimond. 


»B  III.— GARDENS  OP  A  PALACE. 

CONSTTANCE,  aksM. 

ee.  There  was  a  time  when  my  thoughts 

idered  not 

ess  fairy  scenes !  when,  but  to  catch 

id  fragrance  of  the  southern  breeae 

Itch-flowering  dtrons,  or  to  rest, 

of  some  wild  legend,  in  the  shade 

k  laofri-fottage,  was  enough 

MB. — ^Bow  have  these  cafan  ddigfats 

before  one  passion,  as  the  dews, 

ite  gems  of  morning,  aie  exhaled 

•at  son! 


(Raimond  enten.) 
Raimond!  oh!  now  thou 'it  comei 
I  read  it  in  thy  look,  tfi  say  fiuewell 
For  the  hwt  time— the  last! 

Raimond.  No,  best  beloved  1 
I  come  to  tell  thee  there  is  now  no  power 
To  part  us — but  in  death. 

Onutanee,  I  have  diefunt  of  joy, 
But  never  aught  like  this. — Speak  yet  again  1 
Say,  we  shall  part  no  more ! 

Raimond,  No  more,  if  love    - 
Can  strive  with  darker  spirits,  and  he  is  atnmg 
In  his  immortal  nature !  all  is  changed 
Since  last  we  met    My  &the^— keep  the  tale 
Secret  from  all,  and  most  of  all,  my  Conitaiice, 
From  Eribert^my  father  is  returned : 
I  leave  thee  not 

Conatance.  Thy  father  1  blessed  sound  1 
Good  angels  be  his  guard  1 — Oh !  if  he  knew 
How  my  soul  clings  to  thine,  he  could  not  hate 
Even  a  Proven9al  maid ! — Thy  father ! — now 
Thy  soul  will  be  at  peace,  and  I  shall  see 
The  sunny  happiness  of  earlier  days  « 

Look  from  thy  brow  once  more! — ^Bot  howisthltfl 
Thine  eye  reflects  not  the  glad  soul  of  mine; 
And  in  thy  look  is  that  which  ill  befits 
A  tale  of  joy. 

Raimond.  A  dream  is  on  my  soul. 
I  see  a  slumberer,  crowned  with  flowen,  and  smil- 
ing 
As  in  delighted  visbns,  on  the  brink 
Of  a  diead  chasm ;  and  this  strange  phantasy 
Hath  cast  so  deep  a  shadow  o'er  my  thoughts, 
I  can  not  but  be  sad. 

Constance.  Why,  let  me  sing 
One  of  the  sweet  wild  strains  you  Live  so  well, 
And  this  will  banish  it. 

Raimond.  It  may  not  be. 
Oh  1  gentle  Constance,  go  not  fi>rth  to-day: 
Such  dreams  are  ominous. 

Conotance.  Have  you  then  fi>igot 
My  brother's  nuptial  feast  1 — I  must  be  one 
Of  the  gay  train  attending  to  the  shrine 
His  stately  bride.    In  sooth,  my  step  of  joy 
Will  print  earth  lightly  now.— What  fisar'st  thou, 

lovel 
Look  all  around !  these  blue  transparent  skies, 
And  sun-beams  pouring  a  more  buoyant  life 
Through  each  glad  thrilling  vein,  will  brightly 

diase 
All  thought  of  evil.— Why,  the  very  air 
Breathes  of  delight  I— Thiough  all  its  f/kming 

realnw 
Doth  music  blend  with  firagranoe,  and  e'en  h«i» 
The  city's  voice  of  jubilee  is  heaid, 
Till  each  ligh£  leaf  seems  trembling  unto  soondi 
Of  human  joy  I 

Raimomd,  There  lie  fiur  deeper  things,— 
Things,  that  may  dariwn  thought  for  life,  beneath 
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Thai  cjtir'*  Uttin  (mbbnce.—  I  hiTe  puaed 
Thm^h  ttu  gUd  mnllitDdea,  «nd  1  h&ie  muked 
A  Kern  intelligence  in  mee^ng  Bye*, 
Wbich  deeinciJ  their  Suh  nnnotked,  uid  ■  quick, 
Suipieioiu  Tigilanoe,  bw  intent  to  clothe 
111  nuea  trith  eanleMneH ;  uid,  now  and  then, 
A  bmrfiag  itut,  a  whiipBr,  or  ■  band 
PiHnting  bj  ctBatth  to  aonu  one,  mngled  out 
AmidM  the  lecklea  throng.    O'er  all  ■■  ipread 
A  mantling  fluah  of  rerelrj,  which  ma;  hide 
Much  from  urpraetJaed  eyea ;  but  tighter  ligni 
Have  been  prophetic  oft. 

Cmtlanee.  Itremble! — Raimondl 
What  imj  these  things  portend  1 

Raimand.  It  «aa  a  day 
Of  fegtifBl,  like  thil;  the  city  aent 
tip  through  her  ninny  Grmament  a  mice 
Joyoua  aa  now ;  when,  acareely  heralded 
Bjone  deep  moan,  Toith  Troni  hii  cavemoua  depths 
The  earthquake  buM;  and  the  wide    splendid 

Became  ooe  chaoi  of  all  Gnrfiil  thing*, 

Till  Ike  brain  whirled,  partaking  the  sick  motion 

Of  rocking  palseea, 

Omttanct.  And  then  didst  thou, 
Hy  noble  Raimuid  I  through  the  dreadAil  paths 
L^  open  by  destruction,  past  the  chasms. 
Whose  btliomleM  clens,  a  moment's  work,  hul 

One  burial  onto  thousands,  rash  to  save 
Thy  trembling  Constance  !  slie  who  lives  to  bit 
Thj  generous  late,  that  still  the  breath  of  Hesiren 
Wails  ^aduM  to  her  soul ! 

Raimond.  Heaven! — Heaven  ia  just! 
And  being  so,  must  guard  thee,  sweet  one,  still, 
TrtBt  none  beuda. — Oh  I  the  omnipotent  skies 
Make  their  wrath  manifest,  hut  in^ous  man 
Doth  compass  those  he  hates  with  secrel  snana, 
Wherein  Bee  late.    Know,  danger  walks  abroad, 
Masked  as  a  nveDer.    Constaoce  I  oh  I  by  all 
Out  tried  aflectiaa,  all  the  tows  wUch  Innd 
Our  hearts  together,  meet  me  in  tbeie  bowen, 
Here,  I  adjure  thee,  meet  me,  when  the  bell 
Dotii  aonnil  bt  vesper-prayer  1 

Cotutanee.  And  know'st  Ibou  not 
Twill  be  the  bridal  hourT 

Baimond.  It  <rill  not,  love  I 
That  hour  wil^  bring  t»  bridal !— Nought  of  this 
To  human  ear  I  bat  spaed  thou  hither,  fly, 
WheD  evening   brings  that  signal, — Elosf  thou 

heedl 
This  is  no  me^ng,  by  a  lovci  sought 
To  breathe  (bnd  tales,  and  make  the  twilight  grove* 
And  Btara  attest  his  tows  ;  deem  thou  not  so. 
Therefore  denying  it  I — I  tell  thee,  Cotistance  ■ 
If  tboQ  wouldtf  save  nie  fiom  sneh'Matce  despair 
As  falls  on  man,  beboUtng  all  he  kivM 
Perish  before  him,  wUIb  his  strength  can  hot 
•  StHve  with  his  agoiqr— thou  It  owet  roe  theo? 


Loi^  on  me,  love  I— I  am  not  oft  a>  moved 
Thou  'It  meet  me? 

Cimttana.   Oh!  what  mean  thj  wordil-U 
then  i 

My  steps  are  free, — I  nil).     Be  thou  but  aim.        ' 
Raimimd.  Becalm! — then  ia  a  cold  aadiola 

And,  were  my  wild  taut  made  realities. 

It  ntight  be  mine  \  but,  in  Itiis  dread  suyast. 

This  conflict  of  all  terrible  phantasita, 

Then  is  no  calm.— Yet  fear  thou  not,  daar  Im! 

I  will  watch  o'er  thee  stdl.     And  now,  Isniitll 

Until  Ihsl  boui  I 

Cmutaatt.  My  Raimond,  Eue  thes  wtfl. 

{Etmt. 

SCENE  ir.— BOOH  rn  tbs  citidei.  or  ruisM; 

ALBBRTL    DB  OOOCL 
Dt  Cmui.  Said'tt  thou  this  ughtl 
Alb^ti.  This  very  night— and  lol 
E'en  now  ttw  son  dediiws. 
DtOmci.  What!  are  tbej  armed  T 
Alberli.   All  armed  and  strong  in  Tni|EtBCi 

and  despair, 
Ik  Couci.  DoubUidandatTangetbetsk!  Wliy 

waa  not  this 
Revealed  before  ^ 

Alberli.  Mistrust  UM  not,  my  ton]  I 
That  stem  and  jealoua  Pradda  hath  kfpl 
O'ei  all  lay  steps,  (as  though  he  did  sosptet 
The  purposea,  which  olt  his  eye  hath  sougbl 
To  nad  m  mine,)  a  watch  so  vigilant, 
I  knew  not  how  to  warn  thee,  though  fbt  Ihs 
AIdob  I  mingled  with  his  bands,  to  lesm 
Their  projecia  and  Uieir  strength.    Ttuo  kan^ 

luy  bith 
To  Anjou's  house  full  welL 

De  Cvud,  How  may  we  Doir 
Avert  the  gathering  storm  1 — The  vkcny  Ufe 
His  bridal  feast,  and  all  ii  revelry. 
— 'Twaa  a  Inie-boding  hesiviiMs  of  heart 
Which  kept  ma  from  thsae  naptiak. 

JIterii.  Thou  thyself 
Mayst  yet  escape,  and,  baplj  of  thy  bauds 
Reacue  a  part,  en  long  to  wreak  fbll  i»ns»a~ 
Upon  time  nbela.    'Tis  loo  late  la  dnam 
Of  saving  Eribert.    E'en  siiouh)p  than  laA 
Befbn  htm  with  the  tidinga,  in  his  ptidt 
And  confidence  of  sod],  he  would  but  laogk 
Thy  tale  to  scorn, 

De  Cducl  He  must  not  die  onwamed, 
Though  it  be  all  in  vain.    But  thou,  Albeiii, 
"  '  '    thy  comrades,  l«at  thine  abefno  waka 
Suipidon  in  their  hearts.    Thou  hast  done  vtlr 
And  shall  not  pass  unguerdooed,  ahould  I  in 
Throng  the  deep  homm  of  th'  ^iptoaching  Bfkl. 

AUerti.  NoUe  De  Cotni,  tmsC  n  milL  Aqsa 


[SsUiaaii. 
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oueL   The  grovelling  alave  1 — And  yet  be 

poke  too  tnie! 

bert,  in  blind  dated  joy, 

om  tbe  warning  voice. — Tbe  day  wanes 

ougb  tbe  city,  lecUeHly  diipened, 
d  and  unprepared,  my  aoldieri  revel, 
the  tirink  of  fiite. — I  mmt  away. 

[Exit  De  QmeL 

BCKKE  T. — A  BANaUETIKO  HALL. 

PEOYENCAL  NOBLES  MMmbled. 
I 

NoUe,   Joy  be  to  this  fair  meeting!*?- 
Who  bath  wen 
tnfn  bride  1 

4  Noble.  1  saw  her,  as  she  passed 
di^  throngs  assembled  in  tbe  dty. 
1  she  bath  not  left  for  years,  till  now, 
tie's  wood-girt  solitude.   'Twill  gall 
irood  Sicilians,  that  her  wide  dooudns 
be  tbe  conqueror's  guerdon. 
i  Noble.  'Twas  their  boast 
rhat  ibnd  faith  she  worshipped  still  the 

00 

ny,  Conradin.    How  will  the  slaves 

liis  new  triumph  of  their  lords  7 

d  Noble.  In  sooth 

I  them  to  tbe  quick.    In  tbe  full  streets 

lix  with  our  I'roven^als,  and  assume 

of  mirth,  but  it  sits  hardly  on  them, 
worth  a  thousand  ftstivals,  to  see 
hat  a  bitter  and  unnatutal  eiTort 
jive  to  smile! 

NobU.  Is  this  Vittoria  fair? 
d  Noble.  Of  a  naost  noble  mifn;  hot  yet 
ler  beauty 

and  awful,  and  her  large  dark  eye, 
Dsettled  glances,  hath  strange  power, 
rhich  thou  It  shrink,  as  I  did. 

Noble.  Hush!  they  come. 

UBERT,  VrrrORIA,  CONOTANCB;  and  odjeia 

trt.    Wefeome,  my  noble  fineods  l-r-there 

DQst  ool  k>wer 

aded  bi^ toniay  fai  Sicily! 

ny  bride!    - 

it.  Receive  our  homage,  lady! 

Ha.  I  bid  all  wekxxne.    May  the  feast  we 


roftby  of  such  guests ! 
rri.  Look  on  her,  friends 
f,  if  that  majestic  brow  is  not 
r  adiademl 

>Tis  well,  my  k>rd! 
/s  pktnres  fiide,  tis  kindly  done 
jhlaa  their  dimmed  hues] 
iNMeiaparty.  Maiked yoo her gUnoel 


Second  Noble  {apart).    What  ekiquent  scorn 
was  then  1  yet  be,  th'  ebte 
Of  heart,  perceives  it  not 

EriberL  Now  to  tib  feast  1 
Constance,  you  lock  not  joyous.    I  have  said 
That  all  should  smile  to^ay. 

Corutanoe,  Forgive  me,  brother! 
Tbe  heart  is  wayward,  and  its  garb  of  pomp 
At  times  oppresses  it. 

EHbert.  Why,  bow  is  this  1 

Conetanee.  Voices  of  wo,  and  prayers  of  agony 
Unto  my  soul  have  risen,  and  left  sad  sounds 
There  echoing  stiU.    Yet  would  I  fain  be  gay, 
Since  'tis  your  vrish.— In  truth  I  ahoukl  have  been 
A  village-maid  I  .^ 

EriberL  But,  being  as  you  are^ 
Not  thus  ignobly  free,  command  your  looks 
(They  may  be  taught  obedience)  to  reflect 
The  aspect  of  tbe  time. 

Viitoria,  And  know,  fair  maid ! 
That  if  in  this  unskilled,  you  stand  alone 
Amidst  our  court  of  pleasure. 


Eribert,  To  tbe  feast! 
Now  let  the  red  wine  feam !— Then  shoidd  be 

mirth 
When  conquerors  revel ! — Lords  of  this  feir  isle ! 
Your  good  swords'  heritage,  crown  each  bowl,  and 

pledge 
The  present  and  the  iuturo!  for  they  both 
Look  brightly  on  us.    Dost  tbou  smile,  my  bride  1 
Vittoria.  Yes,  Eribert!— thy  prophecies  of  joy 
Have  taught  e'en  me  to  smile. 
Eribert.  'TiswelL    To-day 
I  haye  woq  a  fair  and  almost  royal  bride ; 
To-monow— let  the  bright  sun  spM  bis  ooune, 
To  waft  me  happiness ! — my  proudest  foes 
Must  die — and  then  my  slumber  shall  be  laid 
On  rose-leaves,  with  no  envious  ibid,  to  roar 
Tbe  luxury  of  ito  visions !— Fair  Vittoria, 
Your  k)oks  an  troubled ! 

Vittoria,  It  is  strange,  but  oft, 
'Midst  festal  songs  and  gariands,  o'er  my  soul 
Death  comes,  with  some  dull  image!  as  yyu  spoke 
Of  those  whose  bkwd  is  claimed,  I  thought  fer 

them 
Who,  in  a  darkness  tbkker  than  the  night 
E'er  wove  with  all  her  ck>uds,  have  pmed  so  long  : 
How  blessed  were  the  stroke  which  makes  them 

things  * 

Of  Hut  invisible  world,  wherein,  we  trust, 
Thero  is,  at  least,  no  bondage !— But  should  loe 
From  such  a  scene  as  this,  where  all  earth's  joys 
Contend  for  mastery,  and  tbe  very  sense 
Of  life  is  rapturo ;  should  ise  pass,  I  say. 
At  once  firom  such  excitements  to  the  vend 
And  silent  gltom  of  that  which  doth  await  us— 
~ Were  it  not  dreadful  7 

Eribert.  Banish  such  dark  thoughts ! 
They  ill  beseem  the  hour. 


VWorit.  Thtn  u  no  hour 
Of  Ihii  mjiteriaai  tnild,  in  joj  or  wo^ 
Bnl  the;  be«am  it  well !— Whj,  wbit  i  ilight, 
Impalpable  bomid  ntliKl,tlk'niia>eii,  which  Hre 
Being  Ironi  d«Mk1 — And  vhocftn  tell  how  no; 

IHnt  NoNe  {tttide.)  Whit  meu  hei  worda  t 

Seeand  NabU.  Tboe^  nmadukinTitaiy  hen. 

friterf.  No  nun  of  thill 

Pour  the  bright  jnic«  wlueh  Etm'i  glowing  nae 

YMd  to  the  oonqQenm  I    And  let  monc'i  Kace 

Dispel  then  Mninooi  ilnmn  I — Wike,  hup  ind 


_H  bMIli^  ■  MM. 

mnger,  PnrdiRi,  my  good  lord ! 

Bribert.  Whit  nHUwtbf  btwtbkm  hulal 
And  thil  ill-boding  mien  1— -Awi;  I  nch  bxkt 
BeSt  not  hooii  like  then. 

MattngtT.  The  Lord  de  Cood 
Bademeburthiijiiidnj,  'tie  fnaght  with  tiding* 
Of  life  ind  dfnth. 

,  VlUoria  (hurriedly).  li  thii  ■  time  for  loght 
But  lerdij  WMj.loTd,  then  dull  intntuni 
Mu  the  bright  ipirit  of  the  feetU  Mcne ! 

Bribert  {la  the  MtMiaigtr).    Henoe  I  IcH  the 
Lofd  de  CuKi  we  will  tilk 
Of  lift  ind  deith  ttMnoimw. 

[BiaMtmmgtT. 
Let  then  hi 
Atcmnd  me  none  but  joytxu  looki  to-diy, 
And  Mnins  wbon  *ery  ickiiea  wike  lo  mirth  I 
{Abandi:^  ttieto7upiTiiii>r*mteT,te4la  Knaui 
ilfmutic,  diig\utd  at  theptierdt,  baaha- 

BrOeTt.  WhultenuintlineU'WlMtiiMuii 
thii  intic  triumph  1 

KOoria.  Tiibntinii«kpigmnt,t7inTTunIi 
Prepued  lo  gnee  our  biidil.    Will  jtn  not 
Heulbdiwildmueici    Ool  Sidliu  nka 
Hive  miny  i  nreel  ind  mitthful  melody, 
To  whicb  the  glad  heut  booDda.^Bmthe  yg  mom 

MeM  £>T  the  lima,  ye  mu  of  Scilyl 

(Ou  qfOe  Matqaen  lingi.) 
The  brtil  en,  o'er  euth  utd  Ay, 

In  her  innM  lobe,  looki  bright, 
And  the  pnrple  bilk  of  Sicily, 

With  thett  lineyudi,  Ungh  in  light ; 
Fnoi  thi  mrble  dtiei  of  her  pUini 

OUd  Toieei  ningling  ewell ; 
— Bat  with  yet  mot*  loud  ind  lofty  itnina, 

Tbey  dull  hiU  the  Veq«r-MI  I 
Oh !  iweM  in  toan,  when  tbi  nmtnw  tmue 

Their  fjdfnce  wiSa  ibr, 
Ta  Owt  e'ei  the  Une  Siciliut  mm, 

Ai  they  steam  to  the  £nt  pale  «u ! 


The  ihapbnd  gieau  then  m  Ue  bright, 

The  liemiit  in  hie  cell ; 
->-But  I  deeper  power  ihiU  braithe,  tooi^ 
"In  the  ntind  of  the  Ve^perbelll 

[  TV  bell  TiMgi. 
BTOerL  —It  ii  the  hourl— Huk,hiifcl-q 
bride,  OUT  numnoMt 
The  iltir  ia  prepand  and  erowBad  with  tawM 
Thitwut— 

VOtoria.  The  nctiml 

(•1  lamuU  heard  wSbai) 
FROCIDA  ud  MONTALBA  imer,  wUh  ttbio,  nut 
Prodda.  Strike t  the  hourisoomel 
VtUorio.  Wdceme,  iTengei^  wdconl  Hi*, 
beatcongi 

(7V  carupiralon  tArpw  of  tkeir  Htgvii, 

and  Tvk,  uilh  tkeir  tuordt  dnittt,  %fit 

thePrmenfoU.    Eriberl  u  w>iaidid,Kd 

falit. 

Procidti.  Now  biA  fite  leiclud  thee  ia  % 

Thou  reiellei  in  ■  Dition'i  igonin 

{The  PrmenfiUt  art  driven  of,  aitdfiarKi 
by  the  Skaiant.) 
Conitanee  (rupporting  Briben).  Mylnlbal 

oh  I  my  brother '. 
Eriberi.  Hue  I  ilood 
A  lauler  in  the  bittlo-Seldi  of  kinga. 
To  peii^  thui  It  lut  1— Ay,  by  th^  puff^ 
And  thia  ittinge  chill,  that  heaviiy  doth  cmf 
Ukt  I  ilow  ptaion,  through  my  curdhng  Twa, 
Thie  ihould  bfr~dealh  I — In  aoath  a  doD  ncbMp 
For  the  gay  bridil  liiMt  1 

Voicee  (wtf Antf ).  Remember  Coaiadia  1    yii 

none,  ipini  nine ! 
Vittoria  {IhraiBing  iff  her  bridal  vmtt  md 
omamCTt*).  Thii  ia  proud,  freedcm.    Urn 
my  too]  may  cut, 
genarous  Kom,  her  mantle  of  diamnhEng 
To  earth  for  ewr  I— And  it  ia  such  joy, 
Aa  if  I  ciptiTe,  fmrn  hn  dull,  cold  c^ 
Might  mr  at  once  on  chirtored  wing  lo  lalVi 
The  reahna  of  ataiied  infinity ! — Away ! 
Vain  mockaiy  of  I  bridal  wraathi    ThiboB 
For  which  item  patienoa  u'd  kept  watch  m  ns 

.  and  1  Miay  prc  my  bwiliiig  luatl 
FuQ  and  indigoaot  Kopa. — Now,  Brifastl 
tefiere  in  retribqtun  I  What,  pntnl  —« ' 
1iiMe,rulai,Mi>qaeratl  didattbrndMB^aM 

■leptl 
Or  thit  the  nnieen,  immortil  iiiinMin 
Ringing  the  world,  lo  note  e'en  puipoaed  cnM 
In  burning  ehincten,  had  laU  i^le 
Their  ererlaatiiig  attributes  tot  tiae  7 
—Oh  t  blind  aecuAy !— He,  in  when  di^  teal 
The  tigfatninga  nbrite,  boUs'  then  bad^nM) 
The  trunpler  of  this  goodly  earth  hath  nnM 
Uia|iynaiEtbMgbtofE»w«i  thttnteU 
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i  man  fearlul  oradet,  makfl  pde 
»wiied  opprenon  1 
we.  Oh  I  reproach  him  not  I 
s  tranbliog  on  the  diz^  brink 
m  worid  where  paanon  may  not  enter. 
1  in  peace. 

trithmU),  Anjoa,  Anjou  I— Da  Couci  to 
■cue  I 

(hal/'Taising  himself).  My  braire  Prec- 
is! do  ye  combat  ■till') 
or  diief,  am  here  I^Now,  now  I  feel 
h  indeed  is  bitter 
k  Fare  thee  well! 
sa  so  oft,  with  their  inanhing  amile, 
[ed  on  man'a  lait  panga,  thou  ahouSrt, 

• 

bow  to  die!  [ExUVUtoria, 

RADfOND  enten. 
d.  Away,  my  Constance! 
e  time  lor  flight.  Our  alanghtering  bands 
red  far  and  wide.    A  little  while 
shalt  be  in  safety.    Knowest  thou  not 
iweet  vale,  where  dwells  the  holy  man, 

He  whose  hermitage  is  reared 
I  okl  temple's  ruins') — Round  the  spot 
hath  spread  so  pure  and  deep  a  charm, 
red  as  a  sanctuary,  wherein 
It  securely  bide,  till  this  wild  storm 
it  its  fury.    Haste! 
lee.  I  will  not  fly! 
tiis  heart  there  is  one  throb  of  life, 
in  his  dim  eyes,  I  will  not  leate 
er  of  my  youth  ta  perish  thus, 
me  kindly  bosom  to  sustain 
bead. 

.  The  clouds  are  darkening  round, 
strange  voices  ringing  in  mine  ear 
mon  me — to  what  7 — But  I  have  been 
>mmand ! — Away!  I  will  not  die 
e  field—  [He  dies. 

lee  {kneeling  by  him).  Oh  Heaven !  be 
rciful, 

ft  juat ! — for  he  is  now  where  nought 
'  can  avail  him! — It  is  past ! 


VIDO 


with  his  swoid  drawn. 


to  Raimond).  Fve  sought  thee  long— 
liy  art  thou  lingering  here? 
ow  me  1 — SuspidoQ  with  thy  name 
word — Tniiorl 

d.  Traitor! Guidol 

Yflsl 

not  heaid  that,  with  his  men-at-arms, 
1  conflict  with  a  people's  wrath, 
hath  escaped? — And  there  are thoae 
mur  that  ftom  thee  the  warning  came 
fed  liim  ftcm  our  vongeaace.    But  e'en 

eurrent  of  Protenfal  blood 


That  doubt  may  be  efiaced.    Draw  thy  good 

iword, 
And  follow  me ! 

Raimond.  And  thou  oouldat  doubt  me,  Guidol 
'Tis  come  to  this ! — ^Away  t  mistrust  mo  still. 
I  will  not  stain  my  sword  with  deeds  like  thine. 
Thou  knowest  me  not! 

Chddo.  Raimond  di  Proddat 
If  thou  art  he  whom  onoe  I  deemed  so  noble-" 
Call  me  thy  friend  no  more !  [Exit  ChUdo, 

Raimond  {flfter  a  poiue).  Rise,  dearest,  rise ! 
Thy  duty's  task  hath  noUy  been  fulfilled, 
E'en  in  the  face  of  death :  but  all  is  o'er. 
And  this  is  now  no  place  where  nature's  team 
In  quiet  sanctity  may  freely  flow. 
— Hark  I  the  wild  sounds  that  wait  on  fearful  deeds 
Are  swelling  on  the  winds,  as  the  deep  roar 
Of  fest-advandng  billows;  and  fer  thee 
I  shame  not  thus  to  tremble. — Speed,  oh,  speed! 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  THE  FOURTH. 

BCtNE  I. — A  STREET  IN  PALERMO. 

FROCID  A  enten. 

Procida.  How  strange  and  deep  a  stillness  loads 
the  air. 
As  with  the  power  of  midnight ! — Ay,  where  death 
Hath  passed,  there  should  be  silence. — But  this 

hush 
Of  nature's  heart,  this  breathlessness  of  all  things, 
Doth  press  on  thought  too  heavily,  and  the  sky, 
With  its  dark  robe  of  purple  thunder-clouds 
Brooding  in  sullen  masses,  o'er  my  spirit 
Weighs  like  an  omen! — Wherefore  should  this 

be? 
Is  not  our  task  achieved,  the  mighty  work 
Of  our  deliverance  ? — ^Yes ;  I  should  be  joyous : 
But  this  our  feeble  nature,  with  its  quick 
Instinctive  superstitions,  will  drag  down 
Th'  ascending  soul. — And  I  have  fearful  bo^Bngs 
That   treachery  luriu   amongst  us. — Raimond! 

Raimond! 
Oh !  Guilt  ne'er  made  a  mien  like  Jiis  its  garb  I 
It  can  not  be ! 

MONTALBA,  GUIDO,  and  ocher  SidliaiM^  enter. 

Proeida.  Welooniel  we  meet  in  joy  I 
Now  may  we  bear  ourselves  erect,  resuming 
The  kingly  port  of  freemen !  Who  shall  dare, 
After  this  proof  of  slavery's  dread  recoil. 
To  weave  us  chains  again? — ^Ye  have  done  well. 

Monialba.  We  have  done  well.   There  need  no 
choral  song. 
No  shouting  nultitiides  to  blaioii  feith 
Our  stem  exploits. — The  eilenee  of  our  foes 
Doth  vouch  enougli,  and  they  an  hud  to  rest 
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Deep  u  tbe  swonl  could  nike  it.   'YHoariuk 
Ii  idll  hut  bilf  achieved,  unce,  witb  hii  banib, 
De  Couci  hatb  eacaped,  uid  doubtlo*,  Irada  , 
Thdr  fooUtepa  to  Menina,  wbeie  odi  fbei 
Win  gslberiu  tbdr«trength.  Detenmned  heaita, 
And  deeds  to  startle  urth,  are  yet  reqaired, 
To  make  the  mighty  saeriAce  complete, — 
Where  ia  thy  w>n1 

Procida.  1  know  nol.    Oncelulnight 
He  croaaed  m  j  path,  and  with  one  atroke  beat  down 
A  iwonl  juat  raised  to  anrile  me,  and  realored 
M;  own,  which  in  that  deadly  atrife  had  been 
Wrenched  (torn  ay  graap:  bat  when  I  would 

hare  preaaed  him 
To  In;  exalting  boaom,  he  drew  back. 
And  wHh  a  aad,  and  yel  a  aeomful,  tmite, 
Full  of  atrange  meaning,  left  me.    Sincethathom- 
1  have  no!  aeen  him.     Wherefine  didat  Ihon  aik  1 

Monlalba.    It  mattera  not     We   have  deeper 
thinga  to  apeak  of. — 
Knoweat  ttiou  thai  we  have  traitora  in  oar  eonn- 
cUat 

Prvcida.  1  knoweome  voice  inaecretmnat have 

De  Coud ;  or  hia  acattered  banda  had  ne'er 
So  soon  been  marahalleil,  and  in  rloae  arraj 
I.ed  hence  ■*  li^im  the  field.    Hut  thou  board 

That  may  de.elope  thia  1 

Monlalba.  The  goarda  ne  ael 
To  watch  the  citj-gatea  have  seized,  thia  mom, 
One  whoae  quick  tearful  glance,  and  harried  step 
Betrayed  hia  guilty  parpose,    Mark  I  he  bora 
(Amidat  the  tumult  deeming  that  his  flight 
Might  all  atmottced  paaa)  thtse  scrolls  to  him, 
The  fagitive Provenf al.     Read  and  judgel 

Prieida.  When  ia  this  maaaengerl 

Montalba.  Where  ihavld  he  bel— 
They  alew  him  in  their  wnth. 

Pmcida.  Uowiaaly  done  1 
Give  me  the  icralls.  [111!  rtadt. 

Mow,  if  then  he  weh  Ihingi 
As  may  to  death  add  sharpnen,  yet  delay 
The  pang  which  gives  releaae;  if  there  be  power 
Id  execration,  to  call  dovrn  the  fires 
Of  yon  avenging  Heaven,  whose  rapid  ahafta 
But  for  such  guilt  were  aimleia ;  be  they  heaped 
Upon  the  traitor's  head  I — Scorn  make  hia  name 
EUr  mark  for  ever  I 

Monlalba.  In  our  passionate  Uindneea, 
We  aerHl  Ibrtfa  eaiiea,  whose  deep  atinga  recoil 
Oft  on  oacaslvea. 

Prodda.  Whate'er  fate  hath  of  rain 
Fait  on  hia  house  I — What  I  to  redgn  again 
That  Ireedom  (at  whose  sake  onr  aonls  have  now 
Engrained  themselves  in  blood  I — Why,  who  ia  he 
That  hath  devised  thia  Imaehery  1— To  the  scidII 
Why  fixed  he  not  hia  name,  so  stamping  it 
With  an  imnuital  'wbaiy,  whose  tnod 


Might  warn  men  &nn  him  1— Who  afasoU  la  > 

vilel 
Alberti  T — In  his  eye  ia  that  wtuch  ever 
Shrinks  from  eDcaanlcring  nana  1 — But  M I  Iw 

laofUwDoUest— OhI  he  eonld  not  dMDH 
That  bigb  deaCMil  I— UifaioDl— Coatil— Ifol 
They  too  are  dee)dy  pledged. — There  'a  om  hm 

— I  can  not  utter  it  I — Now  ahall  I  mad 
Each  face  with  cold  anspictoa,  which  doth  Uol 
From  man's  high  mien  its  native  royalty, 
And  seal  his  noble  tbrehead  with  the  impna 
Of  tie  own  vile  imaginings '. — Speak  your  tbiia|ta^ 
Montalba  I  Quido  I— Who  ahonld  this  mm  1*1 

Manlalba.  Why,  what  SicifianjoQibiiiMkalM 
last  night 
His  iword  to  aid  oar  Ibes,  and  ttnued  its  edge 
Againat  hia  connlry's  cbieb — He  that  did  tUi, 
May  well  be  deemed  Gv  guiltier  treason  rifH. 

Prtxida.  And  who  is  hel 

Mantatba,  Nay,  aak  thy  aon. 

Prodda.  My  aon  1 
What  ahoold  Jif  know  of  aoch  a  recnsnt  btMtt 
Speak,  GuidoJ  Ihon  "rt  hia  friend ! 

OuHJo,  1  would  not  wear 
The  brand  of  such  a  namel 

Pmcida.  How  I  what  means  thial 
A  flaah  of  light  breaks  in  upon  my  aonl! 
Is  it  to  blast  me  1— Yet  the  fiiarful  doabt 
Hath  crept  in  darkness  throogb  my  ttuughlt  t*- 

And  been  lung  fron  them. — Silence!— SpaakB' 

yell 
1  wDold  be  calm,  and  meet  the  thoiyer^aiat 
With  «  strong  heart.  (A  pax. 

Now,  what  have  1  to  beait 
Todrtiduigsl 

Owido.  Briefly,'twaa  your  ion  did  thv; 
He  hath  diagraoed  your  name.  - 

Prodda.  My  aon  did  tbv  1 
Ate  thy  worda  oracles,  that  I  ahontd  aamh 
Their  hidden  meaning  out  1 —  What  did  idj  m' 
I  have  fo^ot  the  tale. — Repeat  it,  qnick  I 

Gvidc.    'Twill  bural  upon  thee  all  la  N» 
Whilfewe 
Wen  bnay  at  the  dark  and  solemn  rites 
Of  retribution;  while  we  bathed  the  earth 
In  red  libatioDs,  which  will  rniisii  lale 
The  aoil  they  mingled  with  to  finedom^  riif 
Throughthe  long  march  of  ages;  'twasAtili' 
To  ahield  trVD  danger  a  Frovenfal  mud, 
Sialer  of  him  whose  cold  innniiSMiiii  atong 
Our  hearts  to  madness. 

MantoDM.  What  I  ahonld  ake  be  iparal 
To  keep  thai  name  from  pcnahing  OD  eallhl 

1  crowed  thtan  in  their  psih,  and  nisnil  iiij 
To  mrAtm  ber  in   "  *"' 

faofhl— 
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diMimed  me! — And  I  live  to  tell 
le,  and  wieak  my  vengeance ! 

Who  but  he 
jn  De  Coud,  or  devite  the  guilt 
roUe  reveal  1 — Hath  not  the  traitor  itill 
rith  hiB  fidr  and  spedoui  eloquence, 
IS  firom  our  puzpoeel — ^AU  things  leem 
to  nnmeik  hioL 
ba.  Know  you  not  there  came 
le  banquet's  hour,  from  this  De  Coud, 
ring  unto  Elribert  the  tidings 
r  purposed  deeds? — And  have  we  not 
the  noon-day  clear,  that  Raimond  loves 
r  of  that  tyrant  1 
a.  There  was  one 

imed  for  bdng  childless ! — Let  him  now 
r  his  children's  graves,  and  I  will  join 
Iry! 

1m  (apart).  You  shall  be  childless  too ! 
a.  Was 't  you,  Montalbal— Now  rejoice! 
ay. 

no  name  so  near  you  that  its  stains 
ill  the  fi^vered  and  indignant  blood 
lark  cheek ! — But  I  will  dash  to  earth 
;ht  that  presses  on  my  heart,  and  then 
s  thou  art. 

ba.  What  means  this,  my  lord  7 
h  seen  gladness  on  Montalba's  mient 
a.  Why,  should  not  all  be  glad  who  have 


h  their  bright  name? 

io.  I  am  not  used 

irith  mockery. 

0.  Friend !  By  yon  high  Heaven, 

tee  not ! — 'tis  a  proud  fate,  to  live 

d  unallied. — Why,  what 's  alone  1 

rhose  sense  is— :/Vee  / — Ay,  free  from  all 

med  stings  implanted  in  the  heart 

it  loves. — Oh !  1  could  laugh  lo  think 

that  riots  in  baronial  halls, 

i  word  comes — "  A  son  is  bom !" — A  aon! 

boold  say  thus—"  He  that  shall  knit  your 

vs^  not  of  yean;  and  bid  your  eye 
proud  glance;  to  tell  the  earth  its 

nd  so,  ifjoioe  I" —  7%en  might  we  feast, 
w  the  cause: — Were  it  not  excellent  1 
hk  This  ii  all  idle.    There  «re  deeds  to 


lee,  Prodda! 

».  Why,  am  I  not 

mmortal  Justice  1 — She  can  strike, 

«  pasrionlcas    and  thus  will  I. 

\j  meanings— Deeds  to  do  I — 'tis  well. 

i  be  done  ere  thought  on. — Go  ye  forth; 

n  youth  who  calls  himself  my  son, 

I  is — Raimond — in  his  eye  is  light 

in  like  truth— but  be  not  ye  deceived ! 


Bear  him  in  chains  hefbn  us.  We  will  sit 
To^ay  in  judgment,  and  the  skies  shall  see 
The  strength  which  girds  our  nature. — Will  not 

this 
Be  glorious,  brave  Montalbal — Linger  not, 
Ye  tardy  messengers!  for  there  are  things 
Which  ask  the  speed  of  storms. 

[Exeunt  Guido  and  othen. 
Is  not  this  well  1 

Montalba.  'Tis  noble.    Keep  thy  spirit  to  this 
proud  height, 
(Aside)  And  then — be  desolate  like  me !— my  woes 
Will  at  the  thought  grow  light 

l*Tocida.  What  now  remains 
To  be  prepared  1 — There  should  be  solemn  ponqp 
To  grace  a  day  like  this. — ^Ay,  breaking  hearts 
Require  a  drapery  to  conceal  their  throbs 
From  cold  inquiring  eyes ;  and  it  must  be 
Ample  and  rich,  that  so  their  gaze  may  not 
Explore  what  lies  beneath. 

[ExU  Prodda, 
Montalba.  Now  this  is  well  I 
— I  hate  this  Prodda;  for  he  hath  won 
In  all  our  councils  that  ascendancy 
And  mastery  o'er  bold  hearts,  which  should  have 

been 
Mine  by  a  thousand  claims. — Had  he  the  strength 
Of  wrongs  like  mine  ? — ^No  I  for  that  name — ^his 

•country — 
He  strikes — my  vengeance  hath  a  deeper  fount : 
But  there 's  dark  joy  in  this ! — And  fate  hath  barred 
My  soul  from  every  other. 

[ExU  Montalba. 

SCENE    II. — A  HERMITAGE,    SURROUNDED    B7    THE 
RUINS  OF  AN   ANCIENT  TEMPLE. 

CONOTANCE.    ANSELMO. 

Constance.  'Tis  strange  he  comes  not! — Is  not 
this  the  still 
And  sultry  hour  of  noon? — He  should  have  b^ 
Here  by  the  day-break. — Was  there  not  a  voiced 
— <'No !  'tis  the  shriU  Cicada,  with  glad  life 
Peopling  these  marble  ruins,  as  it  sports 
Amidst  them,  in  the  sun. — Hark !  yet  again  C' 
No!  no! — Forgive  me,  father!  that  I  bring 
Earth's  restless  griefii  and  passions  to  disturb 
The  stillness  of  thy  holy  solitude; 
My  heart  is  full  of  care. 

Anselmo.  There  is  no  place 
So  hallowed,  as  to  be  unvisited 
By  mortal  cares.    Nay,  whither  should  we  go. 
With  our  deep  griefo  and  passions,  but  to  scenes 
Lonely  and  still ;  where  he  that  made  our  hearts 
Will  speak  to  them  in  whispersl  I  have  known 
Affliction  too,  my  daughter. 

Constance.  Hark  1  his  step ! 
I  know  it  well— he  oomes— my  Raimond,  wel- 
oomel 
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VnrORlA  aniens  CONVTilNCB  ihxinkB  bide  on  pecoslv- 

logher. 

Oh  Heavenl  that  wped  tells  a  fearful  tale. 
ViUoria  (not  obaerving  her).  There  is  a  doud 
of  honor  on  my  soul ; 
And  on  thj  words,  Anselmo,  peace  doth  wait, 
Even  as  an  echo,  foUowhig  the  sweet  doee 
Of  some  dWine  and  solemn  harmony: 
Therefore  I  sought  thee  now.    Oh !  speak  to  me 
Of  holy  things,  and  names,  in  ^ose  deep  sotuid 
Is  power  to  bid  the  tempests  of  the  heart 
Sink,  like  a  storm  rebuked. 

An»elmo.  What  recent  grief 
Darkens  thy  spirit  thos  1 

VUtoria.  I  said  not  grief 
We  should  rejoice  to^ay,  bat  joy  is  not 
That  which  it  hath  been.    In  the  flowers  iHlidi 

wreathe 
Its  mantling  cup  there  is  a  scent  unknown, 
Fraught  with  some  strange  dehrium.    All  things 

now 
Have  changed  their  nature;  still,  I  say,  rejoice! 
There  is  a  cause,  Anselmo!— We  are  free. 
Free  and  avenged ! — Yet  on  my  soul  there  hangs 
A  daikness,  heavy  as  th'  Oppressive  gloom 
Of  midnight  phantasies. — Ay,  for  thia^  too, 
There  is  a  cause. 

Anselmo.  How  say'st  thou,  we  are  free? 
There  may  have  raged,  within  Palermo's  waHs^ 
Some  brief  wild  tumult,  but  too  well  I  know 
They  call  the  stranger,  lord. 

VUtoria.  Who  calls  the  dead 
Conqueror  or  loidl — Hush  1  breathe  it  not  akmd. 
The  wild  winds  must  not  hear  it ! — ^Yet,  again, 
I  tell  thee,  we  are  free! 

Anselmo.  Thine  eye  hath  looked 
On  feaOrful  deeds,  for  still  their  shadows  hang 
O'er  its  dark  orb. — Speak!  I  adjure  thee,  say, 
How  hath  this  work  been  wrought  1 

VUtoria.  Peace!  ask  me  not! 
H^y  shouldst  thou  hear  a  tale  to  send  thy  bkiod 
Back  on  its  fount  1 — We  can  not  wake  them  now ! 
The  storm  is  in  my  soul,  but  they  are  all 
At  rest ! — Ay,  sweetly  may  the  slaughtered  babe 
By  its  dead  mother  sleep;  and  warlike  men 
Who  'midst  the  slain  have  slumbered  oft  before, 
Making  the  shieU  their  pillow,  may  repose 
Well,  now  their  toils  are  done. — Is  t  not  enough  1 

Constance.  Merciful  Heaven  I  have  such  things 
beeni  And  yet 
There  is  no  shade  come  o'er  the  laughing  skyl 
—I  am  an  outcast  now. 

Anselmo.  O  Thou,  whose  ways 
Cbuds  mantle  fearfully;  of  all  the  Mind, 
But  terrible,  ministen  that  work  thy  wrath, 
How  much  b  man  the  fieioesti— Othen  know 
Their  limits— Yes)   the   earthquakes,  and  the 

stonns. 
And  the  volcanoes  I— He  akne  o'erleaps 


The  bounds  of  retributbn! — Couldat  thou  gUB^ 
Vittoria!  «ith  thy  woman's  heart  and  eye^ 
On  such  dread  scenes  unmoved! 

VUtoria,  Wasitforme 
To  stay  th'  avenging  sword? — ^No,  though  M 

pioKsed 
My  very  soul?— "Haik,  haik,  what  thdliBf 

shrieks 
Ring  through  tiie  air  aioand  me!— -Canst  tfaooiiot 
Bid  them  be  hushed?— Oh!  looknot  on  netfaaif 

Anselmo,  -Lady!  thy  tbooghfes  lend  itaimM 
tothekMks 
Which  are  but  sadl"— Hav»  all  ihm  psodiril 

aU? 
Was  therft  no  mercy 

VUtoria.  Merey!  it  hath  been 
A  word  forlndden  as  th'  unhallowed  names    * 
Of  evil  powers. — Yet  one  there  was  who  dand 
To  own  the  guilt  of  pity,  and  to  aid 
The  victims  I  but  in  vain. — Of  him  no  mas! 
He  is  a  traitor,  and  a  traitor's  death 
Will  be  his  meed. 

Constance  (coming  fonsmrd).   Oh  HeaMDl— 
his  name,  his  name! 
Is  it — it  can  not  be! 

VUtoria  {starting).  T^ou  here,  pale  giri ! 
I  deemed  thee  with  the  dead  1-^Q^w  hast  thM 

'scaped 
The  snare  1— Who  saved  thee,  last  of  all  thy  noet 
Was  it  not  he  of  whom  I  spake  e'en  now, 
Raimond  di  Prodda? 

Constance.  It  is  enough. 
Now  the  storm  breaks  upon  me,  and  I  sink! 
Must  he  too  die? 

VUtoria.  Is  it  ev'n  so?— Why  then. 
Live  on— thou  hast  the  anow  at  thy  heart! 
"Fix  not  on  me  thy  sad  rqwoacfafiil  eyes,^ 
I  mean  not  to  betray  thee.    Thou  may'it  i 
Why  should  death  bring  thee  hisoUivioas  bstail 
Ek  visits  but  the  happy. — Didst  thou  ask 
If  Raimond  too  must  die? — It  is  as  sore 
As  that  his  bkxtd  is  on  lAy  head,  for  tboa 
Didst  win  him  to  this  treason. 

Constance.  "  When  did  man 
Call  merey,  treason  ? — Take  my  life,  but  saw 
My  noble  Raimond! 

VUtoria.  Maiden!"  he  must  die. 
E'en  now  the  youth  before  his  judges  standi^ 
And  they  aie  men  who,  to  the  voice  of  pnytfi 
Are  as  the  rock  is  to  the  murmured  sigh 
Of  summer^waves ;  ay,  though  a  fether  sit 
On  thdr  tribunal    Bend  thon  not  to  ma. 
What  wouldat  thou? 

Constance.  Blercy  (— Ohl  weit  thou  to  fka^ 
But  with  a  k>ok,*e'en  yet  he  might  besafsdl 
If  thon  hast  ever  loved— 

VUtoria. ^Iflhavekyved? 

It  is  Mol  bve  fecbids  me  to  lelevit ; 

I  am  MbtX  it  hath  made  ne.—O'v  my  soil 
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I  hath  ptflied,  and  aeaied  it    Could  I 

^ht  pity-^bot  it  will  not  be. 
lue.  OhI  thou  wilt  yet  relent,  fixr  wo- 
n't lieart 

led  to  infler  and  to  melt 
L  Away! 

lid  I  pity  thee  1— Thou  wilt  but  pcove 
a.wt  known  belbfe— and  yet. I  Utd! 
■troBg,  and  it  may  all  be  boni»— 
impatient  yearning  of  the  heart 
irhich  is  not;  and  the  weary  senae  . 
U  Toid,  wherewith  our  homes  have  been 
r  death;  yes,  all  things  may  be  home! 
remorse. — But  I  will  not  bow  down 

to  that  dark  power:— there  wot  no 

I 

^dierefore  didst  thoo  talk  of  guilt  1 
e.  Ay,  thus  doth  sensitiTe  oonKtenoe 
ien  thought, 

teproachlul  voices  to  a  breeie 
tning  to  a  look, 
k  Leave  me  in  peaoel 
lough  that  I  should  have  a  sense 
thou  canst  not  see,  all  wild  and  dark, 
learthly  whispers,  haunting  me 
id  suggestions,  but  that  thy  cold  words, 
should  gall  me  tool — Must  ail  conspire 
oel — Oh!  thou  beautiful «pirit!  wont 
upon  my  dreams  with  looks  of  love, 
t  thou  vanished  1 — Was  it  not  the  thought 
hich  uiged  me  to  the  fearful  task, 
thou  now  forsake  mel — I  must  seek 
owy  woods  again,  for  there,  perchance, 
thy  vmoe  be  in  my  twilight-paths ; 
bat  meet  despair!  [Exit  Vittoria. 

^{toOmMtatiee).  Despair  not  Mou, 
liter  1 — he  that  purifies  the  heart 
s^  wi|l  lend  it  strength. 
mee(endea9onHng  toratue  hene{f).  Did 
B  not  say 
le  one  was  to  dial 
to.  IteU  thee  not 

p  are  vain— for  nature  will  have  way. 
lat  have  tears;  yet  in  a  heart  like  thine, 
y  not  yield  its  place. 
nee.  Have  I  not  heard 
tfiil  takt— Who  said,  that  theie  should 

wff  aooll— >What  bkxtd? — I  never  bore 
und  fother,  unto  aught  that  breathes ; 
doCh  know  it  weU.— Raimond !— High 


upon  me  now!— and  he  must  die  I 

nk*— VsD  fof  rainel* 

10.  Her  wwds  were  strange, 

r  proud  mind  seemed  half  to  frenzy 


this  may  not  be  I 


Constance.  It  muat  not  be. 
Why  do  I  linger  herel  [£%e  riaeo  to  depart. 

Aruelmo.  Where  wouldat  thou  go  1 

Conetanee.  To  give  their  stem  and  unrelenting 
hearts 
A  victim  in  his  stead. 

Antelmo.  Stay!  wouldst  thou  rush 
On  certain  deathi 

Conatanee.  I  may  not  fiJter  now. 
— Is  not  the  life  of  woman  all  bound  up 
In  her  afflictions? — What  hath  ehe  to  do 
In  this  bleak  world  afonel — It  may  be  well 
For  man  on  his  triumphal  cour8e>to  move, 
Uncumbered  by  soft  bonds;  but  tee  were  bom 
For  love  and  grief 

Angelmo.  Thou  fetr  and  gentle  thing. 
Unused  to  meet  a  glance  which  doth  not  speak 
Of  tenderness  or  homage !  how  shouldst  tiboK 
Bear  the  hard  aqwct  of  unpitying  men, 
Or  face  the  king  of  terrors'?   . 

Corutance.  There  is  strength 
Deep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  reck 
But  tittle,  till  the  shafts  of  heaven  have  pierced 
Its  fmgile  dwellings — Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  her  gems  are  found  1 — Oh !  now  I  fesl 
Worthy  the  generous  kive  which  hath  not  shunned 
To  kwkon  death  for  me!^My  heart  hath  given 
Birth  to  as  deep  a  courage,  and  a  laith 
As  high  in  its  devotion. 

[Exit  Qnutanee. 

Antelmo.  She  u  gone ! 
Is  it  to  perish  1 — QoA  of  mercy  1  lend 
Power  to  my  voice,  that  so  its  prayer  may  save 
This  pura  and  fofty  creature! — I  will  foUow-^ 
But  her  young  footstep  and  heroic  heart 
Will  bear  her  to  destniction  fester  &r 
Than  I  can  track  her  path. 

[Exit  Antelmo. 

SCENE  III. — HALL  OF  A  PUBLIC  BUILDING. 

PROODA,  MONTALBA,  GUOK)^  sad  oOMOk  nsled  Sion 

aTribunaL 

Procida.  The  mom  fowered  darkly,  but  the  sun 
hath  now, 
With  fierce  and  angry  splendour,  through  the 

clouds 
Burst  forth,  as  if  impatient  to  behold 
This,  our  faigh  triumph. — Lead  the  prisoner  in. 
{Raimond  i§  brought  in  fettered  and  guarded.) 
Why,  what  a  b^ht  and  fearless  brow  is  here  I 
— Is  this  man  guilty? — ^Look  on  him,  Montalba  I 
MorUalba.  Be  firm.    Shouki  justice  felter  at  a 

kwk? 
Frodda.  No,  thou  say'st  weO.    Her  eyes  aie 
fiUeted, 
Or  shouki  be  so.    Thou,  that  dost  eaU  thyself— 
— ^But  nol  I  will  notbreaUie  a  traitor's 
Speak]  thou  art  arraigned  of  treasctt. 
Raim/omd,  I  anaign 


r~» 


You,  befara  whara  1  ituiil,  of  dukar  guilt, 
IntbebiigfatbeeDf  Heaieni  and  TOut  own  hmti 
Oin  echo  to  the  chuga.     Your  verj  look* 
H>Tg  tt'en  the  ■Ump  of  criDw,  and  Mem  b>  ihiink, 
With  a  pCTtorbed  ftnd  baggard  wildrKM,  bock 
Fiom  the  loo-ieuchiiig  light,— Whj,  whal  bath 

wroughC 
This  cbuige  on  noble  bromt— There  iaaTaiee, 
With  K  d«ep  amwer,  linng  inim  the  blood 
Vmr  bandi  hara  coldlj  ahni  1 — Ye  an  oftboaa 
Proni  whom  juat  men  reoii!,  with  curdling  win», 
All  thrilleil  bj  lih'a  abhomtnt  coruciouuKn, 
And  lenutiTe  feeling  of  a  murderer'*  pre«encc. 
— Away  I  csme  down  iiiiRi  jour  Iribunal-eeat, 
Put  off  jour  lobe*  of  lUte,  and  kt  ;our  mien 
Be  pale  and  humbled ;  fir  yt  bear  &bont  yoa 
That  which  lepagnmt  earth  dotii  neken  at, 
More  than  the  peatilence,— Thai  1  ihodil  live 
To  aee  mj  father  alirink  I 

pTDcida.  MonUlba,  apeak  I 
Then  '•■omethingcbokeain;  vcnce — bat  leu  me 
not 

JfontaJba.  If  ire  muat  plead  to  lindicate  our  acta, 
Be  it  when  thou  haat  mide  thioa  own  look  clear  ; 
Most  etaqDeat  youth  I    What  unwer  canit  tbou 

To  thii  <nr  charge  of  Imsoa  1 

Raimond.  I  wilt  plead  - 
Tkat  eaun  before  a  mightier  judgment-throne, 
Where  meicj  i«  not  guilt     But  here,  I  (ed 
Too  bao;«ntly  the  glory  and  the  joy 
Of  mj  free  epirit's  wbiteneae ;  loi  e'en  now 
Th'  embodied  hideouaneaa  of  crime  doth  eeem 
Before  ma  glaring  out. — Why,  1  ww  thte, 
Thy  foot  upon  an  aged  warrior'a  breael, 
Trampling  out  nature's  laat  coniulMie  heaTinge, 
— And  tbou — Ifty  iword — Oh,  valiant  chiefl — ia 

jet 
EedlnA  the  noble  atroke  which  pierced,  at  once, 
A  mother  and  the  babe,  whoae  little  tife 
W«a  fiom  tier  bosom  drawn  I — Immortal  deedi 
For  barde  to  hyoin  1 

Oiada  {atide).  I  look  Upon  his  nuen, 
And  wa<«r.    Can  it  be  1    My  boyiah  heart 
DeemedllimBonobleance!  Aw>.y,weakthonghlBl 
Why  ihould  I  ahrink,  o  if  the  goilt  were  nine, 
From  Ui  proud  glance  7 

Pr^eida.  Oh,  thoD  dieaembler!  tbou, 
So  (killed  to  clothe  with  Tiitue't  generoui  flndi 
The  hoUow  clieek  of  cold  hypocriay, 
Thai,  with  thy  guilt  made  manifeM,  I  can  aarce 
Belierethm  guilty!   Look  on  me,  and  wy 
Whoae  wu  the  eecret  warning  Toice,  that  n-ni 
De  Coud  with  hig  bandi,  to  jdn  our  foea. 
And  forge  new  fletten  for  th'  indignant  lindt 
Wboae  waa  thU  treacheryl 

[ShoiM  hin  paperi. 
Who  bath  promiaed  here, 
(Belike  to  appeMs  the  manii  of  tba  dead,) 


At  nddnight  to  unfold  Fakrmo'a  gate*, 
Andwekomeinthelbel    Who  hath  don  tlo^ 
Bat  tbou,  &  tjiMif*  friendl 

Raimimd.  Who  hath  done  thlat 
Father  1— if  I  may  call  thee  by  that  mine— 
Look,  with  thy  piercing  eye,  on  thoee  wbwn  tiAi 
Were  maeka  that  hid  theii  daggeti. — 71iere,ptF- 

May  hirk  what  kreea  notlighltnaHKing,  P«ni| 
I  know  bat  thia— there  needs  no  deep  roautk 
To  prove  tbe  truth — tfaatmiinlerersDuylelniWt 
Ev'n  to  each  other, 

Pncidaf^lo  MmlaOa).  His  Onaltering  (Mi 
Still  vividly  doth  bdd  iti  natural  hue, 
And  hie  eye  qaails  nut '. — If  thb  innocenoe  T 

Manialba.  No  I  'tia  th'  DoehrinkiBf  t""*!-"* 

— Thon  beareil  a  gallant  mien  I —  But  wbete  iidt 
Whom  thou  haat  bartfved  (kme  and  hft  to  mn, 
The  lair  ProveDfal  naid  1— Wh»t,  known!  tin 

not 
That  thit  alone  were  guilt,  to  death  allied  t 
Wu  't  not  oar  law  that  he  whoapand  a  toa, 
(And  la  >be  not  of  that  detested  racel) 
Should  thenceforth  be  amongil  ui  oe  a  foe  1 
— Where  hast  thou  borne  her  1 — apeak ! 

Raimond.  That  Heaven,  wboae  eye 
Burnt  up  thy  aoul  with  ita  fti-aearchiog  gblK^ 
Is  with  her;  she  is  safe. 

Pneida.  And  by  that  word 
Thydoomieeesied— OhOodl  that  I  had  JU 
Before  Ibis  bitter  hour,  in  the  full  strength 
And  glory  of  my  heart  1 


CbnitaRce.  Obi  art  thon  fbnnd T 
—But  yet,  to  find  thee  thoal— Chaim,  chaiwtt 

tkecl 
My  biave,  my  noble  kive  I — Off  with  th 


be  free  as  air  I'-^t  I 
o  be  your  victim  rxmr. 
Raimond.  Death  baa  Do  peng 


keen  than  this— Ohiwherefon  art  thnkntl 
I  could  have  died  BO  cabnly,  deeming  thee 
Saved,  and  at  peace. 

OmUante.  At  peace  I— And  thou  bait  lbaa(ll 
Thua  pooHy  at  my  love  1 — But  wmnan'i  bnHt 
Hath  atienglh  to  luffer  too.— Thy  father  ab 
On  thii  tribnnal ;  Raimond,  which  ii  be  1 

Jfaimond,  Mj&lherl — who  hath  hilled  tkyfO-  ' 
tie  heart 
WUh  that  Use  b(^1— Beloved  1  gaieano^ 
See,  if  tbineeyecan  tracea  fatber'saool 
In  the  dark  Viia  bant  on  na. 

Cmrtonee  (a/tereamei(lyei«iiiJ«>iif  (teM*' 

ctda).  Tbou  art  be ! 
Naj,  turn  tbou  not  away  '—fat  I  bebrid 
Thy  ptond  Up  quiver,  and  ■  watcfy  UMt 
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thy  troaUod  eye ;  and  then  I  knew 
t  his  fiithert— -Spare him! — take  my  life! 
.  worthleas  sacrifice  for  his, 
line  all. — Oh!  Ae  hath  still  to  mn 
ight  race  of  gbry. 
id.  Constance,  peace  1 
n  thee,  and  my  failing  heart 
ken  reed. 

ice  {aliU  addrearing  Froeida),  Oh,  yet 
I 

B  crime  to  rescue  me,  behold 
be  the  atonement !    Let  him  live 
thine  age  with  honoor. — In  thy  heart 
deep  conflict ;  but  great  nature  pleads 
I'ermastering  voice,  and  thou  wilt  yield ! 
rt  his  father  I 
(after  a  pause).  Maiden,  thou  'rt  de- 
I! 

Im  as  that  dead  pause  of  nature 
II  thunder  bunts. — A  judge  is  not 
friend.    Who  calls  this  man  my  son  1 
— Ay !  thus  his  mother  proudly  smiled — 
aa  noble !— Traiton  stand  alone, 
m  all  ties.— Why  should  I  trifle  thus? 
r  away ! 

d  {ttariing  forward).  And  whither  1 
a.  Unto  death. 

Jd  she  Uve  when  all  her  race  have  pe- 
1 

ee  {Hnking  into  the  arma  of  Raimond). 
md,  fiupewell ! — Oh  I  when  thy  star  hath 

ht  noon,  forget  not,  best  beloved, 
hpe! 

d.  High  Heaven !  thou  seest  these  things; 
ndurest  them ! — Shalt  thou  die  for  me, 
1  loveliest  being  t— but  our  fiite 
ivide  OS  long.    Her  cheek  is  cold^- 
bhie  eyn  are  dosed-^hould  this  be 
! 

there  yet  were  mercy ! — Father,  fiitber ! 
rt  human  1 

.  Bear  her  hence,  \  say ! 
t  my  soul  be  torn  1 

NSEUf  O  enten^  IxMng  a  Crucifix. 

K  Now,  by  this  sign 
n's  prevailing  love,  ye  shall  not  harm 
i  of  her  bead. — How  I  is  there  not 
'  blood  upon  your  burthened  souls  1 
he  visions  of  your  midnight  couch 
id  dark  enough,  but  ye  must  heap 
ncrimel — Be  ye  content : — ^your  dreams, 
ciis,  and  your  banquetingi^  will  yet 
1  by  the  voice  which  doth  not  sleep, 
^  this  maid  be  spared  I — Constance, 
pi 
tBotdie. 


Raimond,  Ohl  death  e*en  now  hath  veiled 
The  light  of  her  soft  beauty.    Wake,my  kyvel 
Wake  at  my  vmoe ! 

Procida.  Anselmo,  lead  her  hence. 
And  let  her  live,  but  never  meet  my  sight 
— Begone ! — My  heart  will  burst. 

jRainumd.  One  Ust  embrace ! 
— Again  life's  rose  is  opening  on  her  cheek ; 
Yet  must  we  |>art.    So  love  is  crushed  on  earth ! 
But  there  are  brighter  workis !— Fare  well,  ftiewell ! 
(He  gives  her  to  the  core  qf  Aruelmo.) 

Conetflnce  (slowly  recovering).  There  was  a 
voice  which  called  me.    Am  I  not        • 
A  spirit  freed  from  earth7    Have  I  not  passed 
The  bitterness  of  death  1 

Anselmo.  Oh,  haste  away ! 

Constance.  Yes!  Raimond  calls  me.    Hetooii 
released 
From  his  cold  bondage.    We  are  free  at  last, 
And  all  b  well — Away ! 

(iS^  is  led  out  by  Anselmo.) 

Raimond.  The  pang  is  o'er. 
And  I  have  but  to  die. 

MontaJha.  Now,  Procida, 
Comes  thy  great  task.  Wake!  summon  to  thine  aid 
All  thy  deep  soul's  commanding  energies; 
For  thou — a  chief  among  us — must  pronounce 
The  sentence  of  thy  son.    It  rests  with  thee. 

Procida.  Ha !  ha !— -Men's  hearts  should  be-of 
softer  mould 
Than  in  the  elder  time.    Fathers  could  doom 
Their  children  then  with  an  unfaltering  voice. 
And  we  must  tremble  thus !    Is  it  not  said. 
That  nature  grows  degenerate,  earth  being  now 
So  full  of  days  1 

Montalba.  Rouse  up  thy  mighty  heart 

Procida.  Ay,  thou  sayest  right    There  yet  are 
souls  which  tower 
As  landmarks  to  mankind.  Well,  what's  the  task  1 
— There  is  a  man  to  be  oondeomed,  you  say  1 
Is  he  then  guiHy  7  , 

AU.  Thus  we  deem  of  him 
With  one  accord. 

Procida.  And  hath  he  nought  to  plead  1 

Raimond.  Nought  but  a  soul  nnatnit^A^, 

Procida.  Why,  that  is  little. 
Stains  on  the  soul  are  but  as  conscience  deenvi 

them. 
And  consdenoe— may  be  seared; — But,  for  this 

sentence ! 
— ^Was  't  not  the  penalty  imposed  on  man. 
E'en  frt>m  creation's  dawn,  that  he  must  die  1 
— It  was :  thus  making  guilt  a  sacrifice 
Unto  eternal  justice ;  and  we  but 
Obey  Heaven's  mandate,  when  we  cast  dark  souls 
To  th'  elements  from  amongst  us. — Be  it  so! 
Such  be  his  doom ! — I  have  saidk    Ay,  now  my 
heart 
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Ii  gilt  with  aftmuit,  whow  cold  woght  doth  presi 
Itiguiuiigi  down. — Offi  let"""  ""       """ "~  ' 

— Mountairu  are  on  my  breuti     (He  lirda  back.) 
Manialia.  Qnuida,  bear  the  prieoner 

Back  to  hii  dangeou. 

Raimimd.  Patbctl  oh,  look  opi 

TboD  ut  my  fuber  itill  I 

Auda  (leaving'  the  TVtbuiuJ,  Ihttut  kimte^i 
thtnacknf  Raimond).  Oh  I  lUiminid,  Rm- 

If  H  ■banld  be  that  I  ha*e  wiongod  Ibae, 
Tbov  do«t  forgiTe  me. 

Raimand.  Friend  of  my  young  dayi, 
So  miy  all-ptying  Heaven  I 

(Raimond  it  ltd  out.) 

Pneida,  Wboae 
Wbere 


Intlufiseai 


ACT  THE  FIFTH. 


BAUOND  rinplng.    PROCIDAi 
Pneida.    (gaiing  upon  him  esmatffy).  Can 

he  then  aleepl — Tb'  o'enhadowing  night 

bath  wrapt 
Eaith,  at  her  atited  hooTi — the  itan  haTg  set 
Their  burning  watch;  and  all  thingt  hold  their 

Of  wakefilliwaiutdiat;  y«t  hath  net  aleep 
Sol  on  mine  eyelide  nnce — but  thia  ataila  not ' 
—And  thna  he  aloinben ! — "  Why,  Ihii  anen  doth 

Aa  if  ita  eiral  were  but  one  lofty  thought 
Of  an  iminaTtal  deatiny  I" — hia  brow 
la  cahn  as  wavoi  whtreon  the  midnight  bM*cn 
Are  ioiaged  lilently. — Wake,  Raimond,  wakel 
Thy  nat  ii  deep, 

Jtaimond  {ilarting  up).  My  blher!— Where- 
fore heret 
I  am  prepared  to  die,  yet  would  I  not 
Fan  hy  thy  hand. 

Pneida.  'Twaa  not  for  lAii  I  came. 

Raimand,    Ttten  wherefbral — and  upon  tl 

Why  bnrm  Ibe  tmobled  fioihl 

PmHda.  Peirhanco  "lia  ihune. 
Yea  I  it  may  welt  be  abame ! — for  I  have  atiirgn 
With  natiue'i  beUenna,  and  bi 
— Howe'eritbe,'tiana(ibi{A(elogBie, 
Noting  it  thtu.    Riae,  let  me  looae  thy  ehatna. 
AriM,  and  fiillow  ma;  bat  let  thy  atep 
FaliwitttoataoQltdoneaitb:  I  have  prepared 
TlwinMiitiitlbyaK^e. 


Raimmd.  WhatI  timt  the  aOitan^ 
TbeiaOeziUe  Pncidat  hwt  thim  dooa  lUa, 
Deeming  me  guilty  dilll 

Pneida.  Upbraid  me  notl 
It  iaeTen  ao.    There  have  been  nobler  dead) 
By  Roman  btben  done, — but  I  am  wnL 
Tberefbn,  again  I  aay,  ariae  1  and  haale, 
For  the  night  wanaa.    Thy  fugitiTB  odvm  o^ 

To  realm*  beyond  the  deep ;  ao  let  01  part 
In  nlence,  and  fbterer,     . 

Raimand.  Let  Aim  fly 
Who  tulda  no  deep  aaylum  in  hi*  bnMt, 
WlwfeJn  to  ahelter  rrom  the  KxA  of  manl 
— I  can  aleep  calmly  here. 

Praeida.  Alt  thou  in  Ion 
With  death  and  inlkmy,  that  it>  thy  choM 
I*  made,  lost  boy  I  when  freedom  eourla  Iky  gnf  I 

RmBunid.  Father  I  to  aet  th'  ineroaUe  mJ 
Upon  that  ehame  wheiewith  ye  h«ve  braadgd  aa, 
Then  need*  bat  flight    What  alwaUIheailM 

thi^ 
My  natife  land  1 — A  blighted  name,  to  rim 
And  part  me,  with  ita  dark  remmnbranoea, 
For  eier  from  the  mnihine  t — O'er  my  ant 
Bright  ahadowing*  of  a  nobler  deatiny 
Fknt  in  dim  beauty  throogh  the  gloom  jbvtlM^ 
On  earth,  my  hi^n*  are  doaed. 

Pndda.  Tfty  hopea  are  closed  ! 
And  what  wen  they  to  nunel— Then  rnkmllr' 
Why,  let  all  traiton  flock  to  thee,  and  Imn 
How  proudly  guilt  can  talk  I — Let  fkllMia  mr 
Their  oSapring  henceforth,  aa  the  free  wild  lilb 
Foster  their  young;  when  these  can mowri liM 
DiHolnng  nature'*  bonda—wfay  afaouid  ^net 
Beao  withual 

Aatnunf .  Oh,  Father !— Now  I  Gsal 
What  high  pierogatiTe*  belong  to  death. 
He  hath  a  deep,  though  Toicelea*  oloqaenoe, 
To  which  I  lesTB  my  cause.    "  Hii  soknn  nl 
Doth  with  myalarioii*  beauty  clothe  oui  nrtsi^ 
And  in  it*  vast,  oblinooa  folds,  fbi  enr 
Give  •heller  to  our  iaulta."     WbenlampB^ 
The  nusts  of  passion  which  hare  dimioad  aif  DaB> 
Will  melt  like  day-dreams ;  and  my  memi>y  tW 
Will  be— not  what  It  thautd  have  been— At  I 
Must  pass  without  my  fams    hot  yet,  nBttoid 
As  a  clear  morning  deWMbnp.    Ob  I  the  giaie 
Hath  lights  inriolata  m 
And  they  ahnnld  be  my  own  I 

Pneida.  Now,  by  }«t  Heavati, 
I  will  not  thus  be  tortoied!— Wen  tt 
Bnt  of  thy  guih  or  innoceme  assured 
I  could  be  calm  sgain.    "  But,  in  thi) 


Of  oppeiatafrylingaapdconTictions    Whs!! 
Hatb  it  been  mine  to  tempo  and  ta  bnd 
All  spirit*  lo  my  I 
With  a  sercia  am 
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dread  mingling  of  their  elements, 

hich  have  rocked  the  earth  ?— And  ihall 

r 

toate,  BE  a  feeble  reed,  the  eoom 

thing  of  the  winds  V — Look  on  me,  bey ! 

!r  dared  to  meet  these  eyes^  and  keep 

dark  secret  ck)se.  Oh,  pitying  Heaven! 

ny  soul  with  some  dread  onde^ 

ae  wliich  is  truth. 

<<.  I  wiU  not  plead. 

:all  th'  Onmipotent  to  attert 

BDce.    No,  father,  in  thy  heart 

7  birthright  shall  be  soon  restored; 

1 1  kx^  to  death,  and  bid  thee  speed 

;absolver. 

L  Oh!  my  son,  my  son! 

lot  part  in  wrath ! — the  sternest  hearty 

cur  proud  and  guarded  fiuitnesses, 

ething  still,  round  which  their  tendrils 

MH  gnsp,  unknown  to  those  who  dress 
I  in  smiles.  And  such  wert  thou  to  me! 
hkh  taught  me  that  my  soul  was  cast 
I  moukL — And  I  must  now  hold  on 
te  course  alone ! — Why,  be  it  thus! 
)th  guide  a  nation's  star,  should  dwell 
the  clouds  in  regal  solitude, 
to  himself. 

\d.  Yet,  on  that  summit,  . 
ii  her  bright  wings  gkyry  shadows  tbee^ 
t  him  who  coldly  sleeps  beneath, 
have  soared  as  high ! 
t.  No,  fear  thou  not! 
e  remembered  long.   The  canker-worm 
rt  is  ne'er  fefgotten. 
d.  *'Oh!  not.thu»— 
3t  thut  be  thought  ot" 
u.  Let  medeem 

t  thou  art  base  ( — ^for  thy  bright  k)oks^ 
los  mien  of  fearlessness  and  truth, 
Id  not  haunt  me  as  th'  avenging  powers 
the  paiiiGide.-^ar0well,  ferewell ! 
(ears^ — Oh!  thus  thy  mother  kioked, 
th  a  sad,  yet  hatf^riumphant  smile, 
t  with  deep  meaning,  firom  her  death-bed 
iiee  to  my  arms. 
d.  Now  death  has  k)st 
■Doe  thou  believ'stme  uinocent 
(mktty).   Thou  innoceot!— Am  I  thy 
rderortbeol 

lell  thee  thou  hast  made  my  name 
•  meni — ^Nol  I  will  not  forgive  thee ; 
-What!  thebkMidofProdda 
nitar's  veins! — Let  the  earth  drink  it; 
ifcist  leoeiw  our  fees! — but  they  shaO 

peifiilioDs  lips  a  welcome,  cold 
mn  make  it — Go,  prepare  thy  soul! 
d.  Fatber!  yet  bear  me! 
16 


Procida.  No!  thou  'rt  skilled  talBake 
E'en  shame  kwk  fair.->Why  shodd  I  linger  thus  1 
(Ooing  to  leave  ihejiruonhe  turru  back  far  a 
momerUJ) 

If  there  be  aught— {T  aught— fer  which  thou 
need'st 

Forgiveness— not  of  me,  but  that  dread  power 
From  whom  no  heart  ia  veiled — delay  thou  not 
Thy  prayer  >«9Time  hurries  on. 
Raimond.  I  am  prepared. 
Procida.  'Tis  well.  [Exit  Procida, 

Raimond.    Men  talk  of  torture! — Cen  they 
wreak 
Upon  the  sensitive  and  shrinking  frame. 
Half  the  mind  bears,  and  lives?— My  spirit  feeb 
Bewildered;  on  its  powers  this  twiligfal  gloom 
Hangs  like  a  weight  of  earth.— It  should  be  morn ; 
Why,  then,  perchance,  a  beam  of  Heaven%  bright 

sun 
Hath  [nerced,  ere  now,  the  grating  of  my  dungeon, 
Telling  of  hope  and  mercy  I 

[Exit  into  an  inner  cell. 

SCENE  II. — A  STREET  OP  PALERMO. 

Many  CmZENS  aaBmbled. 

Firwt  Citizen.  The  momiiig  breaks ;  hb  time 
is  almost  come: 
Win  he  be  led  this  way  1 

.  Second  CUizen.  Ay,  so 'tis  said. 
To  die  before  that  gate  through  which  he  purposed 
The  foe  should  enter  in. 

Third  CUizen.  'Twas  a  vile  plot! 
And  yet  I  would  my  hands  were  pure  as  hb  • 
From  the  deep  stain  of  blood.    Didst  hear  the 

sounds 
r  th'  air  Ust  nightl 

Second    Citizen,    Since   the  great  wofk   of 
sbughter. 
Who  hath  not  heard  them  duly,  at  those  hours 
Which  8houl4  be  sflent  1 

Third  Citizen.  Oh!  the  fearful  mingling, 
The  terrible  numbry  of  human  voices. 
In  every  sound  which  to  the  heart  doth  speak 
Of  wo  and  death. 

Second  Citizen.  Ay,  there  was  woman's  shrill 
And  inercing  cry ;  and  the  low  feeble  wail 
Of  dying  infants;  and  the  half-suppressed 
Deep  groan  of  man  in  hu  last  agonies! 
And  now  and  then  there  swelled  upon  the  breeu 
Strange,  savage  bursts  of  laughter,  wilder  fer 
Than  ail  the  rest 

Pirwt  Citizen.  Of  our  own  fate,  perchance 
Thesd  awful  midnight  wailings  may  be  deemed 
An  ominous  prophecy. — Should  France  regain 
Her  power  amongst  us,  doubt  not,  we  shall  have 
Stem  reckoners  to  account  with. — Hark! 

(  7^  tound  qftrumpete  heard  at  dietance.) 

Seecmd  CUUen.  'Twas  but 
A  rushing  of  the  breexe 
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TkxTd  Citizen.  E'en  now,  'tis  said, 
The  hostile  bands  approach. 
(  7^  mrnnd  u  heard  gradually  drawing  nearer,) 

Second  Citizen.  Again ! — ^that  sound 
Was  no  illusion.    Nearer  yet  it  swells — 
Tli0sr  oome,  they  come  1 

PROCIDA  enten. 

Pfocida.  The  foe  is  at  your  gates ; 
But  hearts  and  hands  prepared  shall  meet  his  onset : 
Why  are  ye  loitering  here  1 

Citizens.  My  lord,  we  came — 

Procida.  Think  ye  I  know  not  wherefore  1 — 
'twas  to  see 
A  fellow-bemg  die ! — Ay,  'tis  a  sight 
Man  loves  to  look  on,  and  the  tenderest  hearts 
Recoil,  and  yet  withdraw  not,  from  the  scene. 
For  thUii  ye  came— What !  b  our  nature  fierce, 
Or  is  there  that  in  mortal  agony, 
From  which  the  soul,  exulting  ii\  its  streilgth, 
Doth  learn  immortal  lessons? — Hence,  and  arm! 
Ere  the  night  dews  descend,  ye  will  have  seen 
Enough  of  death ;  for  this  must  be  a  day 
Of  battleJ— 'Tis  the  hour  which  troubled  souls 
Delight  in,  for  its  rushing  storms  are  wings 
Which  bear  them  up  I — ^Arm,  arm  I  'tis  for  your 

.homes. 
And  all  that  lends  them  loveliness — Away  I 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. — ^PRISON  OP  RAIMOND. 
RAIMOND.    ANSELMa 

Raimtmd.  And  Constance  then  is  sale  1 — Hea- 
ven bless  thee,  father; 
Good  angels  bear  such  comfort. 

Anselmo.  I  have  found 
A  safe  asylum  for  thine  honoured  love, 
Where  she  may  dwell  until  serener  days, 
With  Saint  Rosolia's  gentlest  daughters;  those 
Whose  hallowed  office  is  to  tend  the  bed 
Of  pain  and  death,  and  sooth  the  parting  soul 
With  their  soft  hymns:  and  therefore  are  they 

caUed 
"  Sisters  of  Mercy." 

Raimond.  Oh !  that  name,  my  Constance, 
Befits  thee  well !    E'en  in  our  happiest  days, 
There  was  a  depth  of  tender  pensiveness. 
Far  in  thine  eyes'  dark  azure,  speaking  ever 
Of  pity  and  mild  grief    Is  she  at  peace*? 

Anselino.  Alas !  what  should  1  say  1 

Raimond.  Why  did  I  aski 
Knowing  the  deep  and  fall  devotedness 
Of  her  young  heut's  affections? — Oh !  the  thought 
Of  my  untimely  fate  will  haunt  her  dreams. 
Which  should  have  been  so  tranquil !  And  her  soul, 
^^^ose  strength  was  but  the  lofty  gift  of  love. 
Even  unto  death  will  sicken. 

AnMtlmo.  All  that  faith 
Can  yield  of  comfort,  shall  assuage  her  woes ; 


And  still,  whate'er  betide,  the  light  of  Heaven 
Rests  on  her  gentle  heart.    But  thou,  my  son ! 
Is  thy  young  spirit  mastered  and  {wspared 
For  nature's  fearful  and  mysterious  change? 

naimond.  Ay,  father!  ofmy brief  remainingtMk 
The  least  part  is  to  die  1 — ^And  yet  the  cap 
Of  life  still  mantled  brightly  to  my  lips, 
Crowned  with  that  sparkling  babble,  whonpnud 

name 
Is— glory ! — Oh  I  my  soul,  firom  boyhood's  man, 
Hath  nursed  such  mighty  dreams ! — It  wasmy  hops 
To  leave  a  name,  whose  echo,  firom  the  ahysi 
Of  time  should  rise,  and  float  upon  the  windi, 
Into  the  far  hereafter  r  there  to  be 
A  trumpet-sound,  a  voice  from  the  deep  tooib, 
Murmuring — Awake ! — Arise ! — ^But  this  is  put! 
Erewhile,  and  it  had  seemed  enough  of  shame, 
To  sleep  yoTjfotten  in  the  dust — but  now 
— Oh  God ! — the  undying  record  ofmy  grave 
Will  be, — Heresleepsatraitor ! — One,  whosecziiiie 
Was— todeem  brave  men  might  find  nobler  weapons 
Than  the  cold  murderer's  dagger ! 

Anselmo.  Oh,  my  son, 
Subdue  these  troubled  thoughto !    Thou  wooUit 

not  change 
Thy  lot  for  theirs,  o'er  whosedaxk  dreams  will  hag 
The  avenging  shadows,which  the  blood-staiDfldml 
Doth  conjure  from  the  dead  I 

Raimond.  -Thou  'rt  right    I  would  not 
Yet  'tis  a  weary  task  to  school  the  heart, 
Ere  years  or  grie&  have  tamed  its  fieiy  spirit 
Into  that  still  and  passive  fortitude, 
Which  is  but  learned  firom  sufiforing.    WooUdN 

hour 
To  hush  these  passionate  throbbiiigB  were  at  bud! 
Anaelmo.  It  wiU  not  be  to-day.    Hast  thou  not 

heard — 
— But  no — the  rush,  the  tiam[ding,  and  the  ilir 
Of  tins  great  dty,  arming  in  her  haste, 
Pierce  not  these  dungeon-depths.    The  foe  hath 

reached 
Our  gates,  and  all  Palermo's  youth,  and  all 
Her  ¥rarrior-men,  are  marshalled,  and  goMi  ftrtk 
In  that  high  hope  which  makes  realities, 
To  the  red  field.    Thy  father  leads  them  so. 
Raimond  {starting  up).  They  are  gone  fcrtkl 

my  fother  leads  them  on  1 
All,  all  Palermo's  youth!— No!  on«  is  left, 
Shut  out  from  glory's  race ! — They  are  gone  forth! 
—Ay !  ^w  the  soul  of  battle  is  abroad. 
It  bums  upon  the  ^ ! — The  joyous  win^ 
Are  tossing  warrior-plumes,  the  prou|l  w|ite  fbaV 
Of  battle's  roaring  faiUows ! — On  my  sight 
The  vision  burst*— it  maddens  I  'tis  tlie  fltshl 
The  lightning-shock  of  lances,  and  the  dood 
Of  rushing  arrows,  and  the  broad  full  blan 
Of  helmets  in  the  sun ! — The  yprj  steed 
With  his  majestic  rider  glorying  shares 
The  hour's  stem  joy,  and  vavos 
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mgrfunt  banner  I — Such  thingi  are 
r — and  I  am  here ! 
u>.  Alas,  be  cahn ! 

ime  grave  ye  presa, — thoa  that  dost  pipe 
a  weight  of  chains,  and  they  that  rule 
ines  of  the  fight. 
nd.  Ay !  Tfum  canst  feel 
I  thou  wouldst  impart,  for  unto  thee 
dike,  the  warrior  and  the  slave, 
thou  sayst,  but  pilgrims,  pressing  on 
one  bourne.    Yet  call  it  not  the  same  I 
aves,  who  fall  in  this  day's  fight,  wiU  be 
to  their  country,  visited 
•%  with  their  children,  bearing  wreaths, 
nting  hymns  in  honour  of  the  dead : 
e  be  such  1 

rrORlA  nahes  in  wildly,  m  if  puxsued. 

a.  Anselmo !  art  thou  found  1 

iste,  or  all  is  lost.    Perchance  thy  voice, 

th^  deem  Heaven  speaks,  thy  lifted  cross, 

»het-mien,  may  stay  the  fugitives, 

i  them  back  to  die. 

lo.  The  fugitives ! 

nds  are  these  1 — the  sons  of  Sicily 

lefore  the  foel 

a.  That  I  should  say 

rue! 

10.  And  thou — ^thou  bleedest,  lady! 

1.  Peace !  heed  not  me,  when  Sicily  is 

wn  the  walls,  and  watched  our  bands, 
their  ancient,  royal  banner  spread, 
hey  marched.    The  combat  was  begun, 
impulse  given,  and  valiant  men 
id  their  freedom  with  their  blood — whop 

B  Albert!  led  his  recreant  vassals 

ti'  invader's  host. 

nd.  His  country's  curse 

he  slave  for  ever ! 

a.  Then  distrust 

teir  nobler  leaders,  and  dismay, 

ft  contagion,  on  Palermo's  bands 

e  a  deadly  blight.  They  fled!— Oh  shame! 

they  fly  I — Ay,  through  the  city  gates 
h,  as  if  ail  Etna's  burning  streams 
heir  winged  steps  1 
%d.  Thou  hast  not  named 
ef— Di  Prodda— ffe  doth  not  %. 
a.  No!  like  a  kingly  lion  in  the  toils, 
e  hfinters  yet,  he  proudly  strives 

rain !     The  fevv  that  breast  the  storm, 
ido  and  Montalba,  by  his  side, 

for  graves  upon  the  battle-field. 
id.  And  I  am  A«re/— Shall  there  be 
r,  OG«dI 

ised  energies  of  fierce  despair, 
my  hMtft — and  not  to  rend  my  chains  7 


Oh,  for  one  moment  of  the  thunderbolt 
To  set  the  strong  man  free ! 

ViUoria  (afbsr  gazing  upon  him  tamutly). 
Why,  *twere  a  deed 

Worthy  the  fiune  and  blessing  of  all  time, 
To  loose  thy  bonds,  thou  son  of  Pirocida ! 
Thou  art  no  traitor : — firom  thy  kindled  brow 
Looks  out  thy  lofty  soul !— Arise !  go  forth ! 
And  rouse  the  noble  heart  of  Sicily 
Unto  high  deeds  again.    Anselmo,  haste; 
Unbind  him !    Let  my  spirit  still  prevail. 
Ere  I  depart — for  the  strong  hand  of  death 
Is  on  me  now. 

(iS^  sinks  hack  against  a  pillar.) 

Anselmo.  Oh  Heaven!  the  life-blood  streams 
Fast  from  thy  heart— thy  troubled  eyes  grow  dim. 
Who  hatR  done  this  ? 

VUtaria,  Before  the  gates  I  stood. 
And  in  the  name  of  him,  the  loved  and  lost. 
With  whom  I  soon  shall  be,  all  vainly  strove 
To  stay  the  shameful  flight.     Then  from  the  foe, 
Fraught  with  my  summons  to  his  viewless  home. 
Came  the  fleet  shaft  which  pierced  me. 

Anselmo.  Yet,  oh  yet. 
It  may  not  be  too  late.    Help,  help ! 

Vittoria.  Away! 
Bright  is  the  hour  which  brings  me  liberty ! 

{Attendants  enter.) 
Haste,  be  those  fetters  riven ! — Unbar  the  gates, 
And  set  the  captive  free! 

(  TVie  Attendants  seem  to  ?iesiiate.) 
Know  ye  not  her 
Who  should  have  worn  your  country's  diadem  1 

Attendants.  Oh,  lady,  we  obey. 
{TheytakeoffRaimondPs  chains.  He  springs 
up  exuUingly.) 

Raimond.  Is  this  no  dream? 
— Mount,  eagle !  thou  art  free! — Shall  I  then  die, 
Not  'midst  the  mockery  of  insulting  crowds. 
But  on  the  field  of  banners,  where  the  brave 
Are  striving  for  an  immortality  1 
— It  is  e'en  so ! — ^Now  for  bright  arms  of  proof) 
A  helm,  a  keen-edged  falchion,  and  e'en  yet 
My  father  may  be  saved ! 

Vittoria.  Away,  be  strong ! 
And  let  thy  battle-words,  to  rule  the  storm, 
Be—Conradin!  {He  rushes  out.) 

Oh !  for  one  hour  of  life 
To  hear  that  name  blent  with  th'  exulting  shout 
Of  victory ! — 't  will  not  be  I — A  mightier  power 
Doth  summon  me  away. 

Anselmo.  To  purer  worlds 
Raise  tHy  last  thoughts  in  hope. 

Vittoria.  Yes !  he  is  there. 
All  glorious  in  his  beauty!  Conradin! 
Death  parted  us — and  death  shall  re-unite! 
— He  will  not  stay! — it  b  all  darkness  now! 
Night  gathers  o'er  my  spirit.  (iSS^  dies.) 

Anselmo.  She  is  gone! 
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it  in  nn  an-fii)  hour  which  n]]h  the  lienrl 
Ttiat  bat  ■>  protuIlyoDce. — HKte  maTCT,  Hmtri  I 
(Bt  kneelt  t/aidt  her.) 
(  7^  KCnt  data.) 


SICIUANS  Bring 

Voua{maoal).  Montjay!  Mantjoyl  St.Den- 
niBforA-pu! 
Proveof  al«,  on ! 

SicUiam.  Fly,  fly,  or  aU  u  loatl 
(RatnunuJ  appeari  in  Iht  gaineai/,  armed,  and 
tarrying  a  banner.) 

Raimond.  Back,  back,  I  uy!  yfmea  of  Sicily! 
All  is  iiot  loal  J  Oh  iLaine  <~A  f^w  lirave  heuta 
In  such  a  causr,  ero  now,  have  set  their  jtreuU 
Against  the  rush  of  thousatida,  anil  euatained, 
And  mode  the  shock  lecoil.— Ay,  man,  Tree  man. 
Still  to  be  called  so,  h&th  achieved  such  deedf 
As  heaven  and  earth  have  marvelled  at ;  -and  •mill, 
Whose  jpuk  yet  Blumbcn  with  the  days  (o  come. 
Shall  buiD  to  hear :  transmitting  brightly  thiu 
Fieedom  from  race  to  race  t — Back  I  or  piepaie, 
Amidst  your  heirtbi,  your  bowen,  your  very 

To  bleed  umI  die  in  Tsin !— Turn,  fidlow  mel 

Coorftdin,  Conradin  \~-[ot  Sicily 

Bis  iiorit  figbts!— Remember  Conndin! 

(  They  begin  to  rally  annind  him.) 
Ay,  this  >■  well  t— Now  feilo*  dm,  and  charge  I 
TKe  Provenfalt  nuK  in,btU  art  repulted  by 
the  iStnliaTu.) 

[Excant. 


HONTALSAn 

wins 
Haimmd.  Here  lot 
Mantalba.  Rest,  ay,  death  is  rest, 
And  such  will  Boon  be  mine — But,  thanks  to  ttiee, 
I  shall  not  die  a  captive.     Brave  Sicilian  I 
These  lips  are  sll  unused  to  soothing  words, 
Or  I  sliould  bless  the  valour  which  hath  won 
For  my  last  hour,  the  proud  tree  ralitude 
Wherewith  my  soul  would  gird  it«lf. — Thy  name? 
RotmoRil.  'Twill  be  DO  muBC  to  thine  ear,  Mon- 
talba. 
Gaze — read  it  thus ! 

(Bi  lijti  Ihc  tieor  of  kit  hetmel.), 
Maniidba.  Raimoiid  di  Proddai 
llaimond.  Thou  hut  pursued  me  with  a  tntter 
bate, 
But  bn  thee  wellt  HeaTen'i  peace  be  with  thy 

■null 
1  mnit  away — One  glorioua  eObit  more 
And  thia  proud  Geld  is  won  1 
•  [Eiil  Baimond. 

Menlalba.  Am  I  thus  humbledT 
How  my  heart  wika  within  mel  But  'lis  death 


'  hFcan  lime  the  mightinl)  hath  suUsnd 
Dwerlng  naiars  ilius \ — Yn  ■■  b>  iiiliiiiaB 
That  youth — 'twas  in  his  pride  he  tescued  Dst 
I  was  his  deadllaat  foe,  and  thus  be  prond 
His  feaiton  mud.  Hal  ha  I  but  he  shall  &ii 
Toroeh  roe  into  WDmanish  fbebleneM. 
Then  I  still  baffle  bim— the  grave  al 
My  lip*  tor  ever — mortal  shall  ui 
Montalbaeay— "fV^Mi"  (fiEiiH.) 

{The  teene  ^aeee.) 


NbMf     i 


PROCIUA.  GUnX).   And  oOwOciku, 
Pracida.  The  day  ii  oursj  but  he,  Ihe  km 
unknown, 
Whotumed  the  tide  of  battle;  he  wbosB  palli 
Was  victory — who  hath  seen  html 


Alberti.  Prodda! 

Procida.  Bo  silent,  trutor! — Bear  Idm  fron  >y 
sight 
Unto  your  deepest  dungeoos. 

Alberti,  In  the  grave 
A  nearer  home  awaits  me. — Yet  one  wetll 
Ere  my  vmce  tail— thy  son — 

Prodda.  Speak,  apeak  I 

Atberti.  Thy  son 
Knows  not  a  thought  of  guilt.  Thattrait'nwiU 
Was  mine  atone.  {He  it  led  awaj.) 

Procida.  Attest  it,  earth  and  Heaven  1 
My  son  is  gniltlcea '. — Hear  it,  Sicily  I 
The  blood  of  Procida  >•  noUe  still  > 
—My  son !— He  lives,  he  lives  l—Hii  wns  ibJ 

F>>r^veneas  to  his  sire  1 — Hk  luune  shall  cut 
Its  brightness  o'er  my  soul  I 

Ouido.  Ob,  day  of  jay  < 
ThebiotbeToTmy  bean  is  wtnthy  still 
The  My  name  be  bears. 

ANHELMOantOB. 

Procida,  Ansrimo!  wdoomet 
In  a  glad  hour  we  meet,  for  know,  m;  son 
Isguiltlen. 

Anielmo.  And  vietoiioual  by  hi*  aim 
All  halfa  been  teseaed. 

Procida.  Howt  th'  Dnknown — 

Amdmo.  Was  he! 
Thy  noU»  KaimoiMl!  By  imtoria^  haal 
Freed  Ihim  hk  bondage  in  that  awliil  bent 
Wben  all  wu  Bigfat  and  temr. 

Prseuia.  Now  my  eup 
Of  joy  too  brightly  mantlea! — Let  me  faaa 
My  warrior  to  a  latber's  heart — and  dts; 
For  Efe  bath  nought  beyond — Why  taum  ^ 
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a,  Whiameani  that  look  1 
Dot&llen? 
to.  He  lives. 
0.  Away,  away ! 
ide  dty  with  triumphal  pomp 
9  greet  her  victor.    Let  this  hour 
aO  hie  wrongei —  [Eatunt, 


UVS  YII. — OAROEN  OP  A  CONTENT. 
ND  bled  in  woundt^  leanii^  on  AttMMkota 
id.  Bear  me  to  no  doll  eoueh,  but  let  me 

ght  &oe  of  nitture ! — Lift  my  hefan, 

ay  look  on  heaven. 

Ufefidanf  (lo  Second  Attendant),  Lay 

1  to  rest 

reen  sonny  bank,  and  I  will  call 

r  sister  to  his  aid ;  but  thou 

ito  the  field,  for  high-bom  men 

d  the  peasant's  aid. 

[Exit  Second  Attendant, 
inumd).  Here  gentler  hands 
thee,  warrior;  for  in  these  retreats 
ill,  whose  vows  devote  them  to  the  care 
;  sofier.  May'st  thoa  live  to  bless  them ! 
[BxU  F^int  Attendant. 
id.  Thus  have  I  wished  to  die!— Twas 
rand  strife! 

blessed  th'  miknowQ  who  rescued  him, 
hn,  alas  I  becaute  unknown !)  and  Guido, 
bravely  struggling,  called  aloud, 
ciliaB,  ^I"  Oh !  had  they  deemed 
bo  led  that  rescue,  they  had  spumed 
,  though  *twas  dehveranoe;  and  their 

I,  fike  blight^  upon  me. — There  is  one, 
e  ne'er  turned  on  mine,  but  its  blue  light 
sr,  trembling  through  the  dewy  mist 
deep  tenderness  1 — Oh  might  the  soul 
t  eye,  shine  on  me  ere  I  perishl 
her  vefee? 

HE  tnun,  tpmkhig  to  a  NUN,  who  tons  into 
tnoihflrpsth. 

xe.  Oh!  happy  they,  kind  sister, 

M  ye  tend;,  for  it  is  theirs  to  fall 

re  men  side  by  side,  when  the  roused 

tdly  to  the  last! — There  are  high  souls 
pe  was  such  a  death,  and  'tis  denied ! 
{She  approachea  Raimond). 
irrior,  is  there  aught — thou  here,  my 
md! 

h-HAd  thus! — Oh!  is  this  joy  or  wol 
d.  Jajf  be  it  joy,  my  own,  my  blessed 

e  grave's  dim  verge! — ^yes !  it  U  joy ! 
anoe!  vioton  have  been  crowned,  ere 


With  the  green  shining  laurel,  when  theb  brows 
Wore  death's  own  imprees-r-and  it  may  be  thus 
E'en  yet  with  me !— -They  £reed  me,  when  the  foe 
Had  half  prevailed,  and  I  have  proudly  earned, 
With  my  heart's  dearest  Uood,  the  meed  to  die 
Within  thine  arms. 

Qnutanee.  Oh!  speak  not  thus— to  die  1 
These  wounds  may  yet  be  doeed. 

{She  attempt*  to  Hnd  htowtmnds.) 
Look  on  me,  krre  I 

Why,  there  b  more  than  life  in  thy  gkd  mien, 
'Tis  full  of  hope!  and  from  thy  kindled  eye 
Breaks  e'en  unwonted  light,  whose  ardent  ray    ^ 
Seems  bora  to  be  inunortal  1 

Raimond.  'Tis  e'en  so! 
The  parting  soul  doth  gather  all  her  fires 
Around  her:  all  her  gforious  hopes,  and  dreams 
And  burning  aspirations,  to  illume 
The  shadowy  dimness  of  th'  untrodden  path 
Whidi  hes  before  her;  and,  encircled  thus. 
Awhile  she  sits  in  dying  eyes,  and  thenoe 
Sends  forth  her  bright  farewell.  Thy  gentle  cares 
Are  vain,  and  yet  I  bless  them. 

Conttanoe.  Say,  not  vain; 
The  dying  look  not  thus.    We  shall  not  part! 
Raimond.   I  have  seen  death  ere  now,  .and 
known  him  wear  • 

Fun  many  a  changeful  aspect 

ConHance.  Oh  I  but  none 
Radiant  as  thine,  my  warrior!— Thou  wik  live! 
Look  round  thee !— «11  is  sunshine—is  not  this 
A  smiling  worid  1 

Raimond.  Ay,  gentlest  love,  a  work! 
Of  joyous  beauty  and  magnificence. 
Almost  too  fair  to  leave ! — Yet  must  we  tame 
Our  anient  hearts  to  this ! — Oh,  weep  thou  noti 
There  is  no  home  for  liberty,  or  love, 
Beneath  these  fisstal  skies ! — Be  not  deesived  I 
My  way  lies  far  beyond  !^I  shall  be  soon 
That  viewless  thing  which,  vrith  its  mortal  weeds 
Casting  off  meaner  passions,  yet,  we  trust, 
Forgets  not  how  to  love! 

Con»tance.  And  must  this  be? 
Heaven,  thou  artmeiafoll^-Oht  bid  o«r  sodls 
Depart  together! 

Raimond.  Constance!  there  is  strength 
Within  thy  gentle  heart,  whkh  hath  been  proved 
Nobly  for  me: — Arouse  it  once  again ! 
Thy  grief  uiunans  me — and  I  fain  would  meet 
That  which  approaches,  as  a  brave  man  yiekis 
With  proud  submission  to  a  mightier  foe. 
— It  is  upon  me  now! 

Constance.  I  wiU  be  calm. 
Let  thy  head  rest  upon  my  bosom,  Raimond, 
And  I  will  so  suppress  its  quick  deep  sobs. 
They  shall  but  rock  thee  to  thy  rest.    Then  is 
A  world,  (ay,  let  us  seek  it !)  where  no  blight        * 
Falls  on  the  beautiful  rose  of  youth,  and  there 
I  shall  be  vrith  thee  soon! 
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AnJtlmo.  UR  up  Ihy  head, 
Braw  youth,  eiullinglyl  for  lo!  thine  hour 
Ofglofjtam™!— Ohl  dolh  it  tome  loo  lUa 7 
E'en  DOIT  the  GJh  Albertihath  etmkmei 
Th»t  gmlly  plot,  for  which  Ihy  life  WM  doomed 
To  be  th'  aloaeiiMnL 

Raimmd.  'Tib  enongb!  Rei<Mee, 
Rejoica,  my  Conilance  !  for  I  leaTe  ■  nune 
O'er  which  Ibon  at^f^  weep  proudly! 

im  rinJb  boot) 
To  thy  br««»t 

F<M  me  yet  donr,  &r  u  icy  dut 
Hath  touched  my  rein*. 

CmuUmce.  Andmo*thonImTe  ioe,IUiniondl 
All* !  thine  eye  gcowi,  dim— Iti  wmdeling  gUnca 
Ii  fiill  of  dreupL 

Raimimd.  HMte,  huU,  «iid  tdl  my  ftlher 

Pn>i!ida(ratkingfirmTd).  To  thit  Wher'j 
heut 
Retain,  forgiving  lU  thy  wrongt,  retoml 
Speak  to  me,  Raimond  1— Thou  wert  tm  kind, 
And  btare,  and  gentle!  Say  Ihat  aU  the  p«* 
Shall  be  Bwgivonl  Th«  word  ftom  none  but  Hm 
My  lipa  e'er  aeked.— Speak  to  me  onca,  my  boy, 
My  (Wide,  my  hope!— And  ia  it  with  thee  thoal 
Look  Ml  me  yetl — Obi  muit  thii  wo  be  borne  1 

Raimond.  Off  with  thia  weightorchainil  il  it 
notnjHt 
For  «  crowned  conqueror  I — UaA,  the  trump(*'i 


From  which  the  eye  doth  ra^antly  nndoM : 
Bow  down  thy  soul,  for  earthly  hope  ia  o'erl 

(  TTit  muiic  conlifuei  approathing.    Cicidi 

enlcn,  uilA  CUixtnt  and  Sotdiert.) 

Outdo.   The  ■hiinet  are  decked,  Um  fe«iw 

lOTchee  blaio — 
nine  il  oor  brave  deliveterl — We  an  coow 
'o  crown  Palermo'!  victor  1 
Annlmo.  Ye  come  too  late. 
Tbeimceorhnmanpniiadotb  aend  no  echo 
Into  the  world  of  ipirito.         (  7^  mufit  teoatt,] 
Pmcido  (after  a  pauK).  Ij  thii  do* 
look  on— Rainutal! — 'tii  but  aleep — a  taib 
On  hi*  pale  cheek  uU  proudly.     Raimood,  wike  I 
Oh,  OodI  and  this  waa  hie  triumphut  dayl 
My  aon,  my  injured  ion  1 

Conttanct  {ttaTting).  Ait  thou  hi*  litbal 
I  know  thee  now.— Hence  1  with  thy  daifc  Ma 
eye, 


(A  aound  ff  trhin^hant  miaic  it  heard, 
graduiMy  apprnachmg.) 
Ia  H  iwt  a  thrilling  call  T— What  droway  *peQ 
Bemunbamethaal— Eencel  lamfteeagaini     , 
Now  (wdl  your  fatal  atruna,  the  field  i*  wont 
fling  nw  to  ^orioo*  dreama.  (Be  die*.) 

AmeliM.  The  itiife  i*  paat. 
Tbne  fled  a  noble  fprit  I 

Oantlatue.  Euihl  hi  deep* — 
Digtorb  Mm  not  I 

JUudmo.  AIul  thiaiiiwalB^ 


And  thy  cold  heut  I— Thon  ci 


Prncida.  Oh  I  he  knae 
Thy  love,  poor  maid  I— Shrink  frmn  me  no  H 

He  knew  ffty  healt—bnt  who  ahall  tdl  him  «o" 
The  depth,  th' inlenaene**,  and  the  agmy, 
Of  my  iappreaied  Reaction  1—L  hate  leuaed 
All  hia  high  worth  in  time— to  dock  hi*  giaw  I 
U  there  not  poirer  in  the  itrong  ■piit'*  we 
To  tatee  an  aoawci  from  the  viewlcB  wctU 
or  tlia  depaitedl— Raiinond !— Speak  I  fci^w! 
RaimMid '.  my  victor,  my  deliverer,  bear  t 
Why,  what  a  world  b  thia  1—Trnth  ever  hn«i 
On  the  dork  *oal  too  latfi :  And  glory  ooww 
nncoiiBeioui  deadt— And  an  hoot  COM" 

ThemighliHtheBital— My  aonl  myaoolau* 
A  day  of  triumph  1— Ay,  for  thee  aknal 
(ffi  thnntt  hinul^  VJKM  the  body  tf  flw"^ 
[OatatS'"'- 
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Sfir  iLr»fiur  of  tttt  mvHf 


OR 


THE  MEETING  ON  THE  FIELD  OP  GRUTU. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


rM  in  the  year  1308,  thai  the  Swin  vm 
t  the  tyranny  of  the  Bailifia  appointed  over 
l>y  Albert  of  Auftiia.  The  field  called  the 
,  at  the  foot  of  the  Seelisberg,  and  near  the 
iiiee  of  Uri  and  Unterwalden,  wa«  fixed 
ly  thfee  spirited  yeomen,  Walter  Ftuit  (the 
4n4aw  of  VTiffiam  Tell),  Werner  Staufla-I 
ind  Emi  (or  Arnold)  Melchthal,  as  their  place 

iting,  to  dehberate  on  the  accomptiahment  of 

irojecta. 

ither  came  FAntand  Melchthal,  along  aeeret 

over  the  heights,  and  Staufiacher  in  his  boat 

I  the  Lake  of  the  Poor  Cantons.    On  the 
pnoeding  the  11th  of  November,  1907,  they 
oe,  each  with  ten  associates,  men  of  approv. 
«th;  and  while  at  this  solemn  hoar  they  were 
t  m  the  coileroplation  that  on  their  success 
ided  the  &te  of  their  whole  posterity,  Werner, 
cr,  and  ^rnold  held  np  their  hands  to  heaven, 
a  the  name  of  the  Almighty,  who  has  created 
to  an  inalienable  degree  of  freedom,  swore 
ly  and  strennoosly  to  defend  that  freedom, 
thirty  associates  heard  the  oath  with  awe;  and 
uplifted  hands  attested  the  same  God,  and  all 
iiDis,  that  they  were  firmly  bent  on  offering 
lor  fives  for  the  defence  of  their  injored  liberty. 
J  then  cahnly  agreed  on  |heir  fiitare  prooeed- 
,  and  far  the  present,  each  returned  to  his 
\A,''—Pianta'9  Bisioryqfthe  Bdvetk  Cottfe- 

II  the  first  day  of  the  year  1308,  they  succeeded 
sowing  off  the  Austrian  yoke,  and  "it  is  well 


VHuwe  pealmg  echoes  through  the  Uich-woods 

borne, 
To  the  low  cabins  of  the  glens  made  known 
Thatwekx>me  steps  were  nigh.  Thefiockshad 

gone, 
By  cliff  and  pine-bridge,  to  their  place  of  rest; 
The  chamois  slumbered,  for  the  chase  was  done 
His  cavern-bed  of  moss  the  hunter  prest, 
And  die  rock-eagle  couched,  high  on  his  cloudy 


11. 

Did  the  land  sleep  t— the  woodman's  axe  had 

ceased 
Its  ringing  notes  upon  the  beech  and  plane; 
The  grapes  were  gathered  in ;  the  vintage  feast 
Was  ck)sed  upon  the  hills,  the  reaper's  strain 
Hushed  by  the  streams;  the  year  was  in  its 

wane, 
The  night  in  its  mid-watch ;  it  was  a  time 
E'en  marked  and  hoUowed  into  Slumber's  reigiL 
But  thoughts  were  stirring,  restless  and  sublime, 
And  o'er  his  white  Alpa  moved  the  Spirit  of  the 
dime. 

ni. 

For  there,  where  snoWs  in  crowning  glory  spread, 
High  and  unmarked  by  mortal  footrtep  lay; 
And  there,  where  torrents,  'midst  the  ice^saves 

Burst  in  thdr  joy  of  light  and  sound  away; 
And  there,  where  Freedom,  as  in  scornful  play, 
Had  hung  man's  dwellings 'midst  the  realms  of 
air. 


sowing  off  the  Austrian  yoke,  and  "it  is  well      q,^,  ^jj^j^  j]jg  ^^^y  birth-pbce  of  the  day- 
ted,"  says  the  same  author, "  that  not  one  drop  I     q|,  j  ^)^  ^^uld  dream  that  Tyranny  would  dare 
iood  was  shed  on  this  memorable  occasion,  nor  |  .ji^  1^   1,^  vrithering  hand  on  God's  bright  works 


one  proprietor  to  Ument  the  loss  of  a  chdm,  a 
'ikge,sraninchofland.  The  Swiss  met  on 
tooceeding  sabbath,  and  once  more  confirmed 
otth  their  ancient,  and  (as  they  fondly  named 
their  perpetual  league." 

I. 
TwAs  ni^  upon  the  Alpfc— The  Senn's(l) 

wild  horn. 
Law  a  wind's  voce,  had  poured  its  last  kmg 


e'entherel 


IV. 


I 


Yet  thus  it  wa»-aniidst  the  fleet  streams  gush- 

To  bring  dovm  rainbows  o'er  their  sparry  cell, 
.  And  the  glad  height!,  through  mist  and  tempest 

rushing 
Upwhere  the  sun's  red  fiie^lanoe  earliest  fell, 
And  the  fiesh  pastures,  where  the  herd's  sweet 

beU 
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6&Te  in  the  boui  of  ibulow*  and  of  dreid, 
And  hollow  loundj  that  vtka  to  Oaiiri  dull,  rtnl- 
tbjtiMd. 


But  in  *.  land  of  happj  ibepberd-hamM, 
On  ill  green  hilk  in  quiet  jo;  reclining 
With  th«r  bright  hetith-Grei,  'midrt  Che  tni- 

ligbl-glonaM, 
From    bowei;  Ullloe   ihrDogh   ttw  fii-woodi 


m,  entwining 


In  >ucb  K  land  then  dweUa  a  pc 

Tbe  atnngtb  of  nun;  ■  calm,  but  fearieaa  biBHt; 

— And  mi  to  him  who  bnaki  ttw  nbb^  of  ill 


VI. 
A  nmid  wmt  up— ttks  fni'n'i  dait  iltep  wai 

On  Uri'a  lake  wu  heud  a  midnight  ou— 
Of  roan'ibriefeounsa  tniubted  momsnl'i  loket 
Th'  eumal  watsn  totliar  burien  bon; 
And  then  tb«ir  gloom  a  flaahing  image  wore 
Of  tOTch-firee  aticaniing  out  o'er  crag  and  wood 
And  the  wild  falcon'a  wing  naa  hurd  to  aoar 
In  MaitM  haMe— and  b;  that  mgMilighl-flood, 
A  band  of  patriot-aien  on  Orfttli'i  Terdora  Mood. 

VII. 


Might  net  their  iwift  atmke  leacb  a  maS-dad 

fbel 
— Strong  lunda  in  harieit,  daring  feci  in  chi 
True  beaita  in  fight,  were  gathered  on  that  place 
Of  ncret  anmcil. — Not  for  feme  at  RpoJI 
So  mat  those  men  in  Heaven'i  majealic  face; 
^oga^titne  heaithi  theyroeejtbeioneaf  lotl, 
The  hunter  of  the  racka,  the  lillei  of  the  loU. 

vm. 

O'er  ttuii  low  paMonI  Talleja  might  the  tide 
Of  yean  have  flowed,  and  atiU,  from  Kretoun, 
Their  namee  and  lecorda  on  the  green  eaith  diei^ 
Aa  cottage  lamps,  exfoiiag.  one  b;  on^ 
In  the  dim  gtadeg,  when  midnight  hath  begtm 
To  buih  all  aoUDd.~Bu(  alent  on  ita  faeighl, 
The  mow-maaa,  (iill  of  death,  while  agea  ran 
Thar  ooum,  ma;  alumber,  bathed  in  roay  Light, 


nradingilepbadpal 
Their  cabinHhieaholda,  and  the  lowlj  in, 
Which  weU  had  riood  (gainat  the  Fdhnwiod'KSI) 


Wild  Oramleur'i  impnai  1— In  the  Am'i  6n 

waj. 
How  dared  the  lift  her  pageant  cral  bdn 
Th'  enduring  and  magiufioent  am; 
Of  aorendgn  Alpa,  that  winged  their  <agln*iA 

theda;1 


Thi*  might  not  long  be  borne— Ute  lunAsti) 
Have  Toicealrom  the  e«*B  and  cataradnxfiit 
Fraught  with  Hia  name,  whose  awful  [!■■■ 

filla 
Their  deep  lone  plaoea,  and  foraTcr  tdUai 
T  hat  He  hath  made  man  6ee  I— «nd  tl^  wtaM 

dwelling 
Waa  on  Ihoae  ancient  ftatnewua,  ga«e  eaj; 
The  weight  of  lufieranee  'fma  thdr  fmM» 


Sacred  be  Gratli'a  fi< 

Through  mai  _ 

There,  wlule  tbe  ncM  at  hap^  kaib  ««• 

■leeping, 
Had  tbae  biaTeSwitminwt;  andinlhaafU 
Of  tbejnrtOad,whoponn  txth  bominglP^ 
To  gird  tbe  opprwaul,  bad  ginn  ihiir  d^ 

tboogbts  wa;, 
And  braced  their  rptrita  br  tbe  patriol-figH 
Wkh  knel;  iroagea  of  home,  ttuU  hj 
Boweied'midM  the  nXlii^  pima,  or  b;  1^  "^ 

rent-apra;. 

XIL 
Now  badeoduranoe  leaebed  ita  bomdi  I"!!? 

With  ODurage  ael  in  each  bright  eareeiKn 
The  da;,  tbe  Bgnal,  and  the  boor  tai  Maae, 
When  the;  abould  gather  on  their  biUite  A 
Orahake  theGliciera  with  tbnr  joyoaadT 

For  the  land'i  fieedam.— 'Twaa  a  aM»  <** 

bining 
AU  glor;  in  iliolf— tho  ■ 
Theatan,tbewaTe*tI:  ' 


And  Man'i  high  Mai  ■ 
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XIII. 

hey  itood,  and  with  collected  mien, 
g  their  souls  in  voices  firm  but  low, 
I  spirit  of  the  hour  and  scene, 
3  wood's  whisper,  and  thewave's  sweet 

t 

ipered  in  their  thoughtful  hearts  the 

r 

lignant  feeling.    To  the  breath 

n  flute,  and  lyre-note  soft  and  slow, 

s,  of  old,  the  Spartan  from  its  sheath 

eroted  sword,  uid  girt  himself  for  death. 

XIV. 

e,  that  seemed  as  chieftains  of  the  band, 
thered  in  the  midst  on  that  lone  shore 
1ak»— «  father  of  the  land,(3) 
lis  brow  the  silent  record  wore 

days,  whose  shadows  had  passed  o*er 
i  amongst  the  hiUs,  and  quenched  the 
ms 

.  with  sorrow. — ^Yet  from  memory's  lore 
life's  evening  drew  its  loveliest  gleams, 

walked  with  God,  beside  the  mountain 


XV. 

gray  hairs,  iii  happier  timei^  might  weQ 
last  pillow  silently  have  gone, 
I  a  wxeath  of  snow. — But  who  shall  tell 
may  task  the  spirit? — He  was  one, 
m  its  mom  a  freeman's  work  had  done, 
led  his  harvest,  and  his  vintage  pressed, 
of  wrong; — and  now,  at  set  of  sun, 
d  not  to  his  years,  for  on  the  breast 
lainless  land,  he  deemed  it  much  to  rest 

XVI. 

ach  holy  rest  strong  hands  mnft  toil, 
earts  endure ! — By  that  pale  elder's  side, 
e  that  seemed  a  monarch  of  the  soil, 
nd  stately  in  his  manhood's  pride, 
(4)  the  brave  and  true ! — If  men  have 

> 

iaxths  and  shrines  inviolate  to  keep, 

a  mate  for  such. — The  vinoe,  that  cried 

his  breast,  **  Arise!"  came  still  and  deep 

ir  home,  tint  smiled,  e'en  then,  in  moon- 

tsleepi 

xvn. 

home  to  die  for  !—«8  it  rose, 
I  its  vine-foliage  sending  forth  a  sound 
iful  childhood,  o'er  the  green  repose 
^hingsvnshineof  the  pastures  rcmnd ; 
whose  life  to  that  sweet  spot  was  bound, 
into  Hmvw  agiad,  yet  thooghtful  eye, 
his  free  slep  finner  on  the  grouni. 


When  o'er  his  soul  its  mebdies  went  by, 
As  through  some  Alpine  pass,  a  fareeie  of  Italy. 

XVIIL 

But  who  was  he,  that  on  his  hunting-spear 
Leaned  with  a  prouder  and  more  fiery  beazingi 
— His  was  a  brow  fortyrant-hearts  to  fear, 
Within  the  shadow  oHts  dark  locks  wearing 
Thatwhich  they  may  not  tame— «  soul  declaring 
War  against  earth's  oppressors. — 'Midst  that 

throng, 
Of  other  mouM  he  seemed,  and  loftier  daring, 
One  whose  blood  swept  high  impulses  along. 
One  that  should  pass,  and  leave  a  name  for  war- 
like song, 

XIX. 

A  memory  on  the  mountains !— one  to  stand, 
When  the  hills  echoed  with  the  deepening  swell 
Of  hostile  trumpets,  foremost  for  the  land. 
And  in  some  rock-defile,  or  savage  dell, 
Array  her  peasant-children  to  repel 
Th'  invader,  sending  arrows  for  his  chains  I 
Ay,  one  to  fold  around  him,  as  he  fell. 
Her  banner  withPa  smile — for  through  his  veins 
The  joy  of  danger  flowed,  as  torrents  to  the  plains. 


There  was  at  times  a  wildness  in  the  light 
Of  his  quick-flashing  eye;  a  something,  bom 
Of  the  free  Alps,  and  beautifully,  bright, 
And  proud,  and  tameless,  laughing  fear  to  scorn  t 
It  well  might  be! — Young  Emi'8(5)  step  had 

worn 
The  mantling  snows  on  their  roost  regal  steeps, 
And  tracked  the  lynx  above  the  clouds  of  mom. 
And  followed  where  the  fljiing  chamois  leaps 
Across  the  dark-blue  rifts,  th'  unfathomed  glacier-  * 

deeps. 

XXI. 

He  was  a  creature  of  the  Alpine  sky, 
A  being,  whose  bright  spirit  had  been  fed 
'Midst  the  crowned  heights  with  joy  and  liberty, 
And  thoughts  of  power. — He  knew  each  padi 

which  led 
To  the  rock's  treasure  caves,  whose  cryslds  shed 
Soft  light  o'er  secret  fountains; — At  the  tone 
Of  his  krad  hom,  the  L&mmer-Geyer(6)  had 

spread 
A  startled  wing;  for  oft  that  peal  had  bkywn 
Where  tkf  free  cataract's  voice  was  wont  to  sound 

akme. 


XXII. 

His  step  had  tracked  the 

stirred 
The  anaflUt  solitiideB— his 


hkwQi  had 
had  told 


wrm 
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OfwrDDg*  to  cdldown  BMTeii.{7)— Th&tute 

nubeud 
In  Huli'i  ilalei,  and  where  the  ih^iherda  IbM 
Tbni  flucka  in  dark  ntiae  uid  cnggy  bold 
On  tha  bleak  Oberluid ;  and  when  the  light 
Of  Dsy'a  lut  fixMitep  btthei  in  burning  gold 
Gieit  Righi'i  eliS;  and  where  Mount  Filalc'i 

CmM  o'er  bnglany  lake  the  daAiKM  of  hii  might. 

XXIII. 

Nor  wai  it  heard  in  Tain. — Tlion  all  thiogi 

^h  thougbla  on  m*ii.    The  fearleae  hunter 

And,  from  the  boeom  of  the  wildenieMi, 
Then  leapt  a  einiit  and  a  power  to  cast 
.Tbe  weight  of  bondage  down — and  blight  am 

tut. 
At  the  dear  walen,  joyon»lj  and  free, 
Bunt  irom  the  deaert  rock,  it  rruhed,  at  East, 
Through  the  far  nllein;  lilt  the  patriot-thne 
Tbni  with  their  bicthren  rtfiod,  betide  tbe  Poiot 

Sea^e). 

XXIV.  * 
The;  linked  their  handa, — they  pledged  their 

Kainlen  faith, 
In  the  dread  pmence  of  attarting  Heaven— 
Th^  bound  Ibeir  heaita  to  m&ering  and  i 

death, 
Wilh  the  mere  and  aolnnn  traneport  giTen 
To  bleai  iDch  towl-^ow  man  had  Blriven, 
How  man  might  ttriTe,  and  Tainl;  slriie,  they 

And  called  npon  their  Ghid,  vrb«e  arm  had  r 
Tbe  crert  of  many  a  tyrant,  lince  He  blew 
The  fawning  aea-wsve  on,  and  Egypt'*  might  i 
'  thww. 

XXV. 

Tbe;  kneh,  and  nm  bl  atrength.— The  Tatleye 

Still  in  thdr  dimncH.bal  the  peaks  which  darted 
Into  Ibe  bright  mid-air,  had  caught  from  day 
A  flOih  of  Gre,  when  IboK  tme  Switien  parted, 
Each  to  hi)  glen  or  fbrat,  itaadAit-heuted, 
AndAill  of  hope.    Not  many  luni  had  worn 
Their  aetting  gloiy,  era  from  domber  itarted 
Ten  thonaand  Toicei,  cf  the  monntaina  bom — 
Bo  bi  waa  beard  the  Uaat  of  Freedom'a  echrane 
bnn! 

XXVI.  ■ 

Tbe  ic»-mnlti  tmnUed,  when  thai  imI  came 

The  bonn  itilb>eaawtucb  aronnd  tbem  hung; 
From  cliff  to  cliff  tbe  aTalancba'dcaeending, 
Gate  annrei,  tUI  lb«  eky'i  blue  boftm  mng ; 


And  tbe 

■prung, 
Pnni  the  Suiennen  rocka  like  bannen  itMB- 

To  the  far  Sediiberg ;  whence  light  wit  lliuf 
On  Griilli'a  field,  till  all  tbe  red  lake  ^tiMif    ' 
ibone  out,  a  melMr-b«ami  in  il>  wild  ijilsdMi 

XXVIL 

And  the  winds  toaaed  each  ranumt^  bbaif 

creat, 
A  a  hoel'f  plnmage ;  and  the  giant  pion, 
Felled  when  tbey  wavefl  o'er  crag  and  a^ 

neat, 
Heaped  np  the  flama.    The  clotldi  gnwUcj 

As  o'er  a  dty*!  burning  towen  and  ■hnnti 
Beddening  the  distanu.    Wme-capa,  otinHJ 

and  bright, 
In  Wemer'a  dwellii^  flowsd;  thimgh  kalB 

From  Waller'a  hearth  atreamed  forth  the  bli" 
light, 
And  Emi'i  bUnd  dd  aire  gave  Ihanka  to  EiaMl 
that  nighL 

XXVIII. 
Then,  on  (he  nlence  of  the  anowa  there  hj 
A  Sabbath'a  quiet  eunafalnc, — and  ita  bd 
Filled  the  haihed  air  awhile,  with  krady  fltji 
For  the  atream'a  voice  was  chained  by  WialK^ 

■pell, 
The  deep  nood^oundf  had  ceaaed.— Bat  mi 

Rung  forth,  ere  long,  when  atraina  of  jabiln 

Pealed  from  the  monntain-chim^bea,  withaiadl 

Of  praiae  to  HItti  who  ttiUa  tbe  raging  «■,— 

For  now  the  atrife  waa  cloaed,  the  glorioDi  Uf 


Nate  S,  page  100,  coL  9. 

A^bial  Iba  FSbawlBriltel 

FSbnwind,  the  SoottHiaat  wind,  wbUi  fr 
qnently  laya  waate  tbe  country  before  it. 
Note  3,  page  101,  e6L  1. 

AftibflTof  i2u  \MaL 

Waller  FQnl,  the  blhet^in4»w  of  TdL 
Note 4,  page lOI, col.  1. 

WtfUer  BtanfiadMr,  irtio  bad  bam  madlT  ki> 
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route  Hid  unite  his  countrymen  for  the  de- 
B  of  Switzerland. 

Note  5,  page  101,  col.  2. 
^Young  Erni'fl  step  had  wom,  dec. 


Arnold  Melchthal. 

Note  6,  page  101,  col.  2. 

^nie  Lananer-GeTer  had  spraftd,  As. 

Junmer-Geyer,  the  laxgest  kind  of  Alpine 


Note  7,  page  103,  col.  1.  ^ 

Of  wrongs  to  call  down  Heaven,  &c 

The  eyes  of  his  aged  father  had  been  put  out,  by 
the  orders  of  the  Austrian  Grovemor. 

Note  8,  page  102,  col.  I. 

Bemd^the  ForeA^ea. 

Forest-Sea.  •  The  Lake  of  the  Four  Cantou  is 
firequently  so  called; 


Mtttiwxtion  of  tfir  2l2?oirlt«t  of  Sltri  to  liUAn* 


luUa,  Italia !  O  tu  cai  feo  la  Sorte 
Dono  infelice  di  bellezza,  onde  hai 
Funeeta  dote  d'  infiniti  giiai, 
Che  'n  froDte  acritti  per  gran  do^lia  porte ; 

Deh,  foBBi  tu  men  bella,  o  almen  piA  forte. 

FiUeaja. 


'  the  joy  of  discovery  was  short,  and  the| 
of  taste  transitory.  The  French,  who  in 
?anpn  have  been  the  scourge  of  Italy,  and 
alied.or  rather  surpassed  the  rapacity  of 
ths  and  Vandals,  laid  their  sacrilegious 
1  the  unparalleled  collection  of  the  Vatican, 
masterpieces  from  their  pedestals,  and  drag- 
on from  their  temples  of  marble,  transport- 
to  Paris,  and  consigned"  them  to  the  dull 
laUs,  or  rather  stables,  of  the  Louvre." — 
b's  Qa»»ie€U  TVmr  through  Italy,  vol.  iL 


» of  departed  fame !  whose  classic  plains 
poudly  echoed  to  immortal  strains ; 
hallowed  soil  hath  giventhe  great  and  brave, 
IS  of  life,  a  birth-place  and  a  grave ; 
if  the  Arts !  where  glory's  faded  smile 
ingering  light  o'er  many  a  mouldering  pile  *, 
irreck  of  vanished  power,  of  splendour  fled, 
c  temple  of  the  mighty  dead ! 
grandeur,  yet  contending  with  decay, 
through  the  twilight  of  thy  glorious  day ; 
1  dimmed  thy  brightness,  riveted  thy  chain, 
lea  Italy !  rejoice  again ! 
tvely  realm !  once  more  't  is  thine  to  gaze 
rich  relics  of  sublimer  days, 
ke,  ye  Muses  of  Etrurian  shades, 
ed  Tivoli's  romantic  glades  *, 
ye  that  slumber  in  the  bowery  gloom, 
the  wild  ivy  shadows  Virgil's  tomb ; 
irhose  voice,  by  Sorga's  londy  wave, 
i  the  deep  echoes  of  the  fountain's  cave, 
Ded  the  soul  in  Tasso's  numbers  high, 
magic  strains  of  love  and  chivalry ; 
ff  dassie  streams  ye  fondly  rove, 
Dg  the  myrtle-vale,  the  laurel-grov«; 


Oh !  rouse  once  more  the  daring  soul  of  song, 
Sdze  with  bold  hand  the  harp,  forgot  so  long. 
And  hail,  with  wonted  pride,  thope  works  revered. 
Hallowed  by  time,  by  absence  more  endeared. 
And  breathe  to  those  the  strain,  whose  warrior- 
might, 
Elach  danger  stemmed,  prevailed  in  every  fight ; 
Souls  of  unyielding  power,  to  storms  inured. 
Sublimed  by  peril,  and  by  toU  matured. 
Sing  of  that  leader,  whose  ascendant  mind 
Could  rouse  the  slumbering  spirit  of  mankind ; 
Whose  banners  tratk^  the  vanquished  Eagle's 

flight 
O'er  many  a  plain,  and  dark  Sierra's  height ; 
Who  bade  once  more  the  wild,  heroic  lay 
Record  the  deeds  of  Roncesvalles'  day ; 
WhOjthrough  each  mountain-passof  rock  and  snow, 
An  Alpme  huntsman,  chased  the  fear-struck  foe ; 
Waved  his  proud  standard  to  the  balmy  gales, 
Rich  Languedoc !  that  fim  thy  glowing  vales, 
And  'mid  those  scenes  renewed  th'  achievements 

high, 
Bequeathed  to  fiune  by  England's  ancestry. 
Yet,  when  the  storm  seemed  hushed,  the  conflict 
past. 
One  strife  remained— the  mightiest  and  the  lastl 
Nerved  for  the  struggle,  in  that  foteful  hour. 
Untamed  Ambition  summoned  all  his  power; 
Vengeance  and  Pride,  to  firensy  roused,  were  there, 
And  the  stem  might  of  resolute  Despair. 
Isle  of  the  firee!  'twas  then  thychainpionsstood. 
Breasting  unmoved  the  combat's  wildest  flood. 
Sunbeam  of  Battle,  then  thy  spirit  shone. 
Glowed  in  each  breast,  andsunk  with  life  akme. 
Oh  hearts  devoted  1  whose  illustrious  doom, 
Ghtve  thereat  once  your  triumph  and  your  tomb. 
Ye,  firm  and^ftdtfafol,  in  th'  ordeal  tried 
Of  that  diltad  strife,  by  Freedom  sanctified; 
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Sbrined,  Dot  enlombed,  ys  n*t  in  Mcred  Mrth, 
HiUoiml  bj  dcedi  of  more  ttun  mortal  worth. 
What  though  to  mark  where  aleepa  heroic  diut, 
No  leiilpliind  trophy  tin,  or  breathing  bual, 
Youra,  on  the  accne  where  *alor'i  race  vu  nm, 
A  prouder  aepnlifa* — the  Geld  je  won  t 
There  everj  mead,  each  caHn'a  lowly  name, 
Shall  tira  a  watch-word  Uended  with  youi  fune ; 
And  wdl  may  Sowcn  anffice  tho«  grana  to  eiown, 
Thai  aik  no  urn  to  bluon  thlic  renown. 
Then  ahall  the  bard  in  Inlure  age*  tread, 
And  blea  e^  wreath  that  bloawm*  o'er  the  dead  1 
Rerere  each  tree  whoee  ahelleiing  branchea  witc 
O'er  the  low  moohda,  the  altan  or  tlie  brave ; 
Puiie  o'ereach  wanior'a  graaa-groToi  bed,  and  hear, 
In  every  bieeie,  aooM  name  to  glory  dear, 
And  u  the  ihadea  irf  twilight  doae  around, 
With  martial  pageant*  peo[de  all  the  ground. 
Thither  unborn  desceudanli  of  the  alain, 
Shdl  throQg,  aj  [ulgrima  to  some  holy  fane, 
While  a>  they  (race  each  ipot,  wboae  records  tell 
Wlwm  Ibughl  their  fathen,  and  pnrailed,  and  M, 
Warm  in  their  loula  ihall  lofbeat  fiielingi  glow, 
ClainuDg  proud  .kindred  with  the  duat  below! 
And  many  an  age  ahall  aee  the  brave  repair, 
To  leant  the  hero'*  bright  devotion  there. 

And  well,  Anaonial  may  that  field  irffkme, 
Ttiaa  thee  one  nmg  of  echoing  tniuoph  claim. 
Land  d  the  lyre  I  'twas  there  th'  avraiging  iword 
Won  the  bright  treaaure*  to  thy  fane*  reatored . 
These  predooa  trophiei  o'er  thy  realm*  that  throw 
A  *eil  of  radiance,  hiding  half  thy  wo. 
And  bid  the  tfranger  for  awhile  forget 
How  deep  thy  fall,  and  deem  thee  glorioa*  yet. 

Yea !  fair  oaatioiii,  to  perfection  wrought, 
Embodied  vioona  of  aacanding  thought  I 
Forma  of  aaUimity  t  by  Qeniu*  truxd. 
In  dnt*  tiiat  vindicate  adoring  taMe ; 
Whoae  bright  originala,  to  earth  nnknown. 
Live  in  the  ipbere*  encircling  Qlory'*  throne ; 
Modd*  of  art,  to  dealhle**  bme  conngned. 
Stamped  with  the  high-born  niajealy  of  mind  ; 
Yea,  matdtlcH  workal  your  presence  ahall  realore 
One  beam  of  epIaxUxn  to  your  native  aboce. 
And  hn  aad  acenea  of  loat  renown  illame, 
Aa  the  bright  auniet  gild*  iociK  hero'*  tomb. 

Oh  I  ne'er  in  other  climea,  though  many  an  eye 
Dwelt  on  your  cbarma  in  beaming  ectf  aey ; 
Ne'er  was  it  yoara  to  bid  the  aoul  eipand 
With  thought*  BO  mighty,  dreams  *o  boldly  grand, 
A*  in  that  realm,  where  each  faint  tneeze'g  moan 
SaeiM  a  low  dirge  for  ^otioua  agea  gone ; 
Where  "nud  the  nmed  ihriDei  of  many  a  vale. 
E'en  DeKJatiaa  teft  a  huighty  tale. 
And  Kates  kfiamMnSowB,  amek  aseenda, 
But  it*  pnnd  name  with  aong  etflmal  blend*  I 


[J  kindle  o'er  n 


lefeAy  theme; 


Where  eiery  maible  deed*  of  &rm  ncoTda, 
Each  ruin  tell*  of  Earth'*  departed  loida; 
And  the  deep  lone*  of  ioipiration  *weU, 
Frem  each  wild  olive-wood  and  Alfane  deO ; 
When  heroea  slumber,  on  their  battle  pUtni, 
'Mid  proalrate  altars,  and  deserted  ftnes, 
And  Fancy  communee,  in  each  kHM^  apot. 
With  shades  of  those  who  ne'er  ahanlie  fafOt; 
Tlhere  wsay  oor  haaiB,and  thei«  yaarpatrnfaqnt, 
With  tenfold  awe,  tbe  pilgrim's  glowing  IXMl; 
And  as  Ihe  wind's  deep  thrills,  and  myMic  ■|^ 
Wake  the  wild  harp  to  loftiest  harmonies, 
Thus  at  your  inSnence,  starting  from  repoab, 
Thought,  Feeling,  Fancy,  Into  paodeur  ten.  ' 
Fair  Florence  I  Queen  of  Amo's  lovriy  nial 
Jnstice  and  Truth  iikdignant  heaid  thy  tide, 
And  itemly  smiled  in  retribntion'a  hour. 
To  wreat  thy  treasures  from  the  Spoiler's  poxL 
Too  long  the  s[Hrils  of  thy  noble  dead 
Mourned  o'er  the  dtHoea  they  reared  in  agn  U 
Those  clsnie  scenes  their  pride  so  richly  gtind, 
Temples  of  genius,  palaces  of  taste. 
Too  long,  with  aad  and  desolated  mioi. 
Revealed  where  oonquest's  lawlea  track  had  Imr; 
Reft  of  each  form  with  brighter  life  imbns^ 
Lonely  they  frowned,  a  desert  sobtiide. 
Florence  I  th'  Opptesson  noon  of  ptids  ia  o'«. 
Rise  in  thy  pcanp  again,  and  weep  do  men  I 
As  one,  who,  atarting  at  the  dawn  of  day 
From  dark  illusions,  [diantoms  of  dismay, 
With  transport  heightened  t?  tlMiBS  ilh  oT  nigbl. 
Hail*  the  rich  glories  of  eipanding  light; 
E'en  thus  awakenillg  ffpta  thy  dream  of  wi^ 
While  Heaven'*  own  hues  in  radiance  romid  tbtt 

glow. 
With  warmer  ecalacy  t  U  thins  to  trace 
Each  tint  of  beauty,  and  each  Hoe  of  gnee ; 
More  bri^t,  more  prind,  men  preEiaaa,  am* 

deplored 
A*  loved,  loat  rdica,  ne'er  to  bateMored, 
Thy  grief  a*  hopelen  aa  the  taar-drop  stwd 
By  fond  aflecdon  bending  o'er  the  de^, 
Athensoritalyl  once  more  are  thine 
Those  matchless  gems  of  Art's  eihanatka*  nafl, 
~     thee  bright  Genius  darts  his  Irring  beam, 
Warm  o'er  thy  ehrines  the  tints  of  Glgty  ^aUK 
And  form*  angust  as  natives  cf  the  sky. 
Rise  Tonnd  each  fans  in  &ultles*  majesty, 

chastely  perfect,  so  aetfliidy  grand. 
They  seem  creations  of  no  nxntal  hand. 

Ye,  at  whose  voioe  Esir  Ait,  with'eagia  ^*M 
Burst  in  fidi  si^eodor  frmn  bar  deatl^Jiks  trsK*! 
Whose  raUylog  call  hade  alnmbeiing  nalims"^ 
And  daring  Intelleet  his  bondage  bteah ; 
Beneath  whose  eye  the  Lords  of  awg  anss, 
And  matched  the  Tasean  lyre  &tiiB  bog  IBF^ 
And  bade  ka  peaUag  maimiis  Tesoom^ 
With  power  elsdric,  thn^ths  nates  ami; 
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in  thought,  magnifieent  in  khiI  1 
ipire,  enlighten,  and  control ; 
renxol  view  yonr  reign  once  more, 
I  where  nationi  mingle  to  adore  I 
Rnthnaart  there,  with  ardent  gaie, 
the  mighty  of  departed  days : 
teign  tpiritt,  whoee  commanding  mind 
be  marble's  breathing  mould  enshrined; 
Mcendant  power,  the  world  to  awe, 
ep  homage  of  the  heart  to  draw ; 
)  some  spell  of  holiness  around, 
scene  be  consecrated  groond, 
the  stone,  by  Inspiration  wrought, 
lire  lightnings  of  exalted  thought 
lou,  fair  offspring  of  immortal  Mind! 
ant  Goddess,  Idol  of  mankind! 
right  object  of  Devotion's  tow, 
I  from  taste  a  kindred  worship  now. 
mn  tell  what  beams  of  heavenly  light 
IT  the  sculptor's  intellectual  sight, 
f  a  glimpse^  revealed  to  him  alone. 
Iter  beings,  nobler  worlds  his  own ; 
me  vision  sent  the  earth  to  bless, 
life  thy  pomp  of  loveliness ! 
Genius  there,  while  dwells  his  kindling 

nsCinct  with  bright  divinity, 
•bom  powers,  dilating  in  his  heart, 
le  fiiU  magnificence  of  Art ; 
m  by  Raphael's  gifted  hand  arrayed, 
ns  of  heaven,  by  Angeb  portrayed; 
bit  work  of  Grecian  skill  sublime, 
I  perfection,  *  sanctified^  time ;' 
a  kindred  gk>w,  and  proudly  feel 
urn.  with  emulative  xral, 
ith  tofUer  hopes  hb  soul  shall  rise, 
moe  vrith  nobler  energies; 
lim  scenes  on  rapid  pinion  soar, 
I  of  visionary  grace  explore, 
J  hand  give  glory's  day-dreams  birth, 
ew  wonders  charm  admiring  eaith. 
xult!  and  o'er  thy  moonlight  seas, 
gay  strains  each  Adriatic  breeze  1 
|h  long  fied  those  years  of  martial  fame, 
rooumtic  lustre  o'er  thy  name; 
the  winds  thy  streamers  idly  play, 
Id  waves  another  Gtueen  obey; 
encfaed  the  spirit  of  thine  ancient  race, 
and  freedom  scarce  have  left  a  trace ; 
Jl  Art  her  splendours  round  thee  cast, 
e  wreck  of  yean  for  ever  past 
Gues  may  boast  a  Titian's  dyes, 
r,  soft  briffianoe  emulates  thy  skies, 
that  glow  in  coloring's  richest  bloom, 
warm  flush  Palladian  halls  illume, 
eh  dome  again  th'  unrivalled  steed 
islenoe,  rushes  into  speed, 
sippus  daims  the  wreath  of  fame, 
ik  aidor,  vivified  with  flame. 


Proud  Racers  of  the  Sun !  to  fancy's  thought, 
Burning  with  spirit,  from  his  essence  caught, 
No  mortal  birth  ye  seem— but  formed  to  bear 
Heaven's  car  of  triumph  through  the  realms  of  air ; 
To  range  uncurbed  the  pathless  fields  of  spaoe^ 
The  winds  your  rivals  in  the  glirious  race; 
Traverse  empyreal  spheres  with  buoyant  feet, 
Free  as  the  lephyr,  as  the  shet  star  fleet ; 
And  waft  through  worids  unknown  the  vital  ray, 
The  flame  that  wakes  creations  into  day. 
Creatures  of  fire  and  ether!  winged  with  light, 
To  track  the  regions  of  the  Infinite ! 
From  purer  elements  whose  life  was  drawn, 
Sprung  from  the  sunbeam,  offispring  of  the  dawn. 
What  years  on  years,  in  sUence  gliding  by, 
Have  spared  those  forms  of  perfect  symmetry  1 
Moulded  by  Art  to  dignify  alone 
Her  own  Ivight  deity's  resplendent  throne^ 
Since  first  her  skill  their  fiery  grace  bestowed. 
Meet  for  such  lofty  fate,  such  high  abode. 
How  many  a  race,  whose  tales  of  glory  seem 
An  echo's  voice— the  music  of  a  dream, 
Whose  records  feebly  from  oblivion  save 
A  few  bright  traces  of  the  wise  and  brave ; 
How  many  a  state,  whose  pillared  strength  sub- 
lime. 
Defied  the  storms  of  war,  the  waves  of  time, 
Towering  o'er  earth  majestic  and  alone. 
Fortress  of  power — has  flourished  and  is  gone ! 
And  they,  from  clime  to  clime  by  oopquest  home, 
Etuch  fleeting  triumph  destined  to  adorn. 
They,  that  of  powers  and  kingdoms  k)st  and  won. 
Have  seen  the  noontide  and  the  setting  sun, 
Consummate  still  in  every  grace  remain. 
As  o'er  their  heads  had  ages  rolled  in  vain ! 
Ages,  victorious,  in  their  ceaseless  flight. 
O'er  countless  monuments  of  earthly  might ! 
While  she,  from  fidr  Byzantium's  k)st  domain. 
Who  bore  those  treasures  to  her  ooean-reign, 
'Midst  the  blue  deep,  who  reared  her  island- 
throne. 
And  called  th'  infinitude  of  waves  her  own ; 
Venice  the  proud,  the  Regent  of  the  sea, 
Welcomes  in  chains  the  trophies  of  the  free ! 

And  thou,  whose  Eagle's  towering  plume  un- 
furled, 
Once  cast  its  shadow  o'er  a  vassal  world. 
Eternal  city!  round  whose  Curule  throne 
The  lords  of  nations  knelt  in  ages  flown ; 
Thou,  whose  Augustan  years  have  left  to  time 
Immortal  records  of  their  gkmous  prime: 
When  deathless  bards,  thine  olive-shades  among. 
Swelled  the  high  raptures  of  h^oic  song; 
Fair,  fidlen  empress!  raise  thy  languid  bead 
From  the  cold  altars  of  th'  illustpous  dead. 
And  once  again,  with  fond  delight,  survey 
The  proud  n^pmorials  of  thy  noblest  day# 

Lo !  where  thy  sons,  oh  Rome  1  a  godlike  train, 
in  imaged  majesty  return  again! 
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Bud*,  ehieft>iii%  mmuicha,  towel  with  mieti  aa- 

O'ei  s«n«  that  ■brine  thai  lenenble  dnit. 
Tboae  foriDs,  Ihoae  featum,  lominaiu  with  Hml, 
Still  o'a  th;  children  Mem  to  clBim  control ; 
With  awrul  gnue-ureil  the  pilgiim'B  glance. 
Bind  hia  rapt  aoul  in  eleraling  trance, 
And  bid  the  put,  to- fane j'e  udeQt  eyoi. 
From  time'*  dim  lepuJcliTe  in  glory  riv. 

Soula  of  the  loft;  1  whole  undying  nimee, 
itoOH  the  young  bowin  etill  to  noblest  aim* ; 
Ob  t  with  your  inwgM  could  fate  restore 
Yoaiown  high  epiril  to  your  eoaa  oncenwrei 
Patriot*  and  heron  I  could  thoae  flame*  return, 
That  bade  your  beatti  with  &e«dom'a  ardour*  bum; 
Then  from  the  lacnd  ashes  of  the  first, 
Might  a  new  Rome  in  pbomii^grandeuT  bunti 
With  one  bright  glance  dispe]  lb'  horizon'*  glooni, 
With  one  loud  call  wake  Empire  from  the  tomb ; 
Bind  ronnd  her  brow*  her  own  triumphal  crown, 
Uft  her  dread  JEgit  with  majestic  frown, 
Unchain  her  Eagle's  wing,  and  guide  bis  flight, 
To  bilhe  its  pluznage  in  the  fount  of  light. 

Vain  dieam  1  degraded  Romel  thy  noon  is  o'er 
Oltce  lost,  thy  sfarit  ahall  revive  no  mors. 
It  sleeps  with  those,  the  Bons  of  other  days. 
Who  fixed  on  thee  the  world'*  adoring  gaie ; 
ThoTC,  blest  to  live,  while  yet  Ihy  star  wa*  high, 
More  blest,  ere  darkness  quenrhed  its  beam,  Id  die 

Vet,  though  thy  faithless  tutelary  powers, 
Have  fled  thy  shrines,  left  desolate  thy  towen, 
Stia,  still  to  tbeeiball  nation*  bend  their  way, 
Revered  in  ruin,  sorerdgn  in  decay  I 
Ohl  what  can  realms,  in  fame's  fhll  lenilb,  boast, 
To  match  the  relics  of  thy  ^lendour  lost  I 
By  Tiber's  vstes,  on  each  iliuitriou*  hill. 
Genius  and  Taste  shall  kiTO  lo  wander  still, 
For  there  has  Art  lunived  an  empire'a  doom. 
And  reared  herthroiM  o'er Latium'ilrophied  tomb; 
She  from  the  dust  recalls  the  brave  and  free, 
Peopling  each  scene  with  being*  worthy  thee  I 

Ohl  ne'er  again  may  War,  with  Ughtning4trok( 
Rend  its  last  honours  from  the  shattered  oak  I 
Long  be  thoae  works,  revered  by  ages,  thine. 
To  lend  one  triumph  lo  thy  dim  decline. 
Bright  with  stein  be«uty,  breathing  wrathfiil 
Gie 
In  all  the  grandeur  of  ceteatial  ire, 
Once  more  thine  own,  th'  immortal  Archer's  form, 
SbedsradiancerDOnd,wiIh  more  than  Being  warm! 
Oh !  who  could  view,  nor  deem  that  perfect  frame, 
A  living  temple  of  ethereal  fiajnel 
Lord  of  the  day-*tM  I  how  may  words  portray 
Of  thy  chaale  glory  one  reflected  rayl 
Whate'er  the  soul  could  dream,  the  hand  coold 

Of  regal  dignity,  and  heavenly  grace ; 
Each  punr  effluence  of  the  fak  and  bright, 
Whose  Glful  gleam*  have  broke  oa  mortal  eight : 


Bach'bold  idea,  borrowed  from  the  sky. 
To  vest  th' embodied  form  ofdcdly; 
All,  all  in  thee  etmobled  and  relined, 
Breathe  and  enchant,  tranacendantly  comluall 
ofEljnum!  years  and  ages  gotie 
Fe  bowed,  in  speechless  homage,  at  thy  IhtDna, 
And  days  uibbm,  and  natioas  yet  lo.be, 
ShaD  gaie,  absorbed  in  ecstacy,  on  thee  t 
And  thou,  triumphant  wreck,(I)  e'en  jtt  Rfc- 

Di*puted  trophy,  claimed  by  Art  and  T^at, 
Hail  to  that  *cene  again,  where  Geniu*  esogbt 
From  thee  ils  fervours  of  diviner  thought !  - 
Where  he,  th'  inspired  one,  whose  gigantic  god 
Lived  in  Bome  sphere,  to  him  alone  assigned; 
Who  from  the  past,  the  fiiture,  and  tb'  iiiwwi. 
Could  call  up  forms  of  qiih«  than  eaithly  miia; 
Unrivalled  Angela,  on  thee  would  gue, 
Till  hia  full  aoul  imbibed  perfection'*  blanl 
And  who  but  he,  that  Prince  of  Ait,  migiitibt 
Thy  Bovereign  greatness  view  without  deapur^ 
Emblem  of  Rome]  from  power's  meridian  horitd 
Yet  claiming  stilt  the  homage  of  the  world. 
What  had*t  than  been,  ere  baibaroQS  hand*  i^ 
fkeed 
The  work  of  wonder,  idolized  by  Ustel 
Oh  I  worthy  still  of  soma  dirine  abode. 
Mould  of  a  conqoerer  1(3)  ruin  of  a  god ! 
Slill,  like  aome  brokm  gem,  whoan  qncaehiM 

Prom  each  bright  fragment  pours  its  vital  tOtut, 
'Ti*  thine,  by  fate  unconquered,  to  diqwuB 
From  every  part;  some  ny  of  eicellence ! 
E'en  yet,  informed  with  ewence  from  on  U^ 
Thine  is  no  trace  of  frail  mortahty  I 
Within  that  frame  a  purer  being  gkiwa, 
Through  viewleM  vdna  a  brighter  cnrnnt  &)•■; 
Filled  with  immortal  life  each  muscle  s»*ll*, 
la  every  line  *upema]  grandeur  dwells. 

Consununate  work  !  the  noblest  and  tb*  tat, 
Of  Grecian  F>eedoni,(3)  ere  her  reign  wa*  part. 
Nurse  of  the  mighty,  she,  while  lingning  atit 
Her  mantle  flowed  o'er  many  a  rliinir  hiU, 
~  '  vtnce  its  parting  aconta  bnathsd, 

A  Hero'*  image  lo  the  world  bequeathed ; 
~        '  led  in  thee  th'  imperiahable  ray, 
Of  high-aouled  Genius,  foatered  by  her  *way, 
And  bade  ikee  teach,  to  ages  yet  unborn, 
What  lofty  dream*  were  her* — who  never  ihall  R- 

Aad  mark  yon  group,  tranafiied  with  many* 
throe, 
Sealed  with  the  inuge  of  eternal  wo : 
With  fearful  truth,  terrific  power,  eipnal, 
Thy  pangs,  Laocoon,  «gaiuie  the  brea*!, 
And  the  Mem  combat  picture  to  m«iiHnJ, 
Of  niBering  nature,  and  enduring  mind. 
Ob,  mighty  confiict!  though  hi*  painaintsDB 
'  Diitend  each  nerve,  anddaitlhimigh  eveiyanMCi 
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ced  on  him,  his  children's  suppliant  eyes 
i  aid  avenging  fate  denies ; 
ith  the  giant-snake  in  fruitless  strife, 
ry  muscle  with  convulsive  life, 
h  limb  Ebustence  writhes,  enrolled 
«ad  circles  of  the  venomed  fold ;  • 
>ng  spirit  lives — and  not  a  cry 
hb  might  of  Nature's  agony! 
wed  brow  onconquered  soul  reveals, 
it  eye  to  angry  Heaven  appeals, 
^ling  bosom  concentrates  its  breath, 
one  moan  to  torture  or  to  death  !(4) 
t  triumph  of  intrepid  Art ! 
ihless  horror  to  congeal  the  heart, 
ach  pulse,  and  dart  through  every  vein 
of  fear,  keen  sympathies  of  pain ; 
he  spirit  how  its  lofty  power 
the  pangs  of  fate's  severest  hour, 
m  such  conflicts,  and  enraptured  gaze 
where  Painting  all  her  skill  displays: 
),  by  coburing  drest  in  richer  dyes, 
twed  sunshine,  more  unclouded  skies ; 
of  bliss,  to  dying  Martjrrs  given, 
I  Seraphs  robed  in  beams  of  heaven, 
ereign  Masters  of  the  Pencil's  might, 
r  shadow,  and  its  blaze  of  light, 
bold  thought,  disdaining  every  bound, 
le  worlus  above,  below,  around, 
'  Italy!  who  stand  alone, 
iroached,  'midst  regions  all  your  own; 
les,  what  beings  blest  your  favoured 

and,  unutterably  bright ! 
it  gjpmtB  I  your  exulting  eye 

the  noontide  of  eternity, 
mtired,  undaunted,  uncontrolled 

Fancy  trembles  to  behold. 
1  your  view  such  forms  their  splendour 

I,    • 

1  Prophet-bards  in  ages  fled : 

to  trace,  no  hand  but  yours  might  dare, 

lime,  or  exquisitely  fkir, 

the  walls  your  magic  skill  arrayed, 

ich  sunshine,  gleam  through  melting 

;ht  grace,  in  awful  greatness  tower, 

le  and  move,  the  records  of  your  power. 

Heaven !  what  heightened  pomp  ye  cast, 

)  deathless  trophies  of  the  past ! 

ly  a  marble  fane  and  classic  dome, 

itill  the  majesty  of  Rome; 

ny  a  work  that  bids  the  world  believe 

aan  Art  could  image  and  achieve ; 

itive  minds,  your  visions  throw 

tened  warmth,  and  Beauty's  mellowest 

the  mom's  bright  beams  and  mantling 

ch  lustre  of  Ausonian  skies. 


Or  evening  soga  illume,  with  purple  smile, 
The  Parian  altar,  and  the  pillared  aisle, 
Then  as  the  full,  or  softened  radiance  fells, 
On  Angel-gFoups  that  hover  o'er  the  walls. 
Well  may  those  Temples,  where  your  hand  has 

shed 
Light  o'er  the  tomb,  existence  round  the  dead, 
Seem  like  some  world,  so  perfect  and  so  fair. 
That  nought  of  earth  should  find  admittance  there, 
Some  sphere,  where  Beings,  to  mankind  unknown. 
Dwell  in  the  brightness  of  their  pomp,  alone ! 

Hence,  ye  vain  fictions,  fancy's  erring  theme, 
Qoda  of  illusion !  phantoms  of  a  dream ! 
Frail,  powerless  idols  of  departed  time. 
Fables  of  song,  delusive,  though  sublime ! 
To  loftier  tasks  has  Roman  Art  assigned 
Her  matchless  pencil,  and  her  mighty  mind ! 
From  brighter  streams  her  vast  ideas  flowed, 
With  purer  fire  her  ardent  spirit  glowed. 
To  her  't  was  given  in  fancy  to  expbiti 
The  land  of  miracles,  the  holiest  shore ; 
That  realm  where  first  the  light  of  Ufe  was  sent, 
The  loved,  the  punished,  of  th'  Omnipotent ! 
O'er  Judah's  hills  her  thoughts  inspired  would 

stray, 
Through  Jordan's  valleys  trace  their  lonely  way, 
By  Siloa's  brook,  or  Almotana's(5)  deep. 
Chained  in  dead  silence,  and  unbroken  sleep; 
Scenes  whose  cleft  rocks,  and  blasted  deserts,  tell 
Where  passed  th'  Eternal,  where  his  anger  fell! 
Where  oh  his  voice  the  words  of  fete  revealed. 
Swelled  in  the  whirlwind,  in  the  thunder  piealed. 
Or  heard  by  prophets  in  some  palmy  vale, 
Breathed  'still  small'  whispers  on  the  midnight 

gale. 
There  dwelt  her  spirit — there  her  hand  portrayed, 
'Mid  the  lone  wilderness  or  .cedar-shade, 
Ethereal  forms,  with  awful  missions  firaught. 
Or  Patriarch-seers,  absorbed  in  sacred  thought. 
Bards,  in  high  converse  with  the  world  of  rest, 
Saints  of  the  earth,  and  spirits  of  the  blest 
But  chief  to  Him,  the  Conqueror  of  the  grave. 
Who  lived  to  guide  us,  and  who  died  to  save; 
Him,  at  whose  glance  the  powers  of  evil  fled, 
And  soul  returned  to  animate  the  dead; 
Whom  the  waves  owned — and  sunk  beneath  his 

eye, 
Awed  by  one  accent  of  Divinity; 
To  Him  she  gave  her  meditative  hours, 
Hallowed  her  thoughts,  and  sanctified  her  powers. 
O'er  the  bright  scenes  sublime  repose  she  threw. 
As  all  around  the  GKxlhead's  presence  knew, 
And  robed  the  Holy  One's  benignant  mien 
In  beaming  mercy,  majesty  serene. 
Oh!  mark,  where  Raphael's  pure  and  perfect 

line 
Portrays  that  form  ineffebly  divine  1(6) 
Where  with  transcendant  skill  his  hand  has  shed 
{tifiusive  sunbeams  round  the  Saviour's  head; 
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£Iach  heaven-iUamined  lineament imlmed 
With  all  the  ftilneas  of  heatitade, 
And  traced  the  sainted  groap,  whose  moital  nght 
Sinka  overpowered  hy  that  exceaa  of  light  I 

Que  on  that  scene,  and  own  the  might  of  Art, 
By  truth  inspired  to  elevate  the  heart  1 
To  bid  the  soul  exultingly  possess, 
Of  all  her  powers  a  heightened  conscioasDeaB, 
And  strong  in  hope,  anticipate  the  day. 
The  last  of  life,  the  first  of  freedom's  ray; 
To  realise,  in  some  unclouded  sphere, 
Those  pictured  glories' feebly  imaged  here ! 
Dim,  cold  reflections  firom  her  native  sky, 
Faint  effluence  of  "  the  Day-spring  firom  oa  high !'' 

NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  106,^1.  3. 

The  Belvidere  Torso,  the  favourite  study  of 
Michael  Angelo^  and  of  many  other  distinguished 
artists. 

Note  2,  page  106,  col.  3. 

"Cluoique  cette  statue  d'HercuIe  ait  6te  mal- 
trait6e  et  mutil6e  d'une  manidre  Strange,  se  trou- 
vant  sans  t6te,  sans  bras,  et  sans  jambes,  elle  est 
cependant  encore  un  chef-d'oeuvre  aux  yeux  dee 
connobseurs ;  et  ceux  qui  savent  percer  dans  les 
mystdres  de  I'art,  se  la  representent  dans  toute  sa 
beauts.  L'artiste,  en  voulant  reprSsenter  Hercule^ 
a  form6  un  corps  id6al  au-dessus  de  la  nature. 
*  *  *  Get  Hercule  paroit  done  ici  tel  qu'il  dut  dtre, 
lorsque,  purifi6  par  le  feu  des  foiblessesde  I'huma- 
nitS,  il  obtint  TimmortalitS,  et  prit  place  auprds 
des  dieux.  II  est  repr6aent6  sans  aucun  besoin 
de  nourritore  et  de  reparation  de  forces.  Les 
veines  y  sont  toutes  invisibles." — Winckclmann^ 
HUtoire  dc  PArt  chez  lea  Andens,  torn,  u.  p,  248. 


Note  3,  page  106,  ooLS. 

"Le  ToTBo  d'Hercule  paroit  on  des  doom 
ouvrages  parfaits  que  I'ait  ait  produit  en  Grku, 
avant  la  perte  de  sa  liberty.  Car  apr^  que  k 
Qrhce  fiit  rSduite  en  province  Romaine,  I'hkrtdff 
ne  fait  mention  d'aucun  artiste  c^l^bfs  de  eelto 
natbn,  jusqu'aux  temps  dn  Trimnvint  Roam.^ 
Winckclmann,  Urid.  tom,u.p. 25a 

Note  4,  page  107,  ooL  L 

"  It  is  not,  in  the  same  manner^  in  the  tfOBiaed 
limbs,  or  in  the  convulsed  muscles  of  theLioa»o, 
that  the  secret  grace  of  its  composition  reaidH;  k 
is  in  the  majestic  air  of  the  head,  which  hai  nt 
yielded  to  Bufferings  and  in  the  deep  serenity  (tf 
the  forehead,  which  seems  to  be  still  rapenrto 
all  its  qjfflicttbns,  and  significant  of  a  mind  tfaitcn 
not  be  subdued."— ii//ifon'«  EsMay^  9oLiLf.¥A. 

"  Laocoon  nous  ofire  le  spectacle  de  la  Bitm 
humaine  dans  la  plus  grande  dooleur  dost  die 
smt  susceptible,  sous  I'image  dliomme  qui  tkk 
de  rassembler  centre  elle  toute  la  force  de  hepA. 
Tandis  que  I'excds  de  la  souffirance  enffe  ke  om- 
cles,  ct  tire  violemment  les  nerfs,  le  ooongeii 
montre  sur  le  front  gonfl6 :  la  poitrine  s'liew  tm 
peine  par  la  nScessitS  de  la  lespiraticxQ,  qd  Mt 
egalement  contrainte  par  le  silence  que  la  km  k 
r&me  impose  k  la  douleur  qu'elle  vondroit  itodo. 
♦  ♦  ♦  Son  air  est  plaintif,  et  non  criard.  ♦.♦  ♦  • 
Winekelmann,  Qnd,  torn.  tC  pi  Sli 

Note  5,  page  107,  coL  3. 

Almotana.  The  name  given  by  the  Ante  ^ 
the  Dead  Sea. 

Note  6,  page  107,  ool.  % 

The  Transfiguration,  thought  to  be  so  perfect  i 
specimen  of  art,  that,  in  honour  of  Raphael,  it«* 
carried  befinre  lUs  body  to  the  grave. 
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WMt»  unn  fl^iutovit  Sbttnta. 


anie  n6  m  Tenge  pas  paroe  que  m  oolire 
on,  mail  paioe  que  la  venf^eance  eeule 
tcr  de  aa  Mte  le  poidi  d'infionie  doot  il 
46. — ^11  M  iFenge,  piaree  qo'JL  see  yeux  fl 
'line  iine  base  qui  puiase  paidonner  lea 
et  il  Doorrit  aa  rancune,  paroe  que  a^il  la 
I'^teindie,  il  crnioit  vrtc  elle,  avoir  perdu 
0.  SiaiiONDi. 


vcQta  with  which  the  foUowing  tal»  ii  in- 
i  are  related  in  the  "Htitoria  de  las  Guer- 
ea  de  Granada."  They  occurred  in  the 
Abo  Abdeli  or  Abt^di,  the  last  Moorish 
hat  city,  called  hy  the  Spaniards  El  Bey 
The  conqucat  of  Granada,  by  Ferdinand 
db,  ia  aaid,.by  some  historians,  to  have 
Batly  fadlitat^  by  the  Abenceriragea, 
ifiBdion  was  the  result  of  the  repeated  in- 
ey  had  received  from  the  king  at  the 
n  of  the  Zegris.  One  of  the  most  beau- 
b  of  the  Alhambra  is  pointed  out  as  the 
ben  80  many  of  the  former  celebrated 
re  maMacred;  and  it  still  retains  their 
ing  called  the  "  Sala  de  los  Abencerra- 
lany  of  the  nxMt  interesting  old  Spanish 
elate  to  the  events  of  this  chivalrous  and 
pefiod. 


THE  ABENCERRAGE. 

CANTO  I. 

and  still  are  now  thy  marble  halls, 
frtr  Alhambra!  there  the  feast  is  o'er; 
b  the  murmur  of  thy  fountain-falls, 
the  wild  notes  of  minstrelsy  no  more. 

an  the  voices,  that,  in  years  gone  by, 
mourned,  exulted,  menaced,  through  thy 


thj  pinand  courts  the  grass  waves  high, 
n  uncultured  bloom  thy  fidry  bowers. 

d  then  tlie  flowering  myrtle  Mows, 

igh  laD  aieades  unmarked  the  annheam 


ly  a  dot  of  softened  brOlianee  throws 
elled  wdls,  and  shining 


I  Bdigjbt  Fancy  deem  thy  febrics  lone, 
L  m  flkat,  and  so  wildly  fidr, 
17 


Some  charmed  abode  of  beings  all  unknown. 
Powerful  and  viewioBs,  chiklren  of  the  air. 

For  there  no  footstep  treads  th'  enchanted  ground, 
There  not  a  sound  the  deep  repose  pervades. 

Save  winds  and  founts  diffiising  freshness  round. 
Through  the  light  domes  and  graceful  colon- 
nades. 

Far  other  tones  have  ■weOed  those  oouMs  along, 
In  days  romance  yet  fondly  loves  fo  tiaee; 

The  dash  of  arms,  the  voice  of  dioral  song. 
The  revels,  combats,  of  a  vaniahed  raoe. 

And  yet  awhile,  at  Fancy's  potent  call, 
Shall  rise  that  race,  the  chivalrous,  the  boM  I 

Peopling  once  more  each  fair,  forsaken  hall. 
With  stately  forms,  the  knights  and  chiefs  ci  old. 

— The  sun  declines— upon  Nevada's  height 
There  dwells  a  mellow  flush  of  rosy  light ; 
Each  soaring  pinnacle  of  mountain  snow 
Smiles  in  the  richness  of  that  parting  glow, 
And  Darro's  wave  reflects  each  passing  dye 
That  melts  and  mingles  in  th'  empurpled  sky. 
Fragrance,  exhaled  from  rose  and  citron  bower, 
Blends  with  the  dewy  freshness  of  the  hour: 
Hushed  are  the  winds,  and  Nature  seems  to  sleep 
In  light  and  stillness ;  woo4,  and  tower,  and  steep, 
Are  dyed  with  tinti  of  glory,  only  given 
To  X\^  rich  evening  of  a  southern  heaven ; 
Tints  of  the  sun,  whose  bright  farewell  is  fraught 
With  all  that  art  hath  dreamt,  but  never  caught. 
—Yes,  Nature  aleeps;  but  not  with  her  at  rest 
The  fiery  passions  of  the  human  breast. 
Hark!  from  th'  Alhambra's  towers  what  etcrmy 

sound. 
Each  moment  deepening,  vrildly  sweUs  around ! 
Those  are  no  tumults  of  a  festal  throng, 
Not  the  light  zambra,(l)  nor  the  choral  song : 
The  combat  rages — 't  is  the  shout  of  war, 
'Tis  the  loud  clash  of  shield  and  scymetar. 
Within  the  hall  of  Lions,(2)  where  the  rays 
Of  eve,  yet  lingering,  on  the  fountain  blaze ; 
There,  girt  and  guarded  by  his  Zegri  bands. 
And  stem  in  wrath,  the  Moorish  monarch  stands ; 
There  the  strife  centres— swords  around  him  wave; 
There  bleed  the  fallen,  there  contend  the  brave, 
While  echoing  doipes  return  the  battle-cry, 
^'^Revenge  and  freedom !  let  the  tyrant  die !". 
And  onward  rushing,  and  prevailing  still. 
Court,  1]^,  and  tower  the  fierce  avengers  fill 

But  first  and  bravest  of  that  gallant  train, 
Where  foes  are  mightiest,  charging  ne'er  in  vain ; 


i 
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'  In  hk  led  huid  the  vbn  glinciiig  bllghl, 
Un  daA  Bje  fluhing  wilh  m  fiercer  light, 
Aident,  DDtind,  acaire  conMUUi  tbiC  he  bl«da, 
Bu  dbeD-Zarnhj(3)  there  yanng  Htmet  leub; 
While  gwdk  hi<  voice  that  wiM  ucluni  on  high, 
"  fie*enge  and  fiHidom  !  let  the  tjntnt  die  I" 

Ya,  Ince  (he  Ibotnepa  oTlhe  inrrior'*  wnlh, 
B;  hebi  mm)  mneict  ebKNered  in  hit  path; 
And  by  the  thiekcct  hurwt  of  the  iliin, 
And  b;  the  muble'i  deepnt  citnaon  itun  : 
Seueh  through  the  eerried  Gght,  nbera  loiideel 

FrDm  triumfJi,  eneuuh,  or  despNr  uim  ; 
And  brigfateet  where  the  gbinving  Uehioiu  glue, 
And  irbere  the  grtMinJ  i*  reddeat — be  ii  there. 
Yee,  thdt  Toung  nun,  wnidM  the  Zegri  boit, 
Hath  w^  avenged  a  ore,  a  bnlber;  loaL 
They  petiahed — not  u  benia  ahoold  have  died, 
On  tlH  red  fidd  in  Tietory'a  boor  of  pride, 
In  an  the  glow  and  •mMhine  at  their  &me. 
And  pnndlj  muling  aa  the  death-pang  came : 
CHll  had  tlw;  fiiuexpiied,  «  wanior'a  teat 
Had  Bowed,  ahnoat  m  triumph,  o'er  their  bder. 
For  UiDi  alone  the  brave  ahoDld  weep  for  thoae, 
Who  brifbtlj  paia  in  glory  to  repoae. 
—Not  Mch  theii  fate — a  tyrant's  item  ecounand 
Doomed  them  to  fall  by  aonM  ignoble  hand, 
Ai^  with  the  flower  of  all  theic  high-born  race, 
SmnmoTwd  Abdallah'e  inyal  feaat  to  grace, 
Fearicea  In  heart,  no  dream  of  danger  nigh, 
They  Boaght  the  banqnel'a  gilded  ball — to  die. 
Betrayed,  onanned,  they  fr II — the  fountain  wave 
Flawed  crinmin  with  the  life-blood  of  the  brave, 
Till  br  the  feufnl  tiding)  of  tbeii  bte 
Through  the  wide  dty  mng  from  gate  to  gale, 
And  of  that  Eneage  each  iurnring  taa 
BiHbed  to  the  ksiw  whan  vengeance  might  be 

For  lUa  yoong  Hamet  minglea.in  the  Mrift, 
IiBllrtT  of  battle,  prodigal  of  life. 
Urging  Ida  fcUowen,  till  their  fiiee,  bcaet, 
Stand  Gunt  and  breatUeei,  but  nndaunted  yet. 
Bran  Abea-Zarrah*,  on  I  one  eSort  more, 
Yoor*  ii  the  trhmph,  and  the  conflict  o'er. 

But  lo  t  discendlng  o'er  the  darkened  hall, 
The  twUighl  ibadowi  faat  and  deeply  fall, 
Nor  yet  the  tfrife  hath  ceaaed— though  acMce  they 

Thnragh  that  tfaickgloom.thebtolbeTfTom  the  tie; 
Till  the  mooa  raea  with  ber  clovdleM  ray, 
The  peaceful  moon,  and  giiea  them  light  lo  day. 
Wtiare  ImkM  Abdallahl— 'midx  hia  yieUbigtnin 
'■■'r  "efc  the  guilty  monarch,  but  in  Tain ; 
^  ""  tot  niunbned  with  the  valiant  dead, 
HiicAvi^pj^^^  round  lum  have  not  vainly  bkd ; 
7^'^*a  the  tiriJJghl  ipwad  her  ahadowy  ™B, 
j^^   UMwmrriutifcundeaoh  effort  fcii, 

%A  .  .       .t ..  _     m  ibU  la  danget  tree ; 


«t«:^ 


He  pawtd  th'  Altuunbva'acabn  aod  lovdy  tuau^  . 
Wherealeptlheglietemi^ba'vtaaDdlbUedlena  L 
In  dew  and  ilariight — tbeni,  bona  grst  and  oavl  > 
Guahed  In  wild  muak  many  ■  ipaiUinf  wavi;  k 
There,oneachbReie,thebreaXfa(iffn^paae(Mi,  L 
And  all  waa  freahMn,  beaoty,  and  nfea.  ^ 

But  Ihog,  dark  monarch ;  m  thy  boai  iaf»  j*. 
SlMma  that,  ooee  rooaed,  aball  Deeer  dap  ■f*''^  to 
Oh  I  vainly  bright  ia  Nature  in  the  oona  ^ 

Of  him  who  fliea  ftom  lenoT  or  reoMml  ;_ 

A  april  ia  loond  him  which  obecoTes  ber  UMti,  ^ 
And  Amaherakiea'with  ahadowa  of  thetaab;  ^ 
Thaie  amilea  no  Paradiee  on  earth  ao  &ir, 
But  guilt  will  raiae  avenging  phanbana  thoe.  i^ 
Abdallah  heedi  not  though  the  fight  gala  nwa  ■ 
Fraught  with  rich  odour,  ilirienfrcHn  onut^giuN^  « 
HeyanottheaoundiiDniwoodand  bnxAthtftBii  « 
Wild  notes  erf'  Nature's  veaper  mekdiM ;  m 

Mark*  not,  bow  lovely,  on  the  maanlamh  ImI, 
Moonlight  and  (now  tbdr  "™gB'^  hal 
But  uigea  onward,  tiD  hia  weaiy  band, 
Wom  with  thnr  toil,  ■  momentfa  poae  dBMad 
fie  itopi,  and  turning,  on  Qnnada'a  luw 
In  ailence  gaiing,  fixed  awhile  TRDBini; 
In  rtem,  deep  ailence — o'er  his  feveiiit  brow. 
And  burning  cbe^,  pure  hrnrna  fierijy  Usw, 
But  wall,  in  fitfiil  mmtonn,  fium  afar. 
Sounds,  indistinctly  fearfhl, — as  of  war. 
What  nwteor  borala,  with  sudden  blaai,  ea  Kglt 
O'er  the  blue  cleamea  of  the  starry  Ayl 
Awfiil  i)  riaea  tilu  sooie  Oenie-larm, 
8e«i  'midst  the  redness  of  the  desen  Mn^t) 
Magnificently  dread — abore,  below. 
Spreads  the  wild  fplendoor  d  its  dec^wnlng gI<Kt 
I'D  I  tma  Ih'  Alhambra's  toweri  the  litid  fUM 
Streama  trough  theatill  tnuisparcttcetf  tlaori 
Avenging  crowds  h'sTe  bt  the  migh^  pyie. 
Which  leeds  that  waving  pyramid  at  fin; 
And  dome  and  minaret,  river,  wood,  and  Mgkl| 
FiDui  dim  perspective  start  to  ruddy  light. 

Oh  Heaven  !  the  anguiah  of  AbdaBah's  ttd, 
The  nge,  though  frmtleas,  yet  beyond  ooaliedl 
Yet  must  he  eeaae  to  gan^  and  raving  fly. 
For  nis— such  life  oa  makes  it  bhss  to  d^l 
On  yon  green  height,  the  moaqne,  but  half  rvnsM 
Through  eypreaa-grovea,  a  safe  retreat  m^  psU 
Thither  lus  steps  are  bent — yet  oft  he  tuns, 
Watching  that  tearful  bekcon  as  it  bunM. 
BM  paler  grow  the  unking  flams  at  hat. 
Flickering  they  bde,tbarcrinMoal^«FMl,     •■ 
And  spsry  v^ioura,  lUng  o'er  the  sossh^  )_ 

Mark  where  the  tsmn  of  tlutr  wrath  bai*  b*  ^ 
And  DOW  his  feel  ha*e  reached  that  iissfj  jB^     p 
Where  giirf  and  termr  may  itpcat  awMs;         ■ 
Embowered  it  stands,  ■midst  wood  an]  cMTssiU^ 
Throa^  the  gray 
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16  wcfne  wheie^every  care  shoold  ceaae, 
rzeept  the  heart  he  bring*— is  peace. 
I  deep  fltillneas  in  thoee  halls  of  state, 
)  loud  cries  oi  conflict  rang  so  late ; 
ke  that,  when  fierce  the  Kamsin's  blast 
the  dwellings  of  the  desert  pesBed.(6) 
)  cafan — nor  Toice,  nor  step,  nor  breath, 
lat  scene  of  beauty  and  of  death : 
lied  roofii  reecho  not  a  sound, 
ihi  gvsh  of  waters-^mnrmaring  round, 
s  meMies  of  plaintive  tone, 
JuLBibers  peopled  by  the  dead  alone. 
osaic  floors,  with  carnage  red, 
i  and  shield,  and  cloven  helm  are  spread 
I  firagments — glittering  to  the  light 
I  noon,  whose  rays,  yet  softly  bright, 
loiing  lustre  tremulously  shed, 
,  in  placid' beauty,  o'er  the  dead: 
ee,  where  the  fiery  spirits  trace, 
itself  is  powerless  to  efface, 
who,  flushed  with  sfdent  youth,  awoke, 
vii^  mom  in  bloom  and  radiance  brokte, 
t  how  liear  the  dark  and  finoaBed  sleep, 
\n  not  GHory  eall,  nor  Anguish  weep, 
■lent  house,  the  narrovi;  spot, 
ff|getftilnesB    and  soon  fiirgot. 
rly  ftde  the  stars— the  night  is  o'er— 
m  oa  those  who  hail  her  light  no  more; 
I,  who  ne'er  shall  wake  on  earth  again, 
who  called   the  loted,  the   lost,  in 

the  day— oh!  not  ibr  mortal  tear 
re  deviate  firom  her  calm  career, 
earth  less  laughing  oi^  less  fidr, 
reaking  hearts  her  gladness  may  not 

dd  urn  the  beam  6f  summer  gbws, 
of  blood  the  zephyr  freshly  blows ; 
MS  the  sun,  though  all  be  dark  below, 
arch  rk?^l*MM  o'er  a  world  of  wo, 
rs  renewed  in  spring's  green  pathway 

• 

nace  the  ban<}uet  and  the  tomb. 

Gkanada's  walb  the  funeral  rite 

at  day  of  loreUness  and  light; 

a  chief,  with  dirges  and  with.teari, 

I  to  the  brave  of  other  yean: 

Bt,  as  beneath  the  cypress  shade 

red  brother  and  his  sire  are  laid, 

f  deep  resohe,  and  burning  thmight 

vengeance,  e'en  to  passion  wrought; 

boor  afiur— and  he  must  brcxxl 

dark  dreams  awhile  in  solitude. 

si  rage  are  hushed — another  day 

waaaatj  hath  passed  away, 

ip  sfaimber  of  exhausted  wrath, 

that  Ibllows  in  the  tempest's  path. 

w  Abdailah  leaves  yon  peaceful  fane, 

id  ci^  tcavenlDg  agaiOb 


No  sound  of  gladness  his  ^iproach  precedei^ 
No8plendi4  pageant  the  procession  leads ; 
Where'er  he  moves  the  siksnt  streets  along, 
Bnxxls  a  stem  quiet  o'er  the  sullen  throng} 
No  voice  is  heard — but  in  each  altered  eye, 
Once  brightly  beaming  when  his  steps  were  nigh| 
And  in  each  look  of  those  whose  k>ve  hath  fled 
From  all  on  earth  to  slumber  with  the  dead, 
Those,  by  his  guilt  made  desolate,  and  thrown 
On  the  Ueak  wildemcas  of  life  alone, 
111  youth's  quick  glance  of  scarce  dissembled  rage, 
And  the  pale  mien  of  calmly-moumliil  age, 
May  well  be  read  a  dark  and  fearful  tale 
Of  thought  that  ill  th'  indignant  heaii  can  veil, 
And  passion,  like  the  hushed  volcano's  power, 
That  wait!  in  stillness  its  appointed  hour. 

No  more  the  chunon,  firom  (Granada's  walis 
Heard  o'er  the  Vega,  to  the  tourney  calls; 
No  more  her  graceful  daughters,  throned  on  high, 
Bend  o'er  the  lists  the  darkly  radiant  eye; 
Silence  and  gloom  her  palaces  o'erspread, 
And  song  b  hushed,  and  pageantry  is  fied. 
— Weep,  fated  dty  I  o'er  thy  heroes  weep— ' 
Low  in  the  dust  the  sons  of  gkny  sleep; 
Furled  are  their  banners  in  the  lonely  hall, 
Their  trophied  shields  hang  moukkring  on  tht 

wall, 
Wildly  their  chaigen  range  the  pastures  o'er, 
Their  voice  in  battle  shall  be  heard  no  more ; 
And  they,  who  still  thy  tyrant's  v^rath  survive^ 
Whom  he  hath  wronged  too  deeply  to  forgive^ 
Thai  race,  of  lineage  high,  of  worth  appibved. 
The  chivalrous,  the  princely,  the  beloved ; 
Thine  Aben-Zurrah»— they  no  more  shall  wieM 
In  thy  proud  cause  the  conquering  lance  and 

shield : 
Condemned  to  bid  the  cherished  scenes  farewell 
Where  the  loved  ashes  of  their  fathen  dwett, 
And  far  o'er  fbreign  plains,  as  exiles,  roam. 
Their  land  the  desert,  and  the  grave  their  horns. 
Yet  there  is  one  shall  see  that  race  depart, 
In  deep,  though  silent,  agony  of  heart ; 
One  whose  dark  fate  must  be  to  moum  alone, 
Unseen  her  sorrows,  and  their  cause  unknown, 
And  veil  her  heart,  and  teach  her  cheek  to  wear 
That  smile,  in  which  the  spirit  hath  no  share; 
Like  the  bright  beams  that  shed  their  finiitleas 

gkiw 
O'er  the  cold  solitude  of  Alpine  -snow. 

Soft,  fresh,  and  sil«iit,  i#i|ie  midnight  hour, 
And  the  young  Zajrda  seeks  Ver  lonely  bower; 
That  Zegri  maid,  within  whose  gentle  mind 
One  name  is  deeply,  secretly  enshrined. 
That  name  in  vain  st^m  Reason  would  efiace, 
Hamett  'tis  thine,  thou  foe  to  all  her  race! 


And  yet  not  hers  in  bitterness  to  prove 
The  sleepless  pangs  of  unrequited  k>ve; 
Pangs,  whkh  the  rose  of  wasted  youth  consume 
And  make  the  heart  of  aU  delight  the  tomb, 
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Cback  tlw  (Kb  ipirit  in  ib  eigle-fltgh^ 
AndtlM  quing-DKini  oTearl?  ginitii  l^ight; 
Ifol  foch  bw  gricF— dwDgb  now  ihs  wake*  t 

While  leulea  eyca  enjoy  tbs  hofiey-tlews  of 

A  atep  tiHdi  Kghtlj  Ihioogb  tbs  dtranihade, 
Lightly  bnt  by  the  niiding  lesie*  harmyed — 
Dolh  ber  young  bcro  Kk  th&t  well  kaowD  ipot, 
Scena  of  put  boun  th*t  ne'n  nwy  be  fbrgotl 
'Th  be— bat  dungni  tbat  eye  wha»  glue*  dT 
fin 

Conld,  like  k  nmbeun,  bepe  uid  joy  inapin, 
At,  lundnooa  with  yoath,  with  udonr  fruighl, 
Itlpc^  of  gkny  to  the  iiin«t  thought; 
Thence  the  bright  epirif  ■  eloquencs  hath  fed, 
And  m  iti  wild  eiprr^nn  ouj  be  leed 
Stem  tbonghti  and  Beroe  teaolnB— now  njled  In 

And  DOW  in  eharaden  of  flie  portrayed. 
Changed  e'n  hie  ytiea    n  Ihua  ita  moamftj  loae 
Wakea  in  her  heart  each  fteling  of  hi*  own. 

"  Ziyda,  my  doom  ia  fixed — aDOtbar  day, 
And  tbe  wronged  exile  aball  be  bi  away; 
Fai  fiom  Iha  acene*  where  atiit  bia  heart  mnat  be, 
Bb  borne  of  yoBth,  and,  mat*  than  all — &oin 

thee. 
M  t  what  a  dood  hath  galberad  o'er  my  M, 
Binee  laat  ne  met  on  thia  fiur  tnuiquil  apoti 
Loral;  aa  then,  the  aoA  and  nlent  boor,  - 
And  not  a  rAee  hath  fiwM  &iim  thy  bower; 
But  I— my  bopca  the  teiDpeat  hath  o'erthtown, 
And  changed  my  heart,  lo  all  bat  thee  alone. 
Farewell,  high  thonghlB  I  lna[nring  hopes  of  praiai^ 
Henrie  viaiima  of  my  eariy  dayal 
In  me  the  glotiea  of  my  noe  miut  end, 
The  exile  hath  no  axuttry  to  defend  I 
E'en  in  lih'a  rnnii,  my  dreaina  of  priila  are  o'er, 
Youth'a  buoyant  ipiril  wikce  liir  ma  no  more, 
And  one  wild  feeling  in  my  ihemi  breaM 
Broodi  daiUy  c/et  the  rufaH  of  the  lert. 
Yet  fear  not  thon—to  lh«,  in  good  or  til, 
The  heart,  ao  atemly  tried,  ia  feithfiil  MiH  t  - 
But  when  my  ilepa  aie  diatant,  and  my  name 
Thou  bear'at  no  longer  in  the  aong  of  Ainte, 
When  Time  aleala  on,  in  eilence  to  eflaoe 
Of  tally  lore  each  pure  and  lacred  trace, 
Caoaing  our  nrrowa  and  onr  hopea  to  eeam 
But  aa  the  moonli^t  [ocluiBi  of  a  dream. 
Still  aball  thy-  Bool  be  with  me,  in  the  troth 
And  an  the  ftrror  of  afiedton'a  yonth  1 
— If  nich  thj  lore,  one  beam  of  hee*en  ahall  play 
Id  lonely  beauty,  o'er  thy  wanderer'a  way." 

"  Aak  not,  if  aoch  my  Ion )  oh !  tniat  the  minil 
To  grief  ao  long,  ■>  niently  leaigned  I 
Let  the  hgfat  apirit,  ne'er  by  aomxw  taught 
The  pDie  and  kifty  oonataney  of  thonght, 
Ita  fleeting  (riala  eager  to  forget. 
Bin  with  eUftie  pnrai  oVr  ewb  it«M  I 


Fcatertd  in  teara,  mtr  yoong  afloetiaD  grew, 
And  I  hate  learned  le  lufler  and  be  tifae. 
Deem  not  my  lore  a  frail  epbemeral  flower, 
Nuned  by  aofl  aunahineand  IIhi  balmy  abomil 
No!  'lis  the  obild  of  lempests,  and  dcfiea, 
And  meets  uiKhinged,  the  anger  of  the  ikint 
Too  well  1  feel,  with  grief 'a  prophetic  bear^ 
That  ne'er  lo  meet  in  happlM  daya,  w«  pait 

Wo  parti  andelsn 

When  Lore  fiial  feats  hie  on 


Shall  non  lo  Mnnery'a  fixed  and  laarfal «;« 
Seem  almost  h^ipinaaa — far  then  arertai^t 
Yaa!  when  thia  heart  in  solitude  ahail  bind, 
Aa  daya  to  daya  all  wearily  aueofeed. 

When  doomed  lo  weep  in  lafwlinea,  twin  ka  ^ 

Almoat  hke  rapture  lo  hare  weiit  with  tbte^  ■ 

"  But  thou,  my  Hamel,  thwi  nnal  yet  tarta*  m 

AIT^hat  of  Joy  my  blighted  kit  era  know,  - 

Oh  1  be  thim  atill  the  bigkeouled  and  tk  Ibib,  , 

To  whom  mj  fin^Mid  fcodrat  towb  I  grt,  ,. 
In  thy  proud  feme'a  notamjahad  baaoty  all 
The  loi^  Tinona  of  my  youth  ftHfil, 

So  ahall  it  aoMk  me  'midat  my  hean'adaapata,  i. 

To  hold  undimmad  ofw  glorioia  im^  imif  la 

"  Zayda,  my  best-betorad  I  my  wnda  He  mI^  'im 

Too  aoon,  thy  bright  illonMia  most  dii^i  h 

Yet  moat  my  aoul  to  thee  mmakd  be  ifaaw^  )■ 

And  all  its  dream*  and  all  ita  paaaama  kaowa!  im 

Than  shall  not  be  deceived — (or  pure  as  baaim  i^ 

Ii  thy  young  loie,  in  laith  and  fervour  gin*.  'm 

1  aaid  my  baaR  was  changed — and  woold  Ikf  ba 


Explore  the  rain.by  thy  Undnd  wiuaghl, 
In  Skaej  trace  tbs  land  wtuae  towati  and  bm^     r 
Cruabfld  by  the  earthquake,  Mrew  its  langil    j 
plains, 

1  soch  thai  heart— where  deaolalHo'a  iMsd 
Hath  blighted  all  that  once  wsMbiroagiaWl 
lul  Vengeance,  fixed  upon  ber  burning  tbios^ 
lita  'midst  the  wreck  in  nlenca  at^  akoa^ 
Lnd  I,  in  item  deration  at  bet  shrine 
Each  softer  feding,  bot  my  love,  nagn. 
— Ytal  they  whose  B[»ril»  all  my  tboaghtaiuMlial, 
Who  held  dread  eonverae  with  my  tbriHii^aerii 
They,  the  betrayed,  the  aaoifioed,  the  liaaa, 
Who  fill  a  blDDd-ataiDcd  and  unlimdy  gma^ 
Must  beanngedl  and  pity  and  reouass, 

!m  eanaa,  are  bwiiahed  frtan  myeaW' 
Zayda,  than  trembhat—and  thy  gsntls  breast 
Shrinks  ftom  the  paaaona  that  destroy  By  W; 
Yel  ahall  thy  Ibrm,  in  many  a  atormy  bosr, 
Paaa  brightly  o'a  my  soul  with  softam^  psair, 
And,  oft  rscaUed,  thy  loses  btguile  my  IM, 
'  "  eaonMaweel  lay,  onn  heard,  am]  ne'er  bpt 
But  the  night  wanes— Iha  home  loo  awitlT  in 
The  hitler  mmeni  of  browdl  dr«ns  nigh, 
Yet,  lo*<d  DOS  t  we^  not  tbos-ta  joy  ot  paiiS 
Obi  inutthyUaastimshaBiMMifiMl 


i. 


TALES  AND  HISTORIC  SCENES. 


Ill 


ban  nPMl  1*  and  haply  mile  at  last 
I  oloiids  and  eonflicta  of  the  paat 
lir  visioa  teach  thy  thoughts  to  dwell; 
these  mingling  tears  ouf  last  farewell!" 
Noe  hushed,  whose  loved,  expressive  tone, 

0  her  heart,  andyikh  she  weep  alone? 

1  weeps — that  hour  of  parting  o'er — 
dl  the  pang  it  leaves  be  felt  no  morel 
breathes  light,  and  fans  her  bosom  fair, 
{ the  dewy  rose-leaves  o'er  her  hair; 
§aft  her  shall  dwell  reviving  power, 
dew,  soft  bncie,  or  fragrant  flow^, 
ones  mora  that  calm,  seseiie  delight,  - 

s  young  hloom,  which  passion's  breath 
Wight; 

qg  itillness  of  life's  moining  hour, 
m  day-star  bums  in  all  his  power, 
lethimigh  giovesof  deep  luxuriant  shade, 
1  foliage  of  the  south  ahiiyed, 
m  dawns  the  earliest  blush  of  day, 
Jw  vale  of  tombs  his  pensive  way. 
it  scene  where  palm  and  eypross  wavd 
t'er  many  an  Aben^urrah's  grave, 
d  feir — its  freih  and  glittering  leaves, 
youiig  niyitle  then  the  laurel  weaves, 
f  the  dead — nor  wanting  there 
» Ihe  turf,  nor  fragrance  to  the  air, 
•bird's  note,  nor  fell  of  pUintive  stream^ 
ie,  soothing  to  the  mourner's  dream. 
$p  the  chiefs  of  old — their  combats  o'er, 
of  glory  thrills  their  hearts  no  more  I 
yj  them  th'  awakening  clarion  blows ; 
of  wiar  at  length  in  peace  repose. 
1  note  is  in  the  gale  that  ■ghs, 
ood  their  tiophied  sepulchres  arise, 
ts,  and  shades,  and  flowers  of  brightest 

^ 
native  vale,  some  shspherd's  tomb. 

where  the  trees  their  thickest  foliage 

d 

that  silent  valley  of  the  dead, 

fo  feir  pillars  rise,  embowered  and  lone,' 

ith  ivy  dad,  with  moss  o'ergrown, 

amct  knwils  ■  while  thus  his  vows  are 

il  vows  that  consecrate  his  sword, 
of  him,  who  first  within  my  mind 
er  aim,  each  nobler  thought  enshrined, 
bt  my  steps  the  line  of  light  to  trace, 
IS  ghnasos  fethere  of  my  race, 
I  my  voice    for  thine  is  with  me  stil, 
beam  ils  tooes  my  bosom  thrill, 
p  eafan  of  midnight  they  are  Bsar, 
ij  thimifi  they  vibrate  on  my  ear, 

>r— nor  hi  vain  the 


dHJ  tiiniBpli  in  a  hmi's  fell  t 
tee  awn  te  gloty  and  to  feme, 
f  heart  thers  lives  one  only  aim, 


There,  till  th'  oppreswr  for  thy  fate  atone, 
Concentring  every  thought,  it  reigns  alone. 
I  will  not  weep-r-revenge,  not  grief,  must  be, 
And  blood,  not  team,  an  ofi*ering  meet  for  thee; 
But  the  dark  hour  of  slem  delight  will  come, 
And  thou  shalt  triumph,  warrior !  in  thy  tomb. 

"  Thou,  too,  my  brother !  thou  art  passed  away, 
Without  thy  feme,  in  life's  fair  dawning,  day. 
Son  of  the  brave !  of  thee  no  trace  will  shine 
In  the  proud  annals  of  thy  k>fty  line, 
Nor  shall  thy  deeds  be  breathless  in  the  lays 
That  hold  communion  with  the  aiter-days. 
Yet  by  the  wreaths  thou  might'st  have  nobly  won, 
Hadst  thou  but  lived  till  rose  thy  noontide  s^, 
By  glory  lost,  1  swear,  by  hope  betrayed,  • 
Thy  fete  shall  amply,  dearly,  be  repidd ; 
War  with  thy  foes  I  deem  a  holy  strife, 
And  to  avenge  thy  death,  devote  my  life. 

"  Hear  ye  my  vows,  oh  spirits  of  the  shun  I 
Hear  and  be  with  me  on  the  battle  phdnl 
At  noon,  at  midnight  still  around  me  bide, 
Rise  on  my  dreams,  and  tell  me  how  ye  died!" 


CANTO  II. 


-OhI  ben  prowldt  n Cbk^ 


Ch*  iiom  par  ddUU  lasi  Ueio  ooQ  iia. 


Ai/Uri. 


Fair  land !  of  chivalry  the  old  domain, 
Land  of  the  vine  and  oUve,  fovely  Spain  1 
Though  not  for  thee  with  classie  shores  to  tie 
In  charms  that  fix  th'  enthusiast'a  pensive  eye, 
Yet  hast  thou  scenes  of  beauty,  richly  fraught 
With  all  that  Wakes  the  gfow  of-lofty  thoi^ht ; 
Fountains,  and  vales,  and  rocks,  whose  andsnl 


High  deeds  have  raised  to  mingle  with  their  feme. 
Those  scenes  are  peaceful  now:  the  dtiun  hlo«r% 
WiM  spreads  the  myrtle,  where  the  brave  lepoiek 
No  sound  of  battle  swells  on  Dome's  shore, 
And  bannen  wave  on  Ebro's  banks  no  more. 
But  who,  unmoved,  nnawed,  shall,  coldly  tread 
Thy  fields  that  sepukhre  the  mighty  deadi 
Bleat  be  that  soil !  where  England's  heroes  share 
The  grave  of  chiefe,  for  ages  slumbering  theie ; 
Whose  names  aw  glorious  in  romantic  lays, 
The  wild,  sweet  chronicles  of  elder  days. 
By  goatheid  kme,  and  rude  esrrano  sung, 
The  cypress  dells,  and  vin»dad  rocks  anisnf . 
How  oft  thoee  nxks  have  echoed  to  the  tale 
Of  knights  who  fell  in  RonossvalW  vale ; 
Of  him,  renowned  in  old  hcnjio  km. 
First  ofthe  brave,  the  gaUantCampeadof;  . 
Of  those,  the  femed  in  song,  who  proudly  died, 
When  "Rio  Yeide"  rolled  a  crimson  tide  i 
Or  that  high  name,  by  GardbaoHi  might, 
On  the  gisen  V^a  won  in  single  fight<8) 


IH 
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RooDd  tul  Gnnad^  deepening  from  aiu, 
O'er  thii  green  VegB  mo  (he  din  otmi. 
At  mom  or  eve  no  more  the  sunbeura  >hone 
.  0^  a  calm  uene  in  putonJ  bedutj  lone; 
On  helm  and  conlet  tremnlooi  thtjf  glanced, 
On  ahield  and  >peai  in  quiTering  lartn  danced, 
Fai  aa  the  ught  by  clear  Xenil  could  rove, 
Tenta  niae  aronnd,  and  bannera  glamxii  ttbovp, 
And  iteedi  in  goremu  trapping,  armoai  bright 
With  gold,  reflecling  every  tint  of  light. 
And  many  a  floating  plume,  and  bluoned  ahield, 
DiOiued  romantic  aplcndour  o'er  the  Bold. 

There  swell  those  «aunda  that  bid  tbo  tife-bbod 
.    Aut 
Swift  to  the  mantling  cheeh,  and  beating  heart. 
The  clang  of  echoing  ateel,  the  charger'*  neigb, 
The  measuroil  tread  of  hoeta  in  war'a  array; 
And  oh !  that  mimic,  whoab  exulting  breath 
Speaks  but  of  glory  on  the  road  tb  death ; 
In  nhoM  wild  mice  there  dwellg  inspiring  power 
To  wake  the  rtormy  joy  of  danger's  hour. 
To  nerre  the  arm,  the  apirit  to  sUMain,    , 
Rdius  fiom  despondence,  and  support  in  pain ', . 
And,  'midat  the  deepening  tnmulla  of  the  ctrile,- 
Teach  erery  putn  to  thrill  ^tb  more  than  life. 

High  o'er  the  camp,  in  many  a  brmdeied  fold, 
rioatsto  the  windaalandard  rich  with  goM: 
There,  imaged  on  the  erase,  kit  form  appears,    ' 
Who  dnnkfor  man  the  bitter  cap  of  tears  1(9) 
Hit  Arm,  nboee  word  recalled  the  apiril,  Aed, 
Kow  borne  by  hosts  (o  guide  them  o'er  the  dead ', 
O'er  yon  fair  walla  to  [dant  the  croaa  on  high, 
Spain  hath  sent  fbrtti  her  flower  of  cbiTiliy. 
Fired  with  that  ardor,  which,  ia  days  of  yore, 
To  Syrian  plains  the  bcdd  cnUaden  bore ; 
Elate  with  lofty  hope,  with  mHtial  ml, 
They  come,  the  gallant  children  of  Castile; 
TbepiDud,  the  calmly  digniSed: — atid  tilers 
Ebm's  dark  aona  with  haughty  mien  repair. 
And  those  who  guide  the  liery  steed  of  war 
From  yon  rich  pTDnnca  of  the  western  atai.(lO) 
But  tbon,  conspicaons    'midst   ths  jittering 

Stem  grandeur  atampad  upon  thy  princdy  a 
Known  by  (be  Ibteign  gub,  the  rilrery  Tcat, 
The  BDO«-whi(s  charger,  and  ths  uuta  crsst,(Il) 
Young  Aben-Zurrah  I  'midat  that  boat  of  toes, 
Why  shinea  Iky  helm,  thy  Moorish  lance  i   Dia- 

doael 

Why  rise  the  temH  trim*  dwell  thy  kindndliBiti, 
Oh  son  of  Abie,  imdat  the  aona  of  Spain  1 
Hast  tbon  witk  Qmt  (hy  natMiiA  M  emnpii^, 
Aposlata  chiefl  by  hop*  of  ni^eanos  Ar«d  1 
How  alt  thonchiiigsdl  Sdll  fini  in  snuy  fight, 
HamelthaMoOTl  CksUle's  derated  bii^! 
Tbsra  dwefla  a  iery  iHIn  in  thiiw  eye. 
But  Dol  the  ligfat that  sboM  m  days  gooe  by; 
There  is  wild  ankmiin  thy  4osk  and  tens. 
Bat  Qot  the  vnl's  eKpnasion  ooee  thine  own. 


Nor  anght  like  pesos  within.    YAwbaAamf 
What  secTst  (houghls  thine  inmoit  bent  mtj 

No  eye  but  HeaTcti'a  loay  pserea  that  ijniisi^ 

breaM, 
Whose  joya  and  gridNlike  u«  anaxpiaiL 

There  hath  been  oocnb(t  on  the  teottd  pUs; , 
The  Vega's  turf  is  red  with  many  a  etati. 
And  rent  and  trampled,  botuier,  cteat,  ai^  ^M, 
Tell  of  a  fleice  and  wdl.cantasted  fieU ; 
But  all  ia  peaceful  now — thewoCisb^ 
With  the  richsfdender  of  departing  ligk; 
Mulhacen's  peak,  half  to^  amiibt  (Jw  iky, 
Qlowa  like  a  purple  erening-dood  no  hifk, 
And  tints,  that  mock  the  pencil's  art,  a'snpni 
Th'  eternal  snow  that  crowns  VeliU's  b«d/ll) 
While  the  warm  sunaet  o'er  tk  lai^sEapc  ttam 
A  BideDUi  beauty,  and  a  deep  lepoae. 
Closed  are  the  toils  and  tuoulla  oC  (hs  ^, 
And  Haioel  wanders  from  the  camp  sway, 
Id  silent  roufings  rapt  :--the  slaughteml  )nM 
Lie  thickly  strewn  by  Darro'a  rippling  warn 
Soft  Stil  the  dewe--bot  other  drops  haie  djvl 
The  scented  shrubs  that  fringe  the  rinr  Mt, 
Beneath  whose  ahsdc,  as  ebbing  life  leCin^ 
The  wounded  sought  a  ahriter— and  e«fiiad(ll)     . 
Lonely,  and  losi  in  thoughts  of  other  laja. 
By  the  bright  windings  of  the. stieambestf^     l  • 
Till,  more  remote  from  battle's  laiaged  Mcai,        i  ■, 


All  is 


There,  'i 

Whose  mstling  fblis^  wavea  in  ereni^  nd, 
The  harassed  warriof,  yieUiog  to  the  p>wa, 
The  mild,  iweet  influence  of  the  tnoqia]  ksic,      ^ 
Feels,  by  degrees,  a  long-forgotten  cahn  ', 

Shed  o'er  hi>  (nwUedaoul  anwoMed  bate;  i 

His  wrongs,  liiawoes,  his  dark  and  dubioMkl,     f 
Thepast,  the  future,  an  awhile  i(M^;  i 

And  Hope,  souee  owned,  yet  Mealiiv  sW  tii    1 
breaM,  j. 

Halfdares  to  whisper,  "ThoashaltystbsIM^    - 
'  Sacb  hi*  Tsgua  nnoiy 
Bleaks  on  the  deep  and  SI 

A  bw  half-striaed  moan, „_. 

Pl«ni  life  and  death's  canleiKlii^  agau_ 
He  turns.'   Wbo  'shaiM  with  him  that  tetf 
ahadel 
'A  youthful  watrior  on  his  deub-bed  liH 
All  rent  and  stained  his  hMtdered  Moonh  r^ 
The  corselet  shattered  on  hwbliwiling  I— ^  I 
In  his  cold  haitd  the  brokeo  &lc)non  sUbm< 
With  lifB's  UstGme  eoamUTaly  niainedi 
His  plnoMg*  soiled  with  dnst,  with  ciinMa  4*^ 
And  tlie  red  lance,  in  fragnBDls,  by  his  nis; 
He  liea  farsaken — pallawed  on  hk  dudd, 
His  helmet  raised,  his  lineuneataienskkd. 


The  Q^  < 
I        htow; 
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that  Adiiig  eye,  itiU  upfwud  cast, 
lea  of  death  are  gathering  dark  and  fiut. 
on  riring  moon  her  light  serene 
e  pafe-olive's  waving  boughs  between, 
I  can  Hamet's  conscious  heart  retrace, 
changed  thus  fearfoUy,  that  pallid  fiMie, 
ivery  leature  to  his  soul  conveys 
tor  thought  of  long-departed  days. 
is  it  thus>"  he  cries,  "  we  meet  at  lastl 
r  my  soul,  iiT  years  lor  ever  past ! 
e  but  led  me  hither  to  behdd 
dread  struggle,  ere  that  heart  is  cold, 
thy  latest  agonizing  breath,    . 
Hi  vain  pity,  soothe  the  pangs  of  death  1 
se  bear  thee  hence — ^while  life  remains, 
ogh  thus  feebly  circ^g  through  thy  veins, 
iling  balm  thy  sense  may  still  reyiTe,  . 
not  lost, — and  Osmyn  3ret  may  live ! 
t  were  he,  whose  timely  ciQre  should  save 
10  noUe,  e'en  from  glory's  grave." 
i  by  thoso  accents,  from  his  lowly  bed, 
ig  warrior  fiuntly  Ms  his  head; 
net's  mien,  with  vague,  uncertain  gaze, 
itfril  glance  awhile  bewildered  strays; 
Segrees,  a  smile  of  proud  disdain 
p  those  features  late  convulsed  with  pain; 
ing  radiance^flashes  from  his  eye, 
ma  too  pure,  too  lull  of  soul,  to  die ; 
mind's  grandeur  in  its  partingJiour 
xn^hat  brow  with  more  thanwonted  pow- 

ij!"  lie  cries,  in  accents  of  command, 

idly  waves  his  cold  and  trembling  hand, 

te,  hence!  my  soul  shall  soon  be  tne, 

f  it  soars,  disdaining  aid  from  thee:  ' 

for  thee  to  close  tbe  fading  eyes 

rhio.  faithful  to  his  country  dies ; 

hy  hand  to  raise  the  drooping  head 

rbo  sinks  to  rest  on  glory's  bed. 

Jl  these  pangs  be  closed,  this  conflict  o'er» 

Ms  be  mine  where  thou  canst  never  soar : 

existence  with  a  blighted  name, 

¥t  bright  death  which  seals  a  warrior's 

St" 

low  hath  vanished  from  his  cheek — ^his  eye 
It  that  beam  of  parting  energy; 
tnd  fixed  it  seems — his  brow  is  chill ; 
iggte  more, — that  noble  heairt  is  still. 
I  warrior !  were  thy  mortal  throes, 
y  last  pangs,  ere  nature  found  repose, 
en,  move  bitter,  than  tfa'  envenomed  dart 
ng  words  have  left  in  Hamet's  heart! 
igs  were  trannent ;  hia  shall  sleep  no  more 
s  defirious  dream  itself  is  o'er ; 
I  shalt  rest  in  glory,  and  thy  grave 
ore  altar  of  the  patriot  brave, 
it  a  change  that  little  hour  hath  wrooght 
igh  spirit,  and  unbending  thought ! 


Yet,  from  himself  each  keen  regret  to  hide, 
Still  Hamet  struggles  with  indignant  pride ; 
While  his  soul  rises  gathering  all  its  force. 
To  meet  tbe.fearful  conflict  with  remorse. 

T.6  thee,  at  length,  whose  artless  love  hath  been 
His  own,  unc^ianged,  through  many  a  stormy 

scene; 
2^yda!  to  thee  his  heart  for  refuge  ffies; 
Thou  still  art  faithful  to  affection's  ties. 
Yes!  let  the  world  upbraid,  let  foes  contemn, 
Thy  gentle  breast  the  tide  will  firmly  stem; 
And  soon  thy  smile,  and  soft  consoling  voice. 
Shall  bid  his  troubled  soul  again  rejoice. 

Within  Granada's  walls  are  hearts  and  handf, 
Whose  aid  in  secret  Hamet  yet  commands ; 
Nor  hard  the  task,  at  some  propitious  hour, 
To  win  his  silent  way  to  Zayda's,  bower, 
When  night  and  peace  are  brooding  o'er  the  world. 
When  mute  the  darions,  and  the  bannen  furied. 
That  hour  is  come— and  o'er  the  arms  he  bears 
A  wandering  fakir's  garb  the  chieftain  wean: 
Disguise  that  ill  from  piercing  eye  could  hide 
The  lofty  port,  and  gUmce  of  martial  pride ; 
But  night  befriends — through  paths  obscure  he 

passed. 
And  hailed  the  lone  and  lovely  scene  at  l^t ;  ' 
Young  Zayda's  chosen  ha^nt,  the  fair  all^e. 
The  sparkling  fountain  and  the  orange-gr^pre; 
Calm  in  the  moonlight  smiles  the  still  retre'at, 
As  formed  alone  for  happy  hearts  to  meet. 
For  happy  hearts  1 — ^not  such  b  hers,  who  there 
Bends  o'er  her  lute,  with  dark,  unbraided  hair; 
That  maid  of  Zegri  race,  whose  eye,  whose  mien, 
Tell  that  despair  her  bosom's  giiest  hath  been. 
So  lost  in  thought  she  seems,  the  warrior's  fSeet 
Unheard  approach  her  solitary  seat, 
Till  his  known  accents  every  sense  restore — 
"  My  own  loved  Zayda!  do  vre  meet  once  rooreT 
She  starts,  she  turns— 4he  lightning  of  surprise. 
Of  sudden  rapture,  flashes  from  her  eyes 
But  that  is  fleeting->-it  b  paat— and  now 
Far  other  meaning  darkens  o'er  her  brow ; 
Changed  b  her  aspect,  and  her  tones  severe  ' 
''Hence,   Aben-Zurrah!  death   surrounds  thee 

here  I" 
*<  Zayda!  what  means  that  glanee,  nnlike  thine 

ownl 
What  mean  those  words,  and  that  unwonted  tone  1 
I  will  not  deem  thee  changed— but  in  thy  face. 
It  b  not  joy,  it  b  not  kyve,  I  tiaee! 
It  was  not  thus  in  other  days  we  met: 
Hath  time,  hath  absence  taught  thee  to  forget  1 
Ohi  speak  once  moro— these  rising  doubts  dispel* 
One  smile  of  tenderness,  and  all  b  well !" 

"Not  thus  we  met  in  other  days !"— oh  no! 
Thou  weft  not,  warrior,  then  thy  country's  foe! 
Those  days  are  past — ^we  ne'er  shall  meet  again 
With-hearU  all  Warmth,  all  oonfidenoe,  as  then. 


lU 


MRB.  HEMANB'  WORKS. 


But  Uy  duk  Hml  m  ganikc  lc*lii^  iwa;, 

Loider  of  hoatil*  twndi  I  >»ay,  >n>y  1 
Oa  in  tby  ptth  of  triumph  kikI  of  jiOnir, 
Vot  piiuc  to  lUM  from  «arth  «  Uighiaf  flower- 

"  And  Uunt  too  dunged  1  thiiM  carlj  von  iotg 
■   Thk,  thii  alalia,  was  wanting  to  mj  lot  I 
Exiled  and  acoiDed,  of  ever;  tie  bereft, 
Tfa;  lore,  the  dewit'*  IomIj  ibunt,  wi«  kft ; 
And  thou,  my  nul'a  la*t  hi^,  ita  lingering  boun, 
Thoo,  tha  gcod  angel  of  m^  bnghld  dream, 
Wert  all  the  burenneM  of  life  poBHt, 
To  nake  one  aoft  aflectlon  in  my  bieaatl 
That  viiion  ended— late  |Mth  nought  in  atore, 
Of  joy  or  aomw,  e'er  la  louah  me  more, 
Go,  Zegri  maidl  to  aecHa  oTiunahine  dy, 
From  tha  alem  fVpH  of  advenity  1 
And  now  lo  hope,  to  confidence  aJiea  ! 
irthouutfuthlew,  wboahalte'er  be  tniel" 

"Huuetl  oh  wrong  me  not  I — I  too  could  apeak 
Ofaorrowa — trace  them  on  my  tiuled  cheek. 
In  the  aunk  eye,  and  in  the  wMled  furm. 
That  lell  the  heart  hath  nursed  a  canker-wonn  1 
But  worda  were  idle — read  my  aufferinga  there, 
Where  gdet  if  atunped  on  all  that  one  was  fair. 

"  Oh,  wert  Ihou  atUI  what  once  1  romlly  deemed, 
AQ  that  thy  mien  eLpreaaed,  thy  apjiit  aaemed, 
My  love  had  been  devotion — till  in  death 
Thy  name  had  trembled  on  my  laieat  breath. 
But  not  the  chief  who  Jeaida  a  tawleia  band, 
To  ciuah  the  altara  of  hie  native  land ; 
Th'  apoattte  aon  of  heroea,  whoce  diagrace 
Hath  atained  the  Irophiea  of  a  glorioua  ra£e ; 
Not  Aim  I  loved — but  one  whoea  jouthlUl  name 
Waa  pure  and  radiant  in  nnaullied  laiiie.  , 

Radal  Ibau  but  died,  eie  yet  diahoiwur'a  eland 
O'er  that  yoong  oanie  had  gathered  aa  a  ahroud, 
I  then  had  maiuned  thee  proudly — and  my  grief 
In  ita  own  loftinew  had  found  relief; 
A  Doblo  aormw,  eheriahcd  to  the  lart. 
When  rvery  meaner  wo  had  long  tjeen  paat. 
Yea!  let  aflection  weep—no  common  tear. 
She  aheda,  when  bending  o'er  a  hero'a  Iner. 
Lei  Nature  moomthe  dewl— a  grief  like  tbii, 
To  panga  that  rend  my  boaom  had  been  blias !" 

"  High-minded  maid  I  the  time  admita  not  Don 
To  plead  my  eauae,  to  vindicate  my  vow. 
That  vow,  loo  dread,  loo  solemn  to  recall, 
Hath  urged  me  onward,  haply  lo  my  UL 
Yet  thia  hriieve — no  maanei  urn  inapina 
Hy  Bool,  nodjauDof  pooiambitipQfiMai. 
Nol  every  hope  of  power,  oftrimnph,  fled, 
Bebald  me  but  Ul' avengei  of  the  d«dt 
One  whose  cbaivcd  heart  lu  tie^  no  Undiad 

And  in  thy  lova  akme  bath  nu^  npOM. 
Zayda  wilt  thou  thia  Mara  acenaerbel 
Pslae  to  hia  eoauiliy,  be  is  Una  to  dMtt 
Oh,  hear  me  yMI^-if  Uamet  e'u  waa  dear. 
By  otu  Ural  vowi,  out  young  aflectioa  barl 


Soon  must  thia  &ir  aad  njit  dty  bU, 
Soon  abalt  llie  cioaa  be  planted  wi  ha  waO; 
Then  who  can  tell  what  tides  of  blood  may  low, 
While  her  fansa  echo  la  Ihe  shrieks  of  wol 
Fly,  fly  with  me,  and  let  me-bBsi  thee  (a 
Prom  hoiTora  thronging  in  the  path  o£  w»r: 
Flyl  and  repoea  in  eaiktj— liU  tha  blaM 
Hath  made  a  dtaert  in  its  ooune — aad  paatl* 
"Tlma  that  wilt  triumfii  when  iba  kaw  ■ 

Maatened  by  thee  lo  Md  thy  cotuiby'sdHB, 
With  lAii  from  scene*  of  dealh  ahall  Zajda  If 
To  peace  and  B&ly  t— Weman  loo  can  da ! 
And  die  eiuMog,  though  uidcnown  to  ban. 
In  all  Ihe  ataioleaa  beauty  of  her  name  I 
Be  mine  usmuimuring,  undismayed  lo  riiaa 
The  fate  my  kindred  and  my  sire  mvtbcar. 
And  deem  thou  not  n^  fceble  hesit  shall  U, 
When  Ihe  cLouda  galhiBT,  snd  llu  blaata  aaail; 
Thou  beat  but  known  me  ere  the  trying  iaa 
Called  iniB  life  mj  apirit'a  latent  powet) 
But  1  have  enemies  that  idly  alepl, 
Whflo  withering  o!er  my  ailent  was  I  wept, 
And  now,  whan  hope  and  hapjuneH  are  lad. 
My  BDul  ia  aim— lor  what  temaiiia  lo  dmdl 
Wbo  ahall  have  powet  to  autter  and  to  bear. 
If  atrenglh  and  cemage  dwell  not  with  Da^akr 

"  Uamet,  brewetl  1 — retrace  thy  path  agiii^       < 
To  Join  thy  brethren  on  the  tented  plain. 
There  wave  and  wood,  in  mingling  ummEtt,  Ul, 
How,  in  far  other  cause,  thy  &thera  felll 
Yea !  on  that  Boil  hath  Qlory'a  loDtalep  baea, 
Nan 

Dwell  not  lb 
Whose  vmcss  call  thee  in  the  whispering  sirl 
Unheard,  in  vain,  tbey  call — their  bllen  aon 
Hath  atained  the  name  Ihoss  mighty  qatita  wn^ 
And  to  the  hatisd  (tf  tha  hrave  and  haa 
Bequeathed  his  own,  through  agea  yet  to  be  T 

Blill  as  abe  spoke,  th'  enthnaiaat'*  kindling  a^ 
Waa  lighted  up  with  iobotn  majeaty, 
While  her  fitir  fijim'ond  youthfid  b 
All  the  prood  grandeur  of  henne  thou^t. 
Severely  beauleoua:(14)  awestruck  and  amaaa^ 
In  ailent  trance  awhile  the  warrior  gaied 
Aa  on  aome  lolly  viaioo— fis  abe  aeimaii 
One  all  inapired— each  look  with  gtory  beamai, 
While  brightly  buiatingUiron^  iti  diindgfwiMi^ 
Ber  soul  at  once  in  all  iU  light  arose. 
Oh!  ne'er  had  Hamet  deemed  then  dwelt  m- 

In  fiirm  ao  fragile,  thai  snconqnend  ound. 
And  fixed,  aa  by  aome  high  unnhanlment,  thifa 
He  stood — till  wonder  yielding  to  deqair. 

"Tbadreamis  vaniilied— du^hterofmy  &■! 
Reft  of  each  hope  the  luiely  wai^eMrgaaa. 
Thy  WDldi  have  paenrd  hia  aool — yel  dacm  ikM 

Thou  CMddat  be  MM*  adond,  ami  •'«  ftwH  I 
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of  happier  l^ve !  heroic  maid! 
abUoM^  in  danger  andUmayed. 
and  be  thoo  bleit  1 — all  woids  were  vain 
rbo  ne'er  may  view  that  form  again ; 
ie  aole  thought,  peeembling  hliee,  jnust  be, 
leen  loved,  onoe  fondly  loved,  by  thee  t" 
the  warrior  gone  1— 4oth  Zayda  hear 
■g  foolalflp,  anil  wUhoiit  a  tear  1 
ip^  not,  lolly  maid  t-<'yet  who  can  tell 
set  panga  within  thy  heart  oiay  dwell  1 
I  not  least,  the  firm,  the  high  in  aool, 
t  each  feeling's  agony  obntroul. 
may  judge  the  meaeure  ofthe  grief 
nda  in  Misery's  eloquence  relief 4 
■halt  pieice  those  depths  of  silent  wo, 
breathes  no  language,  whence  no  tears 


{■that  many  a  noble  breast  hath  proved, 
itself  that  thus  it  eou^  be  moved  7 
done,  the  inmost  heart  who  knows, 

iu  weakness,  pities  all  its  throes, 
lath  mercy  when  mankind  contemn, 
I  anguish— all  unknown  to  them, 
ty!  thou,  that  'midat  thy  stately  fanes 
id  minareta,  towering  o'er  the  plains, 
I  grandeur  proudly  dost  arise 
Jiy  canopy  of  deep-blue  skies,  . 
reams^  that  bear  thee  treasures  in  their 
S(15) 

»n-groves  and  myrtle^gaidens  Uve ; 
for  thy  doom  is  fixed— the  days  of  fear 
^  of  wrath,  of  bitterness,  are  near ! 
iround  thee  are  the  trophied  graves 
and  chiefo— their  children  ahall  be  slaves. 
thy  halls,  thy  domes  majestic  swell, 

a  race  that  reared  them  not  shall  dwell ; 
It  thy  counseb  Discoid  still  presides, 
le  fear  thy  wavering  monarch  guides, 

line  whose  regal  spirit  flown 

their  of&pring  but  bequeathed  a  throne, 

one  generous  thought,  or  feeling  high, 

his  soul. how  kings  should  Uve  and  die. 
e  resounds  within  Qranada's  wall, 
rts  of  warriors  echo  to  its  call(16) 
n  thoee  tones  with  power  electric  fraught, 
I  the  source  of  pure,  exalted  thought  1 
a  fortress  lower,  with  beckoning  hand, 
majestic  as  a  prophet,  stand ! 
I  is  all  impassioned — and  his  eye 
th  a  light  whose  fountain  b  on  high ; 
the  gale  his  silvery  tresses  flow. 
Illation  beams  upon  his  Inow, 

round  him,  breathless  thousands 


me  nughty  seer  of  elder  days. 
ye  the  banners  of  Castile  displayed, 
islB  gfitlering,  and  the  line  arrayed  1 
I  the  march  of  steel^Oad  hoaUl"  he  cries, 
nttetrnqamaul  inyoiirsli«i^aRie! 


O  high-bom  tribes !  oh  names  unstained  by  fear  I 
Axarques,  Zegris,  Ahnoradb,  hear!(17) 
Be  every  feud  forgotten,  and  your  bands  - 
Dyed  vrith  no  blood  but  that  of  hostile  bands.(I8) 
Wake,  princes  of  the  land !  the  hour  is  oome, 
And  the  red  sabre  muft  decide  your  doom. 
Where  is  that  spirit  which  prevailed  of  yore, 
When  Tarik's   bands  o'erepread   the   western 

shore  X19) 
When  the  long  combat  raged  on  XeresP  p]ain,(90) 
And   Afidc's   tecbir   swelled   through  yielding 

Spain  1(21) 
Is  the  lance  broken,  is  the  shield  decayed, 
The  warrior's  arm  unstrung,  his  heart  dismayed, 
Shall  no  high  spirit  of  ascendant  worth 
Arise  to  lead  the  somi  of  Islam  forth  1 
To  guard  the  regions  where  our  fathers'  blood 
Hath  bathed  each  pUin,  and  mingled  with  each 

flood. 
Where  fong  their  dost  hath  blehded  with  the  soU 
Won  by  their  swords,  made  fertile  by  their  toil  1 

"  O  ye  nerras  of  eternal  snow ! 
Ye  streams  that  by  the  tombs  of  heroes  flow, 
Woods,  fountains,  rocks,  of  Spain !  ye  saw  their 

might 
In  many  a  fierce  and  unforgotten  fight ! 
Shall  ye  behold  their  lost,  degenerate  race, 
Dwell  'midst  your  scenes  in  feftere  and  disgracel 
With  each  memorial  of  the  past  around. 
Each  mighty  monument  of  days  renowned? 
May  this  indignant  heart  ere  then  be  cold, 
This  firamie  be  gathered  to  its  kindred  mould  I 
And  the  last  life-drop  circling  through  mjf  veins 
Have  tinged  a  soil  untainted  jretby  chains ! 

**  And  yet  one  struggle  ere  our  doom  is  sealed. 
One  mighty  efibrt,  one  deciding  field ! 
If  vain  each  hope,  we  still  have  choice  to  be. 
In  life  the  fettered,  or  in  death  the  free !" 

Still  while  he  speaks,  each  gallant  heart  beats 
high. 
And  ardour  flashes  from  each  kindling  eye; 
Youth,  manhood,  age,  as  if  inspired,  have  canghl 
The  ^low  of  fofty  hope  and  daring  thought, 
And  an  is  hushed  around — as  every  sense 
Dwelt  on  the  tones  of  that  wild  eloquence. 

But  when  his  voice  hath  ceased,  th'  impetuoue 
cry 
Of  eager  thousands  burst  at  once  on  Ugh ; 
Rampart,  and  rock,  and  fortress,  ring  around, 
And  fair  Alhambra's  inmost  halls  resound. 
" Lead  ua,  O  chieftain!  lead  us  to  the  strife, 
To  fame  in  death,  er  liberty  in  life !" 
O  seal  of  noble  hearts !  in  vain  dispUyed  I 
High  feeling  wasted  I  generous  hope  betrayed! 
Now,  while  the  burning  spirit  of  the  brave 
Is  roused  to  energies  that  yet  might  save. 
E'en  now,  enthusiasts !  while  ye  rush  to  claim 


Your  gforioos  trial  00  the  fieki  of  feme, 
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Your  king  hath  yielded  1  Valour's  dream  is  o'^r  ;(22) 
Power,  wealth,  and  freedom,  are  your  own  no 

more: 
And  for  your  children's  portion,  but  remains 
That  bitter  heritage — the  stranger's  chains. 


CANTO  III. 


Fermoaii  al  fin  D  cor  che  balzd  tanto. 

IppcUto  Pindemonie. 


Heroes  of  elder  days !  untaught  to  yield, 
Who  bled  for  Spain  on  many  an  ancient  field, 
Ye,  that  around  the  oaken  cross  of  yore  (^) 
Stood  firm  and  fearless  on  Asturia's  shore, 
And  with  your  spirit,  ne'er  to  be  subdued, 
Hallowed  the  wild  Cantabrian  solitude ; 
Rejoice  amidst  your  dwellings  of  repose, 
In  the  last  chastening  of  your  Moslem  foes  t 
Rejoice ! — for  Spain,  arising  in  her  strength, 
Hath  burst  the  remnant  of  their  yoke  at  length; 
And  they  in  turn  the  cup  of  wo  must  drain, 
And  bathe  their  fetters  with  their  tears  in  vain. 
And  thou,  the  warrior  bom,in  happy  hourj^fii) 
Valencia's  kird,  whose  name  alpne  was  power, 
Theme  of  a  thousand  songs  in  da3rs  gone  by. 
Conqueror  of  Kings !  exult,  O  Cid  1  on  high. 
For  still  'twas  thine  to  guard  thy  country's  weal, 
In  U^,  in  death,  the  watcher  for  Castile  I 

Thou  in  that  hour- when  Mauritania's  bands 
Ruslied  fromtheif  palmy  groves  and  burning  laods^ 
E'en  in  ^le  realm  of  spirits  didst  retain 
A  patriot's  vigilance,  remembering  Spian  1(5^5) 
Then,  at  deep  midnight,  rose  the  mighty  sooiid. 
By  Leon  heard,  in  shuddering  awe  profound. 
As  through  her  echoing  streets  in  dread  array. 
Beings,  once  mortal,  held  their  viewless  way; 
Voices,  from  worlds  we  know  not — and  the  tread 
Of  marehing  hosts,  the  armies  of  the  dead. 
Thou  and  thy  buried  chieftains — from  the  grave 
Then  did  thy  summons  rouse  a  king  to  save. 
And  join  thy  warrion  with  unearthly  might 
To  aid  the  rescue  in  Tolosa's  fight. 
Those  days  are  past—the  crescent  on  thy  shore, 
O  realm  of  evening !  sets,  to  rise  no  more^36) 
What  baniier  streiims  afer  from  Vela's  tower  1(fl7) 
The  croiB,  bright  ensign  of  Iberia's  power  I 
What  the  glad  shout  of  each  exulting  voice  1 
"  Castile  and  Ar^agon  I  rqjone,  rejoke !" 
Yielding  free  entrance  to  victorious  foes. 
The  Moorish  city  sees  her  gates  unddse. 
And  Spain's  proud  host,  with  pennon,  shield,  and 

lance. 
Through  her  bng  streets  in  knightly  garb  advance. 

Oh !  ne'er  in  k>fty  dreams  hatfa  Fancy's  eye 
Dwelt  en  a  scene  of  Btatelier  pageantry. 
At  jooit  or  tourney,  theme  of  poet's  k>re^ 
High  masque,  or  solemn  festival  of  yore. 


The  gikled  cupolas,  that  prpodlj  rise 
O'erarched  by  cbudless  and  cerulean  skii^ 
Tall  minarets,  shining  mosques,  barbaric  town^ 
Fountains,  and  palaces,  hndcypreas  bowen; 
And  they,  the  splendid  and  triumphant  throof  , 
With  helmets  glittering  as.theymove  akiog. 
With  broidered  scarf,  and  gem^bestudded  msil, 
And  gracefbl  plumage  streaming  on  the  gals; 
Shields,  goki-embossed,  and  pennons  fkmtittg  fitf. 
And  all  the  gorgeous  blazonry  of  war. 
All  brightened  by  the  rich  transparent  hoes 
That  southern  suns  o'er  heaven  and  esithitiffiw; 
Blend  in  one  scene  of  gbry,  fbrmed  to  throir 
O'er  memory's  page  a  never-fading  glow. 
And  there  too,  forenxMit  'midtt  theoonquerii^  Van^ 
Your  azure  plqmes^OAben-Zurrahs!  warn 
There  Hamet  moves;  the  chief  whose  lofty  port 
Seems  nor  approach  to  shun,  nor  praise  to  coot, 
Calm,  stern,  collected — yet  within  his  breast 
Is  there  no  pang,  no  struggle  unoonfest  1 
If  such  there  be,  it  still  must  dwell  unMen, 
Nor  cloud  a  triumph  with  a  sufferer's,  mien. 

H^ar'st  thou  the  solemn,  yet  exuHing  soand, 
Of  the  deep  anthem  floating  far  around  ? 
The  choral  voices  to  the  skies  tliat  laise 
The  full  majestic  harmony  of  praise  1< 
Lo !  where  surrounded  by  their  princely  tnin, 
They  come,  the  sovereigns  of  rejoicing  Sptm, 
Borne  on  thetr  trophied  car — lo !  bursting  thcooi 
A  blaze  of  chivalrous  magnificence ! 

Onward  .their  slow  and  stately  course  they  bwl 
To  where  th'  Alhambra's  ancient  towers  ssoaMi, 
Reared,  and  adorned  by  Moorish  kings  of  yoie, 
Whose  lost  descendants  there  shall  dwell  no  nor 

They  reach  those  towers — irregulariy  vait 
And  rude  they  seQm,  in  moukl  barbaric  cait  :(^ 
They  enter — to  their  wondering  sight  is  given 
A  genii  palace— an  Arabian  hei^ven  1(89) 
A  scene  by  magk  raised,  so  strange,  so  feir, 
Its  form  and  colours  seem  alike  of  air. 
Here  by  sweet  orange-boughs,  half  shaded  o'er, 
The  deep  dear  bath  reveals  its  marble  floor, 
Its  raargiti  fringed  with  flowers,  whose  gWeuV 

.  hues 
The  calm  transparence  of  its  waves  sufluse. 
There,  round  the  court,  where  Moorish  areheibaD^ 
Aerial  columns,  richly  decked,  ascend ; 
Unlike  the  modeb  of  each  classic  race. 
Of  Doric  grandeur,  or  Corinthian  grace, 
But  answering  well  each  vision  that  portrayi 
Arabian  splendbur  to  the  poet's  gaae : 
Wikl,  wondrous,  brilliant,  aU — a  mingliag  gl^ 
Of  rainbow-tints,  above,  luround,  bekyw; 
Bright-streaming  from  the  many-ttnctuied  vmb^ 
Of  precious  marble— and  the  vivid  stains 
Of  rich  mosaks  o'er  the  light  arcade. 
In  gay  festoons  and  feiry  knots  displayed. 

On  throogh  th' enchanted  realm,  that  OB^  Mf^ 
Meet  for  the  radiant  OMitares  of  our  dreams, 
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oonquenin'paa^— while  tdU  their  nght 
ew  wonider  dwells  with  fresh  delight, 
je  tores  4hroogh  slender  colonades, 
y  terraces  and  myrtle  shades, 
•woods  beyond,  amd  far  on  high 
ierra,  mingling  with  the  sky. 
ttering  &r  around  their  diamond  spray, 
ma  from  founts  of  alabitfter  play, 
inaiedhalls,  where,  exquisitely  wrought, 
sqoes,  with  glittering  foliage  fraught, 
each  firetted  arch,  and  tend  the  scene 
nantic,  oriental  mien : 
iy  a  Terse  from  eastern  bards  of  old, 
e  wall  in  characters  of  gold.(30) 
\em  luxury,  in  her  own  domain, 
for  ages  her  voluptuous  reign 
geotts  domes,  where  soon  shall  silence 

Ione-r-4i  splendid  solitude. 
I  their  echoes  to  a  thousand  songs, 
gfing  Toices  of  exulting  throngs; 
and  flute,  and  atabal,  are  there,(31) 
I  clarions  pealing  on  the  air, 
ry  haU  resounds,  *^  Granada  won ! 
for  Castile  and  Aitagon  !"(32) 
ht — ^from  dome  and  tower,  in  dazzling 

Jamps  innumerably  blaze  }(33) 
>ng  arcades  their  quiTering  lustre  gleams, 
y  lattice  tremulously  streams, 
nge-gaidens  plays  on  fount  and  rill, 
the  waves  of  Darro  and  Xenil ; 
the  torches  on  each  minaret's  height, 
s  each  street  an  avenue  of  light; 
ight  feasts  ate  held,  and  music's  voice 
he  long  night  still  summons  to  rejoice. 
re,  while  all  would  seem  to  heedleis  eye 
of  pomp,  one  burst  of  revelry, 
I  iinsoothed  by  those  delusive  boars, 
the  chain,  though  decked  -awhile  with. 

ions  working  in  th'  indignant  breast, 
;s  untold,  high  feelings  unexprest, 
rits^  unsuboiitting  yet, 
B,  and  keen  remone,  and  vain  regret, 
m  proud  height,,whose  ohve>shaded  brow 
•  the  wide,  luxuriant  plains  below, 
sring  gazes  o'er  the  lovely  scene, 
nd  shame  contending  in  his  mieni 
9f  heroes  and  of  kings  the  sod, 
[  to  lose  whate'er  Jiis  fathers  won, 
obis  and  feats  his  people's  fate  have 

alike  in  counsel  and  in  fiekl;         ^ 
lid  ralsr  of  the  wise  and  brave, 
oe  tyrant  or  a  yiekling  slave, 
n  these  vino^lad  hills  and  azure  skies^ 
I  wilds  thto  ioyai«xile  ffiesX34) 


Yet  pauses -on  his  way,  to  weep  m  vain, 
O'er  all  he  never  must  behold  again. 
Fair  spreads  the  scene  around— for  him  too  fuif  . 
Each  glowing  charm  but  deepens  his  despair. 
The  Vega's  meads,  the  city's  glittering  spires, 
The  old  majestic  palace  of  his  sires, 
The  gay  pavilions,  and  retired  alcoves, 
Bosomed  in  citron  and  pomegranate. groves; 
Tower-crested  rocks,  aiid  streams  that  wind  in 

light, 

All  in  one  moment  bursting  on  his  sight 
Speak  to  his  soul  of  glory's  vanished  years, 
And  wake  the  source  of  unavailing  tears.     . 
— Weepest  thou  AbdaUahl— Thou  dost  well  to 

weep, 
O  feeble  htert !  o'er  all  thou  couldst  not  keep 
Well  do  a  woman's  tears  befit  the  eye 
Of  him  who  knew  not,  as  a  man,  to  die.(35) 

The  gale  sighs  mournfuHy  through  Zayda's bow- 
er. 
The  hand  is  gone  thM  oursed  each  infant  flower. 
No  voice,  no  step,  is  in  h^  father's  halls, 
Mute  are  the  echoes  of  their  marble  waUs ; 
No  stranger  enters  at  the  chieftain's  gate, 
But  all  is  hushed,  and  void,  and  desolate. 

There,  through  each  tower  and  solitary  shade, 
In  vain  doth  Hamet  seek  the  Zegri  maid ; 
Her  grove  is  silent,  her  pavilion  lone. 
Her  lute  forsaken,  and  her  doom  unknown; 
And  through  the  scene  she  kxyedj -unheeded  flows 
The  stream  whose  music  lulled  her  to  repose. 

But  oH !  to  him,  whose  self-accusing  thought 
Whispers 't  was  he  that  desolation  wrought ; 
He  who  his  country  and  his  £uth  betrayed, 
Ahd  lent  Castile  revengeful,  powerful  aid ; 
A  voice  of  sorrow  swells  in  eveiy  gale, 
Each  wave,  low  rippling,  tells  a  mournful  taie ; 
And  as  the  shrubs,  untended,  unoonfined. 
In  wild  exuberance,  rustle  to  the  wind, 
Each  leaf  hath  language  to  his  startled  sense. 
And  seems  to  murmur — *'  Thou  .hast  driven  her 

hence  1" 
And  well  he  feels  to  trace  her  flight  were  vain, 
— Where  hath  lost  love  been  once  recalled  again  1 
In  her  pure  breast,  so  long  by  anguish  torn, 
His  name  can  rouse  no  feeUng  now  but  scorn. 
O  bitter  hour!  when  first  the  shuddering  heart 
Wakes  to  behdd  the  void  within — and  start! 
To  feel  its  own  abandonment,  and  brood 
O'er  the  chill  bosom^s  depth  of  solitude. 
The  stormy  passions  that  in  Hamet's  breast 
Have  swayed  so  long,  so  fiercely,  are  at*iest ; 
Th*  avenger's  task  is  dosed  :(36)— he  finds  too 

late, 
^t  hath  not  changed  his  feelings,  bat  his  fate 
His  was  a  lofty  spirit,  turned  aside 
From  its  bright  path  byjroes,  tad  wiuogii  and 
pride; 
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And  onwan),  ki  its  new  tumuHuo/iis  otniTse, 
Borne  with  too  rapid  and  thtenae  a  ibrc« 
To  pauie  on^  nx>inent  in  the  dread  career,- 
And  aak — if  such  could  belts  native  sphere^ 
Now  are  thoee  dajw  of  wild  delirium  o'er^ 
Their  fears  and  hopes  excite  his  soul  no  -more ; 
The  feverifih  energies  of  passion  dose, 
And  his  beait  sinks  in  desolate  repose, 
Turns  aekening  from  the  world,  yet  shrinks  not 

less 
From  its  own  deep  and  utter  loneliness. 
There  is  a  sound  of  voices  on  the  air, 
A  flash  of  armour  in  the  sunbeam's  glare, 
'Midst  the  wild  Alpuxarras  ;(37)  there,  on  high, 
Where  ipountain-snows  are  mingling  with  the 

•ky. 

A'fe#  brave  tribes,  with  spirit  yet  unbroke, 
I^ave  fled  indignant  from  the  Spaniard's  yoke. 

O  ye  dread  soenes,  where  Nature  dwells  alone, 
Severely  glorious  on  her  craggy  throne ; 
Ye  citadels  of  rock,  gigantic  forms, 
Veiled  by  the  mu4s,  and  girdled  by  the  storms, 
Ravines,  and  glens,  and  deep-resounding  caves, 
That  hold  communion  with  the  torrent-wavei ; 
And  ye,  th'  unstained  and  everiasting  snows, 
That  dwell  above  in  bright  and  still  repose ; 
To  you,  in  every  clime,  in  eveiy  age, 
Far  from  the  tyrant's  or  the  conqueror's  rage, 
Hath  Freedom  led  her  sons :— untired  to  keep 
Her  fearless  vigils  on  the  barren  sCiDep. 
She  like  the  mountain  eagle  still  delights 
To  gaxe  exulting  from  unconquered  heights, 
And  buUd  her  eyrie  in  defiance  proud, 
To  dare  the  wind  and  mingle  with  the  cknid. 

Now  her  deep  voice,  the  soul's  awakener,  swells. 
Wild  Alpuxarras,  through  your  inmost  deUs. 
There,  the  dark  glens  and  lonely  rocks  among, 
As  at  the  clarion's  caH,  her  children  throng. 
She  with  enduring  strength  hath  nerved  each 

frame. 
And  made  each  heart  the  temple  of  her  flame, 
Her  own  resisting  spirit,  which  shall  glow 
Unqutochably,  surviving  all  below. 

There  high-bom  maids,  that  moved  upon  the 
earth} 
More  Kke  bright  creatures  of  aftrial  birth, 
Nurslings  of  palaces,  have' fled  to  share 
The  fate  of  brothera  and  of  sires ;  to  bear, 
All  undismayed,  privation  anid  distress. 
And  smile,  the  roses  of  the  wUdemess. 
And  mothers  with  their  inftnts,  there  to  dwell 
In  the  deep  forest  pf  the  cavern  cell, 
And  rear  their  oflbpring  'midst  the  rooks,  to  be, 
If  now  no  more  the  mighty,  still  the  free. 

And  *midst  that  band  of  veteitoS}  o'er  whose 
head 
SofiowB  and  yeus  their  ningled  snow  have  shed : 
They  saw  thy  glory,  they  have  wept  thy  fall, 
O  royal  cltyl  and  the  wreck  of  all 


They  toved  and  hallowed  most:— dolh  anght  la- 

main 
For  these,  to  prove  of  happiness  or  fMunl 
Life's  cup  b  drained— earth  fibdea  belbbe  thdri^t 
Their  task  is  closing-— they  hatvs  bat  to  die. 
Ask  ye;  why  fled  they  hither  1—4hat  their  dson 
Might  be  to  sink  unfettered  to  the  tomb. 
And  youth,  in|il  its  pride  of  strength  is  there; 
And  buoyam^  of  spirit,'  formed*  to  dan 
And  suffer  all  thingSj-^iaUen  on  evil  days, 
Yet  darting  o'er  the  worid  an  ardent  gase, 
As  on  th'  arena,  where  kspowere  mayfiad 
Full  scope  to  strive  for  glory  with  mankind. 

Such  are  the  tenantsof  the  mountain-hold, 
The  high  in  heart,  onoonqu<»ed,  vnoontmlbd; 
By  day  the  huntsman  of  the  wiM— by  night, 
Unwearied  guardians  of  the  watch-flre's  kflit 
They  from  their  blei^,  majestic  home  havecMgfat 
A  stumer  tone  of  unsubmittin^  thought. 
While  all  around  them  bids  the  soul  arve, 
To  blend  with  Nature's  dread  sublimitka 
—But  these  are  lofty  dnams,  and  must  net  to 
Where  tyranny  is  near: — the  bended  knee, 
The  eye, -whose  glance  no  inborn  grandeur  hm, 
And  the  tamed  heart,  are  tributes  she  rsquiies^ 
Nor  must  the  dwellen  of  the  rock  kxsk  do*i 
On  regal  conqueh>n  and  defy  their  frown. 
What  warriorhand  is  toiling  to  expkes 
The  mountain-pass,  wiih  pine-wood  shadowed 

o'erl 
Startling  with  martiatsonnd  eadi  rode  reoea, 
Where  the  deep  echo  slepi  in  Ibneliness. 
Theseare  the  sons  of  Spain ! — Yout  foes  aie  nw: 
Oh,  exiles  of  the  wild  sierra!  hear! 
Hear!  Wakel  arise!  and  from  your  imnoit  eafo; 
Poiir  like  the  torrent  id  its  might  of  waves! 

Who  leads  th*  invaden  onl — his  featani  totf 
The  deep-worn  traces  of  a  cafan  despair; 
Yet  his  dark  brow  is  haughty — and  his  eye 
Speaks  of  a  soul  that  aaks  not  sympathy. 
*Tis  he !  'tis  he  again !  th*  aposUte  chief; 
He  oomei  in  all  the  sternness  of  his  grief 
He  comes,  but  changed  in  heart,  no  monis  widd 
Fakhion  for  proud  Castile  in  battle-field. 
Against  his  country's  ehildr&n-'-^hoagh  he  buk 
Castilian  bands  again  to  hostile  deeds: 
His  hope  is  bat  from  ceaseless  pangs  to  fly. 
To  rush  upon  the  Mdslem  i^ieara  and  die. 
So  shall  remorse  and  love  thy  heart  release^ 
Which  dares  notdreamof  joy,  hot  sighs  for  pci^*' 
The  mountain-echoes  are  awake— a  sound 
Of  strife  is  ringing  through  the  rocks  around. 
Within  the  steep  defile  that  winds  between 
CHfls  piled  on difi,  adaik;  terrific  sOene, 
There  Moorish  exile  and  Castilian  kn%ht 
Are  wildly  mingling  m  the  serried  fight 
Red  flows  the  foaming  streamlet  of  the  gho, 
Whose  bright  transpaienee  ne'er  wis  atidnrf  10 

then; 
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bO  Ihs  wmMioto  uid  Uw  ekih  of  q^ean, 
mk  dweUing*  of  the  monntaiiieen, 
f  Md  lUughten,  loft  Oranadmt  wait, 
uptna&f  thm  tklingi  of  their  fate, 
rhoae  epirit,  panting  for  ita  reit, 
B  each  awOTd  eonoentrate  in  hi*  breast — 
ra  ft  ipear  ia  pointed,  or  a  lanoe 
inoCher'alyfaaflt,  fvooki  etili  advanee— 
tk  in  vain;  each  weapon  glaneaa  bj, 
m  *t  were  bOaa  top  great  to  die. 
rZorrah!  there  are  deeper  woea 
or  thee  ere  Nature's  hst  repoee; 
ivest  not  yet  wtiat  vengeanoe  fate  can 

I  heart  can  Bii£fer  ere  it  break. 

Ad  long  the  strife,  and  bravely  fell 

if  battle  in  that  narrow  dell; 

ts  light  of  beauty  there  hath  past, 

lie  weary,  iimnd  repose  at  last ; 

id  feint  the  Moslem  tribes  recoil, 

*n  by  nnmbers  and  o'erpdwered  by  toil. 

^sheartened,  thro^h  the  pass  they  fly, 

deep  wood,  or  mount  the  cliff  on  high : 

met's  band  in  wonder  gaze,  nor  dare 

r  their  dmj  path  the  footsteps  of  da- 


0  whom  each  danger  hath  become 
Kght,  and  every  wild  a  home, 

\  onward— undismayed  to  tread 

)*s  fond  loveTB  would  recoil  with  dread; 

1  for  the  happy— <Aey  may  shrink 
rteep  precipice,  or  torrent's  brink;        * 
hom  earth  is  paradise— 4heir  doom 
Item  courage  to  approach  the  tomb: 

liis  Ibt,  who,  schooled  by  fete  severe, 
looUert  if  aught  remained  to  fear.(38) 
le  crags,  whose  giant-masses  throw 
adows  o'er  the  glen  below; 
te  fen  whose  many4inctured  spray 
mist  of  radiance  veilii  its  way,* 
lib  venturous  track  :^«upported  now 
''erhanging  pine  or  ilex  bough; 
me  jutting  stone  that  seems  to  dwell 
id-air,  as  balanced  by  a  spell : 
his  footstep  gained  the  summit's  head, 
in,  with  emerald  verdure  spread, 
ele— there  the  heath-flowen  rise, 
eck-rose  unnoticed  blooms  and  dies ; 
tly  plays  the  stream,  ere  yet  its  tide 
id  thunder  cleave  the  mountain  side; 
irild  beyond — ahd  Hamst's  eye 
a  world  of  rude  sublimity, 
beneath,  Where  e'en  at  noon  of  day 
ifteved  guest,  the  sunbeam,  scares  can 

ntfodden  woods;  and  fer  above, 
ftal  footstep  ne'er  may  hope  to  rove, 
ite  clifla,  whose  fixed,  inherent  dies 
inis  that  float  o'er  summer  skies;(39) 


And  the  pure  glittering  snow-realm,  yet  more  high 
That  seems  a  paitof  Heaven's  eternity, 

There  is  no  track  of  man  where  Hamet  stands, 
Pathlees  the  scene  as  Lybia's  desert  sands; 
Yet  on  the  calm,  still  air,  a  sound  is  heard  > 

'Of  distant  voices,  and  the  gathering-word  ' 
Of  Islam's  tribes,  now  faint  and  feinter  grown, 
Now  but  the  lingering  echo  of  a  tone. ' 

That  sound,  whose  cadence  dies  upon  his  ear, 
He  follows,  reckless  if  his  bands  are  near. 
On  by  the  rushing  stream  hb  way  he  bends. 
And  through  the  mountain's  foriestsone  ascends; 
Piercing  the  still  and  solitary  shades 
Of  ancient  pines,  and  dark,  luxuriant  glades, 
Eternal  twilight's  reign: — those  mazes  past. 
The  glowing  sunbeams  meet  his  eyes  at  last, 
And  the  lone  wanderer  now  hath  reaefasd  the 

source 
Whence  the  wave  gushes,  foaming  on  its  ooiuse. 
But  there  he  pauses — for  the  kmely  scene 
Towen  in  such  dread  magnificence  of  mien, 
And,  mingled  oft  with  some  wild  eagl^  cry, 
From  rock-built  eyrie  rushing  to  the  sky, 
So  deep  the  solemn  and  majestic  sound 
Of  forests,  and  of  waters  murmuring  round, 
That,  rapt  in  wondering  awe,  his  heart  foigets 
Its  fleeting  struggles,  and  its  vain  regrets. 
— What  earthly  feeling  unabashed  can  dwell 
In  Nature's  mighty  presence  1 — 'midst  the  sweO 
Of  everlaedng  hills,  the  roar  of  floods. 
And  firown  of  rocks,  and  pomp  uf  waving  woods  1 
These  their  own  grandeur  on  the  soul  impress. 
And  bid  each  passion  feel  its  nothingness. 

'Midst  the  vast  marble  clifis,  a  lofty  cave 
Hean  its  broad  arch  beside  the  rushing  wave; 
Shadowed  by  giant  oaks,  and  rude,  and  lone, . 
It  seems  the  temple  of  some  power  unknown, 
Where  earthly  being  may  not  dare  intrude 
To.  pierce  the  secrets  of  the  solitude. 
Yet  thence  at  intervals  a  voice  Of  wa3 
Is  rising,  wild  and  solemn,  on  the  gale. 
Did  thy  heart  thrill,  O  Hamet,  at  the  tonet 
Caifte  it  not  o'er  thee  as  a  spirit's  moanl 
As  some  loved  soundthat  long  feom  earth  had  fled) 
The  unfoigotten  accents  of  the  dead  1 
E'en  thus  it  rose— «nd  springing  from  his  trance' 
His  eager  footsteps  to  the  sound  advance. 
He  mounts  the  clifib,  he  gains  the  cavern  floor; 
Its  dark  green  moss  with  \Aood  is  sprinkled  o'er: 
He  rushes  on — and  lo!  where  Zayda  rends 
Her  locks,  as  o^er  her  slaughtered  sire  she  bends 
Lost  in  despair; — ^yet  as  a  step  draws  nigh, 
Disturbing  sorrow's  lonely  sanctity,    . 
She  lifts  her  head,  and  all  subdued  by  grief, 
Views  with  a  wild,  sad  smile,  the  onoe-loved  chief; 
While  rove  her  thoughts,  unconscious  of  the  past| 
And  every  wo  forgetting— but  the  last. 

'*Com'stthou  to  weep  with  rael^fer  I  am  left 
AJone  on  eaith,  of  every  tie  bereft. 


M 
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Low  Iki  tlw  wtmoroD  hk  Uood-Miimd  biw, 
Huchild.nuyall,  butbenomoniluUllnuI     - 
Be  aleep* — bnt  nevei  itull  thon  eyea  nndoaii ; 
'Twn  not  mj  *«ee  th^t  lalled  him  to  npoatf, 
Not  oq  it  bruk  bia  dumbcn. — D«t  thoD  mourn  1 
And  M  thj  hmt,  like  mine,  with  .inguiah  totn  1  . 
Weep,  uid  m;  mil  KJay  in  giiaf  ■hull^riDv, 
That  o'er  '-.ii^Temy  teanwith  Hunet'i  Bow!" 
But  ararce  her  nice  hxl  breathed  Uut  weD- 


d  it!  Bght,  her  mini  it*  mtjeMy, 

And  o'*t  her  wutod  cheek  ■  burning  glow  - 

Spreid<|  while  her  Upa'  indignant  accenta  flow. 

"Awayl  Idream — oh, how haUMarrowa might 
Bowfd  down  m;  aoul  and  quenched  ilanatiTelight, 
That  I  abonld  thoa  forget!  and  bid  tky  leu 
With  minebe  mingled  o'er  a  bthar'ataer  I 
Did  he  not  periah,  baplj  by  thy  hand, 
In  the  lut  caimbal  with  thj  rutbleaa  band  1 
The  mom  beheld  thai  conlUcI  of  dnpair  :— 
'Twai  then  he  (ell — hefetll— andthauwnttheral 
Thou  I  who  th;  counlry'a  chil4ren  haat  punned 
To  Huir  lait  refuge  midat  theae  mouBtaio*  rode. 
Waa  it  Tot  thii  I  loval  thee  1— Thou  hut  taught 
My  aoul  all  grief,  all  billenKa*  of  tlmught; 
T  will  aoDD  be  paat — 1  bow  to  Heaven'i  dect«e, 
W^iich  hade  each  pang  be  miniatered  by  thee." 

"  I  had  Dot  deemed  that  auglit  itmained  bdow 
For  me  to  picrve  of  yet  untaated  wo; 
But  thtH  to  nieet  thee,  Zayda  1  can  impart 
Out  more,  one  keener  agony  of  heart. 
Oh,  heai  me  jet  I — I  would  have  died  to  uyt 
Hy  kn,  bat  idEI  tby  bther,  from  the  gravei 
But  in  the  fierce  confuuon  of  the  atrife, 
In  my  own  atem  deapaii  and  acorn  of  life, 
Borne  wikjly  on^l  nw  not,  knew  not  aught, 
Save  that  to  periah  there  in  vain  I  aooght. 


I  maj  fergive—bat  nut  al  wfll  the  beMt 
Can  bid  ita  dark  nmemhraneeadapait. 
No,  Hamet,  no!— too  denpty  tban  an  tncil. 
Yet  the  houi  camca  when  all  ahiJl  be  e&^l 
Not  long  on  euth,  not  leoft  ihall  Zairdakaap 
Hei  lonely  Tigik  o'er  the  grave  to  wnp : 
E'en  now-prophetic  of  my  eariy  doots, 
Speaka  to  my.  loal  a  preaage  of  the  bob; 
And  ne'er  in  vain  did  hopelaa  umu—  M 
That  deep  loieboding  o'er  the  boeom  MmI  I 
Soon  ahall  I  alumber  calmly  by  the  aila 
Uf  hint  ill  *<homI  hndand  would  han  dU; 
Till  iImd,  one  thgiqht  ahaU  aooth  wajitjia^  M, 
In  pain  and  perils I  fonotA  him  not. 

"  And  DOW,  farewell  K-hehoU  the  taamt^j 
U  paMng,  bke  the  dnuni  of  life,  away. 
Soon  will  the  tribe  of  him  who  aleepa  dnw  ni^ 
With  the  hut  rite*  hia  bier  to  aanctify. 
Oh,  yet  in  time,  away  I — 'twere  oat  my  piyw 
Could  more  their  beait*  a  (be  like  tbn  to  ^m*  I 
Thii  h'our  Ih^  ooBie    and  doM  thon  aeon  la  tfi 
Save  me  that  ooe  kat  pang — to  aee  tbee  dia  1° 

E'en  while  ahe  ipeaka  ie  baud  Ifaar  ackaf 
tread; 
OnnranI  they  move,  the  kindred  of  the  dead, 
They  leach  tbecaw— they  enter     alow  tfaeir  p«^ 
And  calm,  deep  lad  Doaa  nia^  ^adl  mooimrh  &ei| 

And  all  ia  hn^ied — till  he  who  ai to  wait 

In  ailent,  alem  devotedneea,  hia  ftte. 
Hath  met  their  glanee—thtD  grief  to  (mytam; 
E^Bch  mien  ia  changed,  each  eye  indignaiitliiaM^     . 
And  Toicee  riae,  and  awoidB  haTe  left  tfaeir  ikaatk; 
Bbod  mutt  atone  fat  Uood,  and  death  fa  ^dt 
They  close  around  Urn :— Mty  atill  hk  bmi, 
Hia  cheek  unaltered,  and  hii  brow  aeraDi. 
TJntieard,  at  heard  in  lain,  ia  Zayda'*  aj\ 
Froitlaa  her  prayer,  nnmai^ed  ber  egooy. 
"ul  aa  bia  foremoat  (bea  thaii  weapona  bnd    . 
Againat  the  life  he  leeka  not  to  delnid. 
Wildly  ahe  darta. between — each  fealiiig  pai^ 
Save  eirong  aSection,  which  pmaila  al  laeL 
" dariifl — rstlhebkiw 


And  let  me  ahare  thy  aorrowa — hadsl  thou  known '  Aimed  at  hie  heart  hath  baiir  her  life^iked  fl> 


An  1  have  1^1  in  nience  and  alone. 


I  And  ahe  hath  aunk  a  maiTrr  on  the  bwaat, 


E'en  lAou  mjght'at  then  relent,  and  deem  at  iaat     |  Where,  in  that  hoar,  her  head  may  cahnly  mti 
Agiieflikemine  might  eiinateEdl  (he  paat.  For  he  la  aaTed:— behold  the  Z<^  band, 

"Bnl  ohi  for  thee,  the  loved  and  precbua  Sower,  Fate  with  diemay  and  gnef,  anim>d  herataadi 
So  fondly  reared  in  Inxury'a  guarded  bower,  I  White,  every  thought  of  hate  and  tngioKa  Al, 

Fnm  every  danger,  every  itorm  aecured,  !  They  weep  for  her  Who  aoon  ahall  wnp  na  MM 

Bow  hail  fJkmanflemdt  what  haat  thou  endured!  3he,*he  alone  ia  calm:  a  &ding  Bnile, 
DanghteToTFalioeal  and  can  it  be  iLikeennaet,  paaaee  o'er  her  cheek  the  wUki 

That  thia  blrak  deaert  is  a  home  for  thee  I  |  And  in  her  eye,  ere  jet  it  cloaea,  dwell 

Theae  Tocki  Ay  dwelling!  thou,  who  ahouldit  Thoae  last  faint  raya,  the  parting  aoul'a  fiueaiA- 


haTC  known 
Of  life  the  iunbeam  uid  the  «Hle  alone  I 
Oh,  yet  forgive  t — be  all  my  guilt  forgot, 
Norbttl  me  leave  thee  to  ao  rude  a  lotl" 

" That  kAie fixed;  twen  buitleaa to  re^, 
Still  moit  a  gulf  di^de  mj  fate  fioB  tbiiM. 


'  Now  ■■  the  conflict  pail,  and  I  have  ftati  ' 
How  welt,  how  deeply  Ihoa  haat  been  briovad! 
Yeal  in  an  boor  like  thia  'twere  vain  to  hida 
The  heart  io  long  and  aa  aevenly  Iliad : 
StiU  to  thy  name  that  heart  hath  fondly  thiibi 
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Mll-^To  ev«ij  hotter  tiB 
WM ftiUilbi,--«iid  for  Uwe  I  diet 
H  ths  love  ao  poised  be  ▼ain ; 
on  euth,  we  yet  shoU  meet  again. ' 
1  i — ^And  ytj  at  Zajda's  dying  prayer, 
im,  my  kindred  tribe  t  forgiire  and  spare  I 
hie  goiit  forgotten  in  hk  woee, 
,  bcade  my  aire,  in  peace  repoee." 
hdee  her  cheek,  her  voice  hath  rank,  and 
oath 

ler  eye,  and  itraggles  in  her  breath, 
f  «^  paat — her  taek  on  earth  ia  done, 
pQi« flpiiit  toits rest  hath  flown. 
or  whom  ahe  died»Oh !  who  may  paint 
1^  to  which  all  other  woes  were  Mail 
no  power  in  language  to  impart 
per  pangs,  the  ordeals  of  the  heart, 
read  Searcher  of  the  soul  surveyed ; 
lave  no  words — nor  are'  by  words  por 
ed. 

*t  is  rising  on  the  moontainHur, 
itfid  swells  its  plaintive  mnrmnrs  bear  ' 
the  Alpnxarras ;"— wild  its  tone, . 
IS  and  caverns  echo  "  Thou  art  gone  V* 


tor  of  heroes !  t|iou  art  gone 

lie  his  tomb  who  gave  thee  birth ; 

the  lovely  spirit  flown ! 

not  finrroed  for  earth. 

ft  a  sunbeam  in  thy  race, 

rightly  past,  and  left  no  trace. 

r 

mly  sleep  1 — fiir  thou  art  free, 

ands  onchained  thy  tomb  shall  raise. 

my  are  dosed  at  length  for  thee, 

few  and  evil  days  1 

;  ibpa  watch,  with  tearM  eye, 

oing  death  of  Ubeity. 

of  the  desert!  thou  thy  bkxun 
Mly  to  the  storm  resign: 
it  atiU-«-4Uid  dark  their  doom 
an  not  weep  for  thine ! 
rhooe  every  hope  is  fled, 
is  past  to  mourn  the  dead. 

fB  have  been,  when  o'er  thy  bier 

ler  strains  than  these  had  flowed ; 

%  home  fiom  grief  and  fear, 

il  thy  dark  abode ! 

but  linger  to  beqoeath 

the  ehoioe  of  chains  or  death. 

It  with  tiiQse,  the  free,  the  brave, 

ighty  of  departed  yean; 

he  fllnmberers  of  the  grav6 

le  hath  left  no  tears. 

oved  and  kist,  to  weep  #ere  vain 

mbo  m^et  ahalt  weep  again. 


"  Have  we  not  seen,  despoiled  by  foes. 

The  buid  our  fothers  won  of  yore  1 
And  is  there  yet  a  pang  for  those 

Who  gaxe  on  ikia  no  more? 
Oh,  that  like  tlipm  'twere  ours  to  rest ! 
Daughter  of  heroes  I  thou  art  blest !" 

A  few  short  years,  and  in  the  lonely  cave 
Where  sleeps  the  Zegii  maid,  is  Hamet's  grave. 
Severed  in  life,  united  in  the  tomb — 
Such,  of  the  hearts  that  loved  so  well,  the  doom  I 
Their  dirge,  of  woods  and  waves  th'  eternal  moan; 
Their  sepulchre,  the  pine-clad  rocks  alone. 
And  oft  beside  the  midnight  watch-fire's  blaze, 
Amidst  those  rocks,  in  long  departed  days 
(When  Freedom  fled,  to  hold,  sequestered  there, 
The  stem  And  fofty  councils  of  despair), 
Some  exiled  Moor,,  a  warrior  of  the  wild, 
Who  the  lone  hours  vnth'moumful  strains  be- 
guiled, ^ 
Hath  taught  his  mountain-home  the  tale  of  those 
Who  thus  have  suflfered,  aiid  whathus  repose. 


NOTES. 

Notel,  page  109,cql.  3. 
.  Not  the  light  zambra. 
Zambra,  a  Moorish  dance. 

Note  2,  page  109,  col.  3. 
Within  the  han  of  Lions. 
The  haH  of  Lions  was  the  principal  one  of  the 
Alhambra,  and  was  so  cajlcd  frt>m  twelve  sculptur- 
ed lions,  which  supported  an  alabaster  basin  in 
the  centre. 

Note  3,  page  109*  coL  2. 

His  Aben-Zorrahs  there  young  Hamet  leade. 

Aben-Zurrahs ;  the  name  thus  written  u  taken 

from  the  translation  of  an  Arabic  MS.  given  in 

the  3d  volume  of  Bourgoanne's  Travels  through 

Spain. 

Note  4,  page  HO,  col  2. 
TIm  Vega's  green  expaosB. 
The  Vega,  the  plain  surrounding  (Granada,  the 
scene  of  frequent  actions  between  the  Moors  and 
Christians. 

Note  5,  page  110,  col.  3. 
Seen  hmidiit  the  rednesi  of  the  dassA  norm. 
An  extreme  redness  in  the  sky  is  the  presage  of 
the  Simoom.~-See  Bruce^M  TVaveU, 

Note  6,  page  111,  coL  1. 

SlilhMn  like  that,  when  fierce  the  Kamain's  blaat 
Hath  o'w  the  dwellings  of  the  deoort  pasnd. 

Of  the  Kamsin,  a  hot  south  whid,  common  m 

Egypt  we  have  the  fottowing  account  in  Volney's 


tu 
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TrMFdf :  "  Then  winds  are  known  in  Egypt  by 
the  general  name  of  tlie  winds  of  fifty  days,  be- 
cause they  prevail  more  frequently  in  thts  fifty  days 
preceding  and  following  the  equinox.  They  are 
mentioned  by  trarellen  under  the  name^  of  the 
poisonous  winds,  or  hot  winds  of  the  desert :  their 
heat  is  so  excess!^,  that  it  is  difficult  to  form  any 
idea  of  its  violenoe  without  having  ezpenenoed  it. 
When  they  begin  to  blow,  the  sky,  at  other  times 
so  clear  in  this  climate,  becomes  dark  and  heavy ; 
the  sun  loses  his  splendour,  and  appears  of  a  violet 
ookrar ;  the  air  is  not  cloudy,  but  gray  and  thick, 
and  is  fiUed  with  a  subtile  dust,  which  penetrates 
every  where:  irespiration  becomes  short  and  diffi- 
cult, the  skin  parched  and  dry,  the  lungs  are  con- 
tract^ and  painful,  and  the  body  consumed  with 
internal  heat  In  vain  is  coolness  sought  for; 
marble,  iron,  water,  though  the  sun  no  longer  ap- 
pears, are  hot:  the  ttreets  are  deserted,  and  adead 
silence  appears  every  where.  The  natives  of  towns 
and  villages  shut  themselves  up  in  their  houses, 
and  those  of  the  deserts  in  tents,  or  holes  dug  in 
the  earth,  where  they  wait  the  termination  of  this 
h^t,  which  generally  lasts  three  days.  Wo  to  the 
traveller  whom  it  surprises  remote  from  shelter :  he 
must  sufihr  all  its  dreadful  e£bcts,  which  are  some- 
times mortal" 

Note  7,  page  112,  col.  1. 
WhOa  teaileai  ejm  enjoj  the  honej-dsira  of  deep. 
'*  Enjoy  the  honey-heavy-dew  of  slumber."—^ 
Sfudupeare. 

Note.8,  page  113,  col.  3. 
On  the  green  Vega  Won  ib  single  fight 
'  Garcilaso  de  la  Vega  derived  his  surname  from 
a  single  combat  (in«which  he  was  the  victor)  with 
a  Moor,  on  the  Vega  of  Grranada; 

Note  9,  page  114,  coL  1. 
Who  dnnk  for  man  tite  "bitter  cup  of  team 
"  £1  Key  D.  Fernando  bolvio  a  la  Vega,  y  puso 
su  Real  a  la  vista  de  Huecar,  avcynte  y  seys  dias 
del  mes  de  Abril,  adonde  fu6  fortificado  de  todo  lo 
neoeaiario;  poniendo  el  Christiano  todasu  gente 
en  esquadron,  con  todas  sus  vanderas  tendidas,  y 
m  Real  Estandarte,  el  qual  Uevava  por  divisa  un 
Chiislo  cractficado*"— JKaloria  de  la  QutrroM  Cir 
9iU9  de  Qtanada. 

Note  10,  page  114,  col.  1. 

Fram  yon  rich  provlDoe  of  the  weaiam  ttr. 

Andaluia signifies,  in  Arabic, /Ae  rtgionqfthe 

evening  eft  qftke  veat;  in  a  word,  the  Beeperia 

of  the  Glreeka— See   Ck^irl.   Bibliot.  Arabico- 

JKfpana,  and  Gibbon*9  Dtdine  and  FaU^  ^, 

Note  U,  page  114,  coL  1. 
Hw  now^whlie  diaivn,  and  thsassis 


librea  azul  y  blanca,  todos  Ueiios  de  lioa 
de  pUta,  las  plomas  de  la  miaom  ooloi 
adargas,  su  aoostumbrada  divisa,  sahpi 
desquixalavan  leones,  y  otnMp  on  mood 
deshazik  un  selvage  am  nn  basion."— 
CivUee  de  Oranada, 

Note  13,  page  114,  col.  9L 
Hi'  eternal  now  thai  cnmniVele(s%  ban 
The  loftiest  heights  of  the  Sierra  Vm 
those -called  Mulhacen  and  Picacho  de  Vi 

Note  IS,  page  114,  ooL  & 

Tli^  wounded  nugte  a  iheker— sad  ezpin 

It  is  known  to  be  a  frequent  dreomilanc 

tie,  that  the  dying  and  the  wounded  dn 

selves,  as  it  were  mechanically,  to  the  tMk 

may  be  affinded  by  any  bush  or  thicket  on  I 

Note  14,  page  116,  oci  3. 
flerenlj  beameom. 
"  Severe  in  youthful  beauty."— Jlittoa. 

Note  15,  page  117,  col.  1. 
.  While  flcnama^  that  bear  thee  treasuNs  In  tMr 
Granada  stands  upon  two  hilk,  separati 
Darro.  The  Genii  runs  under  the  walk 
Darro  is  said  to  carry  with  its  stream  nu 
cles  of  gold,  and  the  Genii,  of  silver. 
Charles  V.  eame  to  Granada  with  the  1 
Isabella,  the  city  presented  him  writh  a  cron 
of  gold,  which  had  been  collected  from  the  I 
See  Bourgoann^$  and  other  7Vasei». 

Note  16,  page  117,  ooL  1. 
The  beaits  oT  warriois  echo  10  ki  eriL 
"  At  this  period,  while  the  inhabitants 
nada  were  sunk  in  indblenoe,  one  of  tho 
whose  natural  and  impaarioned  eloquence  hi 
times  aroused  a  people  lo  deeds  oif  bereian 
his  voice,  in  the  midst  of  the  city,  and  a« 
the  inhabitants  from  their  lethargy.  Twen 
sand  enthusiasta,  ranged  under  his  banne 
prepared  to  sally  forth,  with  the  fury  of  i 
tion,  to  attack  the  besiegen,  when  Abo 
more  afraid  of  his  subjects  than  of  the  en 
solved  immediately  to  capitulate,  and  mad 
with  the  Christians,^  by  which  it  was  agr 
the  Moors  should  be  allowed  the  fiee  eze 
their  religion  and  laws;  should  be  pern 
they  thought  proper,  to  depart  wniiiiihsii 
their  effects  to  Africa;  and  that  he  himsi 
remained  in  Spain,  ahonld  retain  an  eztes 
tate,  with  houses  and  slaves,  or  be  granted  ( 
valent  in  money  if  he  preferred  retiring  to 
ry."— See  Jaeob^t  TraveU  in  Spttin, 

Note  17,  page  117,  col.  3. 
AauquBi^  Z^gri^  Almondkb  hear! 
Axarqnss,  Zsgris,  A  Imoradb,  different t 
the  MooiB  oC  Granada,  aO  of  hkh  dMtinc 
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Note  IS,  page  117,  col.  2. 
Dyed  with  no  blood  b«jt  that  of  hottUe  bundi 

le*  conquest  of  Granada  was  greatly  facilitated 
e  dvil  dissentions  which,  at  this  period,  pre- 
1  in  the  city.  Several  pf  the  Moorish  tribes, 
jnced  by  private  feuds,  wei'e  fully  prepared 
ibmifluon  to  the  Spaniards;  others  had  em- 
d  the  cause  of  Moley  el  ^agal,  the  uncle  and 
etkor  for  the  throne  of  Abdallah  (or  Abo 
ili),  and  all  was  jealousy  and  ^nimoeity. 


V&Ui  W,  page  117,  col  9. 

Vhen  TtfOcIs  bands  o'erspread  the  western  shore. 

lik,  the  6r8t  leader  of  the  Moors  and  Arabs 
Spain.—"  The  Saracens  landed  at  the  pillar 
lot  of  Europe:  the  corrupt  and  familiar  ap- 
ion  of  Gibraltar  (Gebel  al  Tarik)  describes 
ountain  of  Tarik,  and  the  intrenchmenta  of 
imp  were  the  first  outline  of  those  fortifica- 

which,  in  the  hands  of  our  countrymen, 
reosted  the  art  and  power  of  the  House  of 
ton.  The  adjacent  governors  informed  the 
of  Toledo  of  the  desceift  and  pfogress  of  the 
i;  and  the  defeat  of  his  lieutenant,  E>]eco, 
tad  been  commanded  to  seize  and  bind  the 
nptooos  strangers,  first  admonished  Roderic 
»  magnitude  of  (be  danger.  At  the  royal 
ons*  th^  dukea  and  counts,  the  buhops  and 

of  the  Gothic  monarchy,  aasembled  at  the 
4  their  fbilowen;  and  the  title  of  king  of  the 
D8,  which  ii  employed  by  an  Arabic  histo- 
■ay  be  excused  by  the.  close  affinity  of  Un- 
,  religion,  and  manners  between  the  nations 
lio."— (7i&&on'«  Decline  and  Fall,  4^,  vol. 

472,  473. 

Note  90,  page  117)  cot  2. 
Whao  the  kmg  combat  raged  on  Xens*  plala 

the  neighbourhood  of  Cadiz,  the  town  of 
has  beep  illustrated  by  the  encounter  which 
lined  the  fiite  of  the  kingdom :  the  stream  of 
oadalete,  which  &lls  into  the  bay,  divided 
ro  camps,  and  marked  the  advancing  and 
ing  skirmishes  of  three  successive  days. 
)  fourth  day,  the  two  armies  joined  a  more 
I  and  dedfliTe  issue."  "Notwithstanding 
our  of  ti^e  Saracens,  (hey  fainted  under  the 

of  multitudes,  and  the  plain  of  Xeres  was 
teed  with  sixteen  thousand  of  their  dead 


of  Tole^io^  ooeapied  the  most  important  post:  their 
welMimed  defoctioii  broke  the  Auiks  of  the  Chris- 
tians}  each  warrior  w#a  prompted  by  fear  or  sus- 
picion to  consult  hi*  personal  safety;  and  the 
remains  of  the  Grothic  army  were  scattered  ot  de- 
stroye4  in  the  flight  mnd  pursuit  of  the  three  fol- 
lowing days/'-^Oifefcon't  Decline  and  FaU,  <fs:. 

ml  ix.  pp.  473,  474 

• 

Note  21,  page  117,  col.  9: 

And  Afric's  tecbir  swelled  through  yielding  Spain. 

The  tecbir,  the  shout  of  opset  used  by  the  Sara- 
cens in  battle. 

Note22,  page  118,  col.  1. 
.Your  king  hath  yielded!  Valour's  dream  is  of er. 

The  tenors  occasioned  by  this  sudden  exdte- 
meot  of  popular  feeling  seem  even  to  have  accele- 
rated Abo  Abdeli's  capitulation.  "  Aterrado  Abo 
Abdeli  con  el  alboroto,  y  temiendo  no  ser  ya  el 
Dueno  de  un  pueblo  amotinado^  so  apresuro  4 
ooncluir  una  capitulacion,  la  menosdura  que  podia 
obtener  en  tan.  urgentes  circunstancias,  y  ofirecio 
entregar  a  Granada  el  dia  sei8*de  Enero." — Poseos 
en  Granada^  vol.  i.  p.  998. 

Note  93,  page  118,  col.  1. 
Yc,  that  around  the  oakea^raa  of  yorir 
The  oaken  cross,  carried  by  Palsgius  in  battle. 

Note  94,  page  118,  col.  1. 
And  ihou,  the  wanior  bom  in  haf^  hour. 

See  Southey's  Chronicle  of  the  Gid,  ui  which 
that  wanior  is  frequently  styled,  *'  he  who  waa  bam 
in  happy  hour" 

Note  25, page  118,  col.!. 

Ete  in  the  raaba  of  spktai  dkfai  retain 
A  patriot's  vigilance,  remembering  Spain  I 

"  Moreover,  when,  the  Miramamolin*  bronghl 
over  from  Africa,  against  King  Don  AlphoAso^ 
the  eighth  of  that  name,  the  mightiest  power  of 
the  mtsbelievers  that  had  ever  beeft  brought  against 
Spain,  since  the  destruction  of  the  kings  of  the 
Goths,  the  Cid  Campeador  remembered  his  coun- 
try in  that  great  danger ;  fbr  the  night  before  the 
battle  was  fought  at  the  Navas  de  Toloea,  in  the 
dead  of  the  nighty  a  mighty  soond  was  heard  in 
the-whole  city  of  Leon,  as  if  it  wero  the  tramp  of 


a  great  army  passing  ihrough ;  and  it  passed  on 
'My  brethren,'  said  Tarik  to  his  surviv-  |to  the  royal  monastery  of  St.  Isidro,  and  there  was 
npanions,  *  the  enemy  is  before  you,  the  sea  j  a  great  knocking  at  the  gate  thereof,  and  they 
ad;  whither  would  ye  flyl  FoUow  your  ge-  caHed  to  a  priest  who  was  keephig  vigils  in  the 
1  am  reeolved  other  to  kiae  my  life,  or  to  church,  and  told  him,  that  the  captains  of  the  array 
»  on  the  prostrate  king  of  the  Romans.' •  whom  he  heard  were  the  Cid  Ruydiez,  and  Count 
I  the  reeource  of  despair,  he  confided  in  the  Ferran  Gk>nzalec,  and  that  they  came  there  to  caO 
nfrcspondenoe  and  nocturnal  mterviews  of  up  King  Don  Ferrando  the  G^eat,^who  lay  boned 
Mian  with  the  sons  and  the  brother  of  in  that  church,  that  he  might  go  with  them-to  de- 
.  Tike  two  princes,  and  the  arohhisbop  liver  Spain.  And  on  the  morrow  that  gratt  bettls 
18 
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of  the  NavaB  de  Tolosa  was  fought,  wherein  sixty 
thouBand  of  the  miabelieveM  were  alain,  which 
was  one  of  the  gxeaiest  and  nohlest  hattlee  ever  won 
over  the  Mocfn,"^S(nUhey'9  Chronide  t(f  the  Cid. 

Note  26,  page  118,  col.  1. 
Q  realm  of  oTeniog! 

The  name  of  Andahuda,  the  region  qf  evening 
or  qfihe  vestf  was  applied  by  the  Aiabe,  not  only 
to  the  province  lo  called,  but  to  the  whole  penin^ 
aula.  -. 

Note27,page  118,  col.l. 
What  tenner  aureaiDB  afar  from  Vela's  tower  1 

• 

"Eln  este  dia,  para  fdempre  memorable,  los 
estandartes  de  la  Cruz,  de  St.  lago^  y  el  de  los 
Reyes  de  Castilla  se  tremol&fon  sobre  la  torre  mas 
alta,  llamada  de  la  Vela;  y  un  exerdto  prOeter- 
nado,  inundandose  en  lagrimas  de  goso  y  reoono- 
dmiento,  asistio  al  mas  glorioeo  de  los  espectacu- 
Iosl" — pQseoB  en  Oranada^  vol  i.  p.  599. 

Note  28,  page  118,  col.  2. 

Thsy  reach  thaaeioirera— irregularly  vaal, 
And  rude  they  nem,  in  mould  terteric  caK. 

Swinburne,  after  describing  the  noble  palace 
built  by  Charles  V.  in  the  precincts  of  the  Alham- 
bra,  thus  proceeds:  "Adjoining  (to  the  north) 
stands  a  huge  heap  of  as  ugly  buildings  as  can  well 
be  seen,  all  huddled  together,  seemingly  without 
the  least  intention  of  forming  one  habitation  out 
of  them.  The  walls  are  entirely  unomamented, 
all  gravel  and  pebbles,  daubed  over  with  plaster  by 
a  very  coarse  hand;  yet  this  is  the  palace  of  the 
Moorish  kings  of  Granada,  indisputably  the  most 
curious  place  within  that  exists  in  Spdn,  perhaps 
in  Europe.  In  many  countries  you  may  see  excel- 
lent modem  as  well  as  ancient  architectura,  both 
entire  and  in  ruins;  but  nodiing  to  be  met  with 
any  wher^  else  can  convey  an  idea  of  this  edifice, 
ex6ept  you  take  it  from  the  decorations  of  an 
opera,  or  the  tales  of  the  genii.''— iSirinfrttm^'t 
TrdveU  through  Spain. 

Note  29,  page  118,  col.  2.  , 
A  genii  pi|la<»-«n  Arabian  heaven. 
"Passing,  round  the  cpmcr  of  the  emperor's 
palace,  you  are  admitted  at  a  plain  unomamented 
door,  in  a  comer.    On  my  first  vuit,  I  confess,  1 
was  strack  with  amazement  as  I  stept  over  the 
threshold,  to  find  myself  on  a  sudden  transported 
into  a  species  of  feiryUnd.  The  first  place  you  come 
to  is  the  court  called  the  Communa,  or  del  Mttuear 
that  is,  the  common  baths:  an  oblong  square,  with 
a  deep  basin  of  dear  water  in  the  middle;  two 
flights  of  marble  steps  leading  down  to  the  bot- 
tom; on  each  side  a  parterre  of  flowers,  and.a  row 
of  oraoge-trees.   Round  the  court  runs  a  pecwtyle 
paved  with  marble;  the  aiches  boar  upon  very 


slight  pillars,  in  propoitions  and  style  diflcnnt 
Irpm  all  the  regular  orders  of  architectiire.  Tkf 
ceilings  and  walls  are  incrustated  with  firetwmk  ii 
stucco^  so  minute  and  intricate,  that  the  hmC 
patient  draughtsman  would  find  it  di^kalt  to  fill- 
low  it,  unless  he  made  himself  master  of  the  geos- 
ral  plan." — Sinnbume'e  TVaveU  in  Spain, 

Note  30,  page  119,  coL  1. 
BotdMrs  the  walk  in  charactenof  goU 
The  walls  and  cornices  of  the  Albamivi  ue 
covered  with  inscriptions  in  Arabic  dmactew. 
"  In  examining  this  abode  of  magnifieeoce,"  aji 
Bouigoanne,  "  the  observer  is  evexy  Domat 
astonish^  at  the  new  and  interesiing  mixtois  of 
architecture  and  poetry.  The  palace  of  the  Al- 
hambra  may  be  called  a  coBection  of  fi^idre 
pieces;  and  whatever  duration  these  may  have^ 
time,  with  which  every  thing  passes  awi^,  hM 
too  much  contribution  to  confirm  to  them  tint 
title.''-^ee\B(mr^ft>anne'«  T\aveUin  £Jii«ta. 

Note  31,  page  119,  col.  1. 

Tambour,  and  flute,  and  atabal,  ar«  then. 
Atabal,  a  kind  of  Moorish  drum. 

Note32,pagelld,coLl. 
Granada!  Ibr  Castile  atttAm^QO I 

"  Y  ansi  entraron  en  la  dudad,  y  sufaisroo  al 
Alhambra,  y  endma  de  la  torre  die  Comares  Uo 
famosa  se  levanto  la  senal  de  la  Santa  CnB,y 
luego  el  real  estandarte  de  los  dos  Ghriiliatfi 
reyes.    Y  al  punto  los  reyes  de  armas^  a  grmdv 
hoses  dizieron,  *-Qranada!  Grranada!  po{vawt 
gestad,y  porlareynasanrager.'    LatserenHUBi 
reyna  D.  Isabel  que  vio  la  senal  de  la  Santa CnB 
sobre  la  hermosa  torre  de  Comaies,  y  el  su  eitaD- 
darte  real  con  ella,  s^  hinco  de  RodiUas,  y  dio  is- 
finitas  gradas  k  EHos  por  la  victoria  que  le  avis 
dado  contra  aquella  gran  dudad.    La  musaca  nsl 
de  la  capilla  del  rey  hicgo  a  canto  de  oigano  caiit6 
Te  Deiun  laudamus.    Fu6  tan  grande  d  plaser 
que  todos  lloravan.    Luego  dd  Alhambra  sonaitsi 
mil  instmmentos  de  musica  de  belicas  tiompctia 
Los  Moros  amigos  del  rey,  que  querian  ser  Chm- 
tianos,  cuya  cabeza  era  el  vaTeroso  Mu^a,  tomarai 
mil  dulza3nia8  y  anafiles,  sonando  grande  ruydode 
atambores  por  toda  la  dudad." — ^^Bcioris  dc  Im 
Cfuerrae  Civilea  de  Granada. 

Note  33,  page  119,  col.  1. 

The  feacal  lamps  innumenbfy  blasa 

"Los  cavalleios  Moios  que  avemos  dkho^ 
aquella  noche  jugaron  galanamente  akandii  7 
canas.  Andava  Glranada  aquella  noche  con  taoli 
alegria,  y  con  tantas  luminarias,  que  paiecia  q« 
se  aidia  U  tierra.'*— ifistoria  de  iae  Ommt  O 
vileede  Chramada. 
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Rrinbiinia,  in  hk  TraTels  through  Spain,  in 
fean  1775  and  1776,  mention^  that  the  anni- 
izy  of  the  surrendar  ofGncnada  to  Ferdinand 
bahella  was  itill  obaerved  in  the  city  as  a 
t  featiTal  and  day  of  r^oicing;  and  that  the 
ilaoe  on  tliat  occasion  paid  an  annual  visit  to 
Moorish  palaee.- 

Noto  34,  page  119,  col.  1. 

Td  Africa  wild!  the  royal  exile  flies. 

Los  Gomeles  todos  se  passaron  en  Africa,  y  el 
Chioo  con  ellps,  que  no  quiso  estar  en  Espana, 
Africa  le  mataron  lo  Moros.de  aquellas  partes, 
[W  perdio  a  Grianada."— Gu£rra«  CiviUa  de 

Note  35,  nage  119,  col.  2. 
Of  him  who  ICDBW  not,  as  a  man  to  die, 

.bo  Abdeli,  upon  leaving  Granada,  after  its 
pest  by  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  stofiped  on 
bin  of  Padul  to  take  a  last  look  of  his  city  and 
oe.  Overcome  by  the  sight,  he  burst  into 
I,  and  was  thus  reproached  by  his  mother,  the 
anesi  Ayxa :  "  Thou  dost  well  to  weep,  like 
Mnan^  Oyer  the  loss  of  that  kingdom  vrhich 
not  how  to  defend  and  die  for  like  a 


Note  36,  page  119,  col.  3. 
Th'  avei^er's  tank  is  dosed. 

Q  rej  mando,  que  si  quedevan  Zegris,  que  no 
■sen  en  Granada,  por  la  maldad  que  hizieron 
n  fee  Abcnoerragcs."— Cfiicrrcw   CivUes  de 


nite  rocks  in  the,  mountains  of  the  Bergstrasse. 
"  The  nearer  We  approached  these  mountains,  the 
more  we  had  occasion  to  admire  the  various  tints 
of  their  granites.  Sometimes  the  precipices  were 
of  a  faint  pink,  then  of  a  deep  red,  a  dullpwple,  or 
a  blush  approaching  to  lilac,  and  sometimes  gleams 
of  a  pale  yellow  mingled  with  the  low  shrubs  that 
grew  upon  their  sides.  The  day  was  cloudless 
and  bright,  and  we  were  too  near  these  heights  to 
be  deceived  by4he  illusions  of  adrial  colouring ; 
the  real  hues  of  their  features  were  as  beautiful,  as 
their  magnitude  was  sublime." 


THE  WIDOW  OF  CRESCENTIUS. 


"  L'  drage  pent  briaer  en  un  moment  lee  fleim  qoL  tien* 
nent  encore  la  t<te  kvte."  Mad.  de  Steud, 


Note  37,  page  190,  coL  1. 

lOdR  the  wild  Alpnzsiras. 

The  Alpnxarras  are  so  kfty  that  the  coast  of  i 
bary,  and  the  dties  of  Tangier  and  Ceuta,  are 
ofered  from  thdr  summits*,  they  are  about 
ailm  leagues  in  length,  from  Veles  Malaga 
Uineria,  and  eleven  in  breadth,  and  abound 
ifruit  tiecs  of  great  beauty  and  prodigious  size, 
kse  moontains  the  wretcjied  remams  of  the 
OB  took  lefoge." — Bourgoannc'M  TraveU  in 


Note  38,  page  131,  col.  1. 
Wen  but  lodbieM  If  aught  remained  to  ftar. 
FliU  k   Diea  que  je  craignisse  l"-f-^fu{ro- 

Note  39,  page  131,  col.  1. 
Bitil  the  tioki  that  float  o'er  sommer  skies. 

In.  RjMk&fie,  in  hu  joomey  along  the  banks 
ie  Wtm*,  tkvm  describes  the  colon  of  the  gra- 


APVERTIdEMENT. 

• 

"  In  the  reign  of  Otho  III.  Emperor  of  Germa- 
ny, the  Romans,  excited  by  their  Consul,  Cres- 
centius,  who  ardently  desired  to  restore  the  ancient 
glory  of  the  republic,  made  a  bold  attempt  to  shake 
off  the  Saxon  yoke,  and  the  authority  of  the  Popes^ 
whose  vioes  rendered  them  objects  of  universal 
contempt.  The  Consul  was  besieged  by  Otho  in 
the^Mole  of  Hadrian,  which,  long  afterwards,  con- 
tinued to  he  Called  the  Tower  of  Crescentius.  Otho, 
after  many  unavailing  attacks  upon  his  fortress,  at 
last  entered  into^  negotiations;  and  pledging  his 
imperial  word  to  respect  the  life  of  Crescentius, 
and  the  rights  of  the  Romam  citizens,  the  unfortit- 
nate  leader  was  betrayed  into  his  power,  and  im- 
mediately beheaded,  with  many  of  his  partisans. 
Stephania,  his  widow,  concealing  bet  affliction  and 
he>  resentments  for  the  insults  to  which  she  had 
been  exposed,  secretly  resolved  to  revenge  her  hus- 
band aild  herself.  On  the  return  of  Otho  from  a 
pilgrimage  to  Mount  Gargano,  which,  perhaps,  a 
feeling  of  remorse  had  induced  him  to  undertake, 
she  found  means  to  be  introduced  to  him,  and  to 
gain  his  confidence;  and  a  poison  administered  by 
her  was  spon  afterwards  the  cause  of  his  painful 
death."— See  SitVMndi,  History  of  the  Italian 
Republie8f  vol.  i. 


PART  I. 

'Midst  Tivoli's  luxuriant  glades^ 
Bright-foaming  falls,  and  olive  shades, 
Where  dwelt,  in  days  departed  bng, 
The  sons  of  battle  and  of  song. 
No  tree,  no  shrub  its  foliage  rears, 
But  o'er  the  wrecks  of  oihet  years, 
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Temples  and  domes,  which  long  have  been 
The  soil  of  that  enchanted  scene. 

There  the  wild  fig^iee  and  the  vine 
0*er  Hadrian's  mouldering  villa  twioe;(l) 
The  cjffnress,  in  funereal  grace, 
Usurps  the  vanished  colunm's  place; 
O'er  fidlen  shrine,  and  ruined  friese, 
The  wall-flower  rustles  in  the  b(ee»; 
Acanthus-kaves  the  marble  hide, 
They  once  adorned  in  sculptured  pride ; 
And  nature  hath  lesomed  her  throne 
O'er  the  vast  works  of  ages  flown. 

Was-  it  for  (bis  that  many  a  pile, 
Pride  of  Ilissus  and  of  Nile, 
To  Anio's  banks  the  image  lent 
Of  each  imperial  mohument1(2) 
Now  Athens  weeps  he^  shattered  fane«. 
Thy  temples,  Egypt,  strew  thy  plains; 
And  the  proud  fabrics  Hadrian  reared 
From  Tibur's  vale  have  disappeared. 
We  need  no  prescient  sibyl  there 
The  doom  of  grandeur  to  declare ; 
Elach  stone,  wh^re  weeds  and  ivy  climb, 
Reveals  some  oracle  of  Time ; 
Each  relic  utters  Wte's  decree. 
The  future  as  the  past  shall  be. 

Halls  of  the  dead !  in  Tibur*s  vale, 
Who  now  shall  tell  your  lofty  talel 
Who  trace  the  high  patrician's  dome. 
The  bard's  retreat,  the  hero's  home? 
When  moss-dad  wrecks  alone  record. 
There  dwelt  the  worid's  departed  lord  I 
In  scenes  where  verdure's  rich  array 
Still  sheds  young  beauty  ^'er  decay, 
And  sunshine,  on  each  glowing  hUl, 
'Midst  ruins  flinds  a  dwelling  stilL 

Sunk  is  thy  palace,  but  thy  tomb, 
Hadrian !  hath  shared  a  prouder  doom,(3) 
Though  vanished  with  the  days  of  old 
Its  pillars  of  Corinthian  mould ; 
And  the  fair  forms  by  sculpture  wrought, 
Bach  bodying  some  immortal  thought^ 
Which  o'er  that  temple  of  the  dead. 
Serene,  but  solemn  beauty  shed. 
Have  found,  like  glory's  self,  a  grave 
In  time's  abjrss  or  Tiber's  wave  :(4) 
Yet  dreams  more  lofty,  and  more  faur. 
Than  art's  bpid  hand  hath  imaged  e'er. 
High  thoughts  of  many  a  mighty  mind, 
Expanding  when  all  else  declined, 
In  twilight  years,  when  only  they 
Recalled  the  radiance  passed  away, 
Have  made  that  ancient  pile  their  home 
Fortress  of  freedom  and  erf"  Rome. 

There  he,  who  strove,  in  evil  dayn^' 
Again  to  kindle  glory's  rays^ 
Whose  spirit  sought  a  path  of  Ught, 
For  those  dim  ages  &r  too  bright. 


Crescentius  long  maintained  tbe  itrifiB^ 
Which  closed  but  with  Hs  nOurtyr's  lift, 
And  left  th'  imperial  tomb  a  name, 
A  heritage  of  holier  &me. 
There  dosed  De  Brescia^  minflii  high, 
From  thenoe  the  patriot  came  t»  die  :(5) 
And  thou,  whose  Roman  soul  the  last, 
Spoke  vrith  the  voice  of  ages  past,(6)   . 
Whose  thoughts  so  long  from  earth  had  ttsd, 
To  mingle  with  the  glorious  dead, 
That  'midst  the  world's  degenerate  race 
Thijy  vainly  sought  a  dwelling-place, 
Within  that  house  of  death  didst  brood 
O'er  visions  to  thy  ruin  wooed. 
Yet  worthy  of  a  brig)iter  lot,  • 

Rienzi !  be  thy  faults  forgot ! 
For  thou,  when  ail  around  thee  lay 
Chained  in  the  slumbers  of  dficay ; 
So  sunlt  each  heart,  that  mortal  eye 
Had  scarce  a  tear  for  liberty ; 
Alope,  amidst  tbe  darkness  there, 
Couldst  gaze  on  Rome— yet  not  despair  X?) 

'Tis  mom,  and  Nature's  richest  dyes 
Are  floating  o'er  Italian  skies; 
Tints  of  transparent  lustre  shine 
Along  the  snow-dad ' Appenine ; 
The  cbuds  have  left  Soracte's  he^^ht, 
And  yellow  Tiber  winds  in  light 
Where  tombs  and  fallen  fiuies  have  atfvwed 
The  vride  Campagna's  solitude. 
'T  is  amidst  the  scene  to  trace 
Those  relics  of  a  vanished  race ; 
Yet  o'er  the  ravaged  path  of  time^ 
Such  glory  sheds  that  brilliant  dime, 
Where  nature  still,  though  empine  &U, 
Holds  her  triumphal  festival ; 
E'en  Desolation  wears  a  smile, 
Where  skies  and  sunbeams  laugh  the  while; 
And  Heaven's  own  light.  Earth's  rieheitbloQD, 
Array  the  ruin  and  the  tomb. 

Bui  she,  who  firom  yon  convent  tower 
Breathes  the  pure  fredmess  of  the  boar; 
She,  whose  rich  flow  of  raven  hair 
Streams  wildly  on  the  nknming  air ; 
Heeds  not  how  fair  the  scene  bekiw, 
Robed  in  italia's  brighWst  glow, 
Though  throned  ^midst  Latium'a  dassie  phivv 
Th'  Eternal  City's  towers  and  fanes. 
And  they,  the  Pleiades  of  earth. 
The  seven  proud  hills  of  Emphre'e  both. 
Lie  spread  beneath :  not  now  her  gUnoe 
Roves  o'er  that  vast,  sublime  expanse; 
Inspired,  and  bright  with  hope,  *ttt  thrown 
On  Hadrian's  miissy  tomb  alone ; 
There,  from  the  storm,  when  Fieedon  fled. 
His  faithfid  few  Creeoentiui  led  I 
While  she,  his  anxious  bride,  who  now 
Bends  o'er  the  scene  her  ycraAhflil  bioir,. 
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rfuge  in  the  haUowed  fane, 

len  oeuld  ahelter,  not  in  vain. 

the  lAfty  itriiiB  is  o'er, 

nty  shall  weep  no  more. 

i  imperial  Otho's  voice 

leroted  aoos  rejoice; 

irho  battled  to  reetofe 

ea  and  the  lighte  of  joie, 

scents,  like  the  clarion's  soond^ 

rat  the  dead  repose  around, 

I  natife  Rome  shall^ee, 

tred  pity;  of  the  firee  I 

ig  Stephania  wuts  the  hottr 

lies  her  lord  his  Ibftress  tower, 

Qt  heart  with  joj  data, 

nsboyond  the  reach  of  &te; 

1,  fike  creature  from  above, 

d  with  hope  and  love. 

her  (brm,  and  in  her  eye, 

the  soul  of  Italy ! 

Ig  lofty  and  inspired, 

r  native  day-etar  fired; 

1  and  high  expression,  ^ught 

noes  of  impassbned  thought, 

sheds  jn  visions  bright  . 

(teas  of  the  God  of  Light  I 

lark  looks,  that  lend  her  fiuDe 

il  and  hurariant  grace, 

r  her  cheek,  whose  kindling  dyea 

1  the  fire  within  to  ri«e ; 

ned  by  the  doming  heaven 

m  land  of  sunbeams  given. 

t  that  fiarvid  gkiw 

er  ideal  beauty  throw, 

I  such  ardent  life  express 

-wrought  dreams  of  loveliness ; — 

rhich,  surviving  Empire's  faU 

e  of  gloiy  still  recall. 

), — the  banner  of  the  brave 

rian's  tomb  hath  ceased  to  wave^ 

ned — and  now  Stephania's  eye 

the  martial  train  descry, 

ung  from  that  andent  dotoe, 

ugh  the  crowded  strtets  of  Rome. 

I  her  watch-tower  on  the  height, 

p  as  hkHed  wood-nymph's  light, 

-«iid  awift  her  way  pursues  • 

the  kme  convent's  avenues. 

reas-groves,  and  fields  overspread 

gfda  of  the  conquering  dead, 

■  which  track  a  glowing  waste, 

rses  in  breathless  haste;   . 

be  tombs  where  dust  is  shrined, 

inted  by  loftiest  mind, 

ing  oo,  hath  reached  the  gate 

t,  tilt  proud,  the  desolate  1 

1  are  the  streets,  and,  still  renewed, 

yie  gathering  moltitiide. 


Is  it  their  high-souled  chieif  to'^gteet 
That  thus  the  Roman  thousands  nuteil 
With  names  that  bid  their  thoughts  ascend, 
CrescentiuB,  thine  in  song  to  blend ; 
And  of  triumphal  daya  gone  by 
Recall  th'  inspuring  pageantry  1 
— There  is  an  air  of  breathless  dread. 
An  eager  glance,  a  hutrying  tread; 
And  now  a  fearful  silence  round, 
And  now  a  fitful  murmuring  sound, 
'Midst  the  pale  crowds,  that  ahnost  seem  ■ 
Phantoms  of  some  tumultuous  dream. 
CUdck  is  each  step,  and  wild  each  mien. 
Portentous  of  some  awful  scene. 
Bride  of  Crescentius !  as  the  throng 
Bore  thee  with  whelming  force  along, 
How  did  thine  anxious  heart  beat  higli, 
Till  rose  suspense  to  agony ! 
Too  brief  suspense,  that  soon  shall  dose, 
And  leave  thy  heart  to  deeper  woes. 

Who  'midst  yon  guarded  precinct  standi 
With  fearless  mien,  but  fettered  handil 
The  ministers  of  death  are  nigh. 
Yet  a  calm  grandeur  lights  his  eye ; 
And  in  his  glance  thens  lives  a  mind, 
Which  was  not  fonned  for  chains  to  bind, 
But  cast  in  such  heroic  mould 
As  theirs,  th'  ascendant  ones  of  old. 
Crescentius !  fireedomVi  daring  sop, 
Is  this  the  ^erdon  thou  hast  won  7 
O  worthy  to  have  lived  and  died 
In  the  bright  days  of  Latium's  pride  I 
Thus  must  the  beam  of  glory  close^ ' 
O'er  the  seven  hills  again  that  rose, 
When  at  thy  voice,  to  burst  the  yoke,         ( 
The  soul  of  Rome  indignant  wokel 
Vain  dream !  the  sacred  shields  are  goDe,(8) 
Sunk  is  the  crowning  city's  throne  :(9) 
Th'  illusions,  that  around  her  cast 
Their' guardian  spells  have  long  been  past(10) 
Thy  life  hath  been  a  shot  star's  ray. 
Shed  o'er  Jier  midnight  of  decay ; 
Thy  death  at  Freedom's  ruined  shrine 
Must  rivet  every  chain — but  thine. 

Calm  is  his  aspect,  and  his  eye 
Now  fixed  upon  the  deep  blue  sky. 
Now  on  those  wrecks  of  ages  fled, 
Around  in  desolation  spread ; 
Arch,  temple,  column,  worn  and  gray. 
Recording  triumphs  passed  away ; 
Works  of  the  mighty  and  the  firee. 
Whose  steps  on  earth  no  more  shall  be. 
Though  their  bright  course  hath  left  a  trace 
Nor  years  nor  sorrows  can  efface. 

Why  changes  now  the  patriot's  mien, 
Erewhile  so  bftily  serene? 
Thus  can  approaching  death  oontronl 
The  might  of  that  commanding  soul  1 
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No ! — Heard  ye  not  that  thrilling  cry 

Which  told  of  bitterest  iageny  1 

He  heard  it,  and,  at  once  subdued, 

Hath  sunk  the  hero's  fortitude. 

Hr  heard  it,  and  l^s  heaft  too  well 

Whence  rose  that  voice  of  wo  elm  tell ; 

And  'midst  th&  gazing  throngs  around 

One  well  known  form  his  glance  hath  found ; 

One  fondly  loving  and  beloved, ' 

In  grief,  in  peril,  faithfill  proved. 

Yes,  in  the  wildness  of  despair, 

She,  his  devoted  bride  is  there. 

Pale,  breathle8s,.through  the  crowd  she  fliei^ 

The  light  of  frenzy  in  her  eyes : 

But  ere  her  arms  can  cl^sp  the  form 

Which  life  ere  long  must  cease  to  warm ; 

Ere  on  his  agonizing  breast 

Her  heart  can  heave,  her  head  can  rest; 

Checked  in  her  course  by  ruthleps  hands, 

Mute,  motionless,  at  once  she  stands ; 

With  bloodless  cfaVek  and  vac&nt^lanoe, ' 

Frozen  and  fixed  in  horror's  trance ; 

Spell-bound,  as  every  sense  were  fled, 

And  thought  o'erwhelmed,  and  feeling  dead. 

And  the  light  waving  of  her  haii^ 

And  veil,  far  floating  on  the  air, 

Alone,  in  that  dread  moment,  show 

She  is  no  sculptured  form  of  wo. 

The  scene  of  grief  and  death  is  o'er, 
The  patriot's  heart  shall  throb  no  more :  * 
But  kers — so  vainly  formed  to  prove 
The  pore  devotedness  of  love, 
Aad  draw  from  fond  afiection's  eye 
All  thought  sublime,  all  feeling  high ; 
When  consciousness  again  shall  wake, 
EUith  now  no  refiige— but  to  break. 
The  spirit  long  inured  to  pain 
May  smile  at  fiite  in  calm  disdain  p 
Survive  its  darkest  hour,  and  rise 
In  more  majestic  energies. 
But  in  the  glow  of  vernal  pride, 
^   If  each  warm  hope  at  once  hath  died, 
Then  sinks  tte  mind,  a  blighted  flower. 
Dead  to  the  sunbeam  and  the  shawtt ; 
A  broken  gem,  whose  inborn  light 
Is  scattered— ne'er  to  re-nnite. 


PART  II. 

Hast  thou  a  scene  that  is  not  spread 
With  records  of  thy  glory  fledl 
A  monument  that  doth  not  tell 
The  tale  of  Uberty's  &rewell  1 
Italia !  thou  art  but  a  grave 
Where  flowers  luxuriate  o'er  the  brave, 
And  nature  gives  her  treasures  birth 
O'er  all  that  hath  been  great  on  earth. 


Yet  smile  thy  heavens  as  once  they  smiled, 

When  thou  yreit  Freedom's  favoured  cfaUd: 

Though  fane  and  tomb  alike  are  k>w. 

Time  hath  not  dimmed  thy  sunbeam's  gbw; 

And  robed  in  that  exulting  ray. 

Thou  seem'st  to  triumph  o'er  decay;  . 

Oyet,  though  by  thy  sorrows  bent, 

In  nature's-  pomp  magnifloeiit ; 

What  marvel  if,  when  all  was  ksst, 

Still  on  thy  bright  enchanted  coast. 

Though  many  an  omen  warned  him  thom, 

Lingered  the  lord  of  ekxiuence  !(II) 

Still  gazing  on  the  lovely  sky, 

Whose  radience  wooed  him—but  to  die; 

Like  him  who  would  not  Unger  there. 

Where  heaven,  earth,  ocean,  all  are  foirl 

Who  'midst  thy  glowing  scenes  cou)d  dwell, 

Nor  bid  awhile  his  grie&  farewell  % 

Hath  not  thy  pure  and  genial  air 

Balm  for  all  sadness  but  despair  ?(}3) 

No  I  there  are  pangs,  whose  deep-worn  tcan 

Not  all  thy  magic  canefboe  I 

Hearts,  by  unkindness  wrung,  may  leam 

The  world  and  all  its  gifts  to  spurn ; 

Time  may  steal- on  with  silent  tread. 

And  dry  the  tear  that  mourns  the  dead ; 

May  change  fond  love,  subdue  regret, 

And  teach  e'en  ven^nnoe  to-fbcget ; 

But  thou,  Remorse !  there  is  ne  ehann. 

Thy  sting,  avenger,  to  dtsarm  I 

•Vain  are  bright  suns  and  laughing  skies. 

To  tooth  thy  victim's  agonies : 

The  heart  once  made  thy  hurtling  tfaroae, 

Still,  while  it  beats,  is  tldne  alone. 

In  vain  for  Otho!s  joyless  eye 
-Smile,  the  fair  scenes  of  Italy, 
As  through  her  landscapes'  rich  array 
,  Th'  imperial  pilgrim,  bends  hia  way. 
Thy  form,  Cresoentius  on  his  sight 
Riws  when  nature  laughs  in  fight, 
Glides  roqnd  him  at  the  midnight  hoar. 
Is  present  in  his  festal  bowerj 
With  awful  voice  and  fiowning  mien. 
By  all  but  him  unheard,  unseen, 
Oh  I  thus  to  shadows  of  the  gra^ 
Be  every  tyrant  still  a  slave ! 

VThere  throtlgh  Gargano's  woody  dells, 
O'er  bending  oaks  the  north-wind  swallB,(I3) 
A  sainted  hermit'^  fowly  tomb 
Is  bosomed  in  umbrageous  gloom, 
In  shades  that  saw  him  live  and  (fie 
BeneiUh  their  .w.ving(»noi>y. 
'Twas  his,  as  legends  tell,  to  share 
The  converse  of  inmiortals  there ; 
Around  that  dweller  of  the  wild 
There  "bright  appearances"  haveBmilsd,(14) 
And  angel-wings,  at  eve-,  have  been 
Gleaming  the  shadowy  boughs  betwesq. 
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I  that  fledtided  bower 
sd,  at  midiught's  calmer  hour, 
ewlew  harpe,  a  aound 
ntheniB  pealing  round, 
voicet  c^the  aky 
that  thriUing  Wnoony, 
,  wboae  very  echoes  made 
he  lonely  ahade  I 
)  gone  by^  the  hermit  sleeps 
;ano'^  woods  and  steeps  t 
m  have  half  o'ergrown 
is  low,  seimlchral  stone : 
tpot  is  holy,  still 
iteps  haunt  the  hill ; 
iwe-stnick  mountaineer 
r-hymns  may  hear 
)  forest-predncts  float, 
clear, — but  still  remote, 
ction  breathe  her  plaint 
shrine's  departed  saint, 
At  spirits  of  the  blest 
weet  influence  o*er  her  breast 
T  Otho  now  repairs, 
soolwith  vows  and  prayen; 
n,  on  holy  ground,  ^ 

Peace,  may  yet  be  found, 
and  forests,  by  the  bed, 
y  sleep  the  sainted  dead, 
smote  from  heedless  eye, 
!*s  bnely  majesty, 
the  search^^iis  troubled  breast 
penance  lolls  to  rest ; 
ilgrimage  is  o'er 
At  cheered  it  are  no  mora, 
ds  soul,  and  day  by  day, 
ant  energies  decay, 
health  his  eye  hath  flown, 
Lt  tinged  his  cheisk  is  gone, 
e  on  whom  is  laid 
spell  that  bids  him  fade, 
I  mysterious  power 
one,  o'er  every  hour; 
withers ;  and  to  him, 
nt  skies  are  dim.  , 
•in  that  glorious  dime 
re  laughs  in  scorn  of  lime; 
at  shed  on  all  befow 
d  vivifying  glow, 
me  their  power  withhold, 
8  heart  in  darkness  cold, 
around  him,  heaven  is  fidr, 
m  to  perish  there, 
nkss  will  atransient  smile 
foded  cheek  awhile, 
les  his  mintfrel-bqy  a  strain 
(oU  all  earthly  pain; 
Mt,  its  notes  might  seem 
mniicofadream. 


A  spirit's  voke  from  worids  unknown, 
Deep  thrilling  power  in  every  tone  1 
Sweet  is  that  lay,  and  yet  iU  flow 
Hath  language  only  given  to  wo; 
And  if  at  times  its  wakening  swell 
Some  tale  of  glory  seems  to  tell, 
Soon  the  proud  notes  of  triumph  die, 
Lost  in  a  dirge's  harmony: 
Oh !  many  a  pang  the  heart  hath  pipved^ 
Hath  deeply  suflfered,  fondly  foved, 
Eire  the  sad  strain  could  catch  from  thence 
Such  deep  impassioned  eloquence ! 
Yes !  gaie  on  him,  that  minstrel  boy—- 
He  is  no  child  of  hope  and  joy; 
Though  few  his  years,  yet  have  they  been 
Such  as  leave  traces  on  the  mien. 
And  o'er  the  roses  of  our  prime 
Breathe  other  blights  than  those  of  time. 

Yet,  seems  his  spirit  wild  and  proud. 
By  grief  unsoftened  and  unbowed. 
Oh  I  there  are  sorrows  which  impart 
A  sternness  foreign  to  the  heart. 
And  rushing  with  an  earthquake's  power, 
That  makes  a  desert  in  an  hour ; 
Rouse  the  dread  paasbns  in  their  course, 
As  tempest  wake  the  billows'  force  1— , 
'Tis  sad,  on  youthful  Guido's  face. 
The  stamp  of  woes  like  these  to  trace. 
Oh !  where  can  ruins  awe  mankind 
Dark  as  the  ruins  of  the  mindj 

EUs  mien  is  foffy,  but  his  gaae 
Too  wefl  a  wanderiiig  soul  betrays : 
His  full,  dark  eye  at  times  is  bright , 
With  strange  and  momentaiy  light) 
Whose  quick  uncertain  flashes,  throw 
O'er  his  pale  cheek  a  hectic  glow : 
And  oft  his  features  and  his  air 
A  shade  of  troubled  mystery  wear, 
A  glance  of  hurried  wildnees,  fraqght 
With  some  unfiithomable  thought 
Whate'er  that  thought,  still  unexpressed. 
Dwells  the  sad  secret  in  his  breast ; 
The  pride  his  haughty  brow  raveab, 
AH  other  passbn  well  conceals. 
He  breathes  each  wounded  feeling's  tone 
In  music's  eloquence  alone ; 
His  soul's  deep  voice  is  only  poured 
Through  his  foil  stag  and  swelling  chord. 
He  seeks  no  friend,  but  shuns  the  train 
Of  courtiers  with  a  proud  disdain; 
And,  save  when  Otho  bids  his  lay 
Its  half  unearthly  power  essay. 
In  hall  or  bower  the  heart  to  thrill. 
His  haunts  are  wikl  and  bnely  still. 
Far  distant  from  the  heedless  throng, 
He  roves  old  Tiber's  banks  akmg, 
Whera  Empire's  desdale  remains 
Lie  scattered  o'er  the  silent  plains : 
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Or,  hngenng  'imdiit  each  ruined  shrihe 
That  strews  the  desert  Palatine, 
With  moamfal,  yet  commanding  mien, 
Like  the  sad  Genius  of  the  scene, 
Entranced  in  awful  thought  appean 
To  commone  with  ileparted  yea:rs. 
Or  at  the  dead  of  night,  when  Rome 
Seems  of  heroic  shades  the  home; 
When  Tibet ^  maTrauring  voice  reealli 
The  mighty  to  their  andent  Kafls; 
When  hushed  is  every  meaner  sound, 
And  the  deep  moonlight-calm  around 
Leaves  to  the  solenm  scene  alone  . 
The  majesty  of  ages;  flown ; 
A  pilgrim  to  each  hero's  toaA>, 
He  wanders  thnMigh  the  sacred  gloom ; 
And  'midst  those  dwellings  of  decay, 
At  times  will  breathe  so  sad  alay. 
So  wild  a  grandeur  in  each  tdne, 
'Tis  like  a  dirge  for  empires  gone! 
Awake  thy  pealing  harp  again, 
But  breathe  a  more  exulting  strain, 
Young  Ghiido!  for  awhile  forgot 
Be  the  dark  secrets  of  thy  lot, 
And  rouse  th*  inspiring  soul  of  song 
To  speed  the  banquet's  hour  along!— 
The  f?ast  is  spread ;  and  music's  call 
Is  echoing  through  the  royal  hall. 
And  banners  wave,  and  trophies  shine. 
O'er  stately  guests  in  gHttering  Hne ; 
And  Otho  seeks  awhile  .to  chase 
The  thoughts  he  never  can  erase. 
And  bid  Che  voice,  whose  murmurs  deep 
Rise  like  a  spirit  on  his  sleep. 
The  slill  small  voice  of  conscience  die, 
Lost  in  the  din  of  revelry. 
On  his  pale  brow  dejection  lowers. 
But  that  shall  yiefd  to  festal  hours; 
A  gkiom  is  in  Us  faded  eye. 
But  that  firom  muiric's  power  shall  fly: 
His  wasted  dieek  is  wan  with  care. 
But  mirth  shall  spread  fiesh  crimson  there. 
Wake,  Guidol  wake  thy  numbers  high 
Strike  the  bold  chord  exuhinglyl 
And  pour  uponih'  enraptured  ear 
Such  strains  as  warriors  love  to  hear! 
Let  the  rich  mantling  goblet  flow, 
And  banish  all  resembling  wo ; 
And,  if  a  thought  intrude,  of  power 
To  mar- the  bright  oonvivii^l  hour. 
Still  must  its  influence  lurk  unseen. 
And  cbud  the  heart — ^but  not  the  mien! 
Away,  vain  dream !— on  Otho's  brow, 
Still  daAer  lower  the  shadows  now; 
Changed  are  his  features,  now  o'erspread 
With  the  cold  paleness  of  the* dead; 
Now  crimsoned  with  a  hectic  dye, 
The  boming  flush  of  agony! 


His  lip  is  quivering,  and  his  breast 
Heaves  witfi  convulsive  pangs  oppressed ; 
Now  his  dim  eye  seems  fixed  and  glazed, 
And  now  to  heaven  in  anguish  raised ; 
And  as,  with  unavailing  aid. 
Around  him  throng  his  guests  dismayed, 
He  sinks — ^while  scarce  his  struggling  bretfh 
Hath  power  to  falter^"  This  is  death!" 

Then  rushed  that  haughty  cluld  of  womg 
Dark  Guido,  throttgh  the  awe-struck  throng; 
Filled  with  a  strange  delirious- light, 
His  kindling  eye  shone  wildly  bright, 
And  on  the  sufferer's  mien  awhile 
Gazing  vrith  stem  vindictive  smSe, 
A  feverish  glow  of  triumph  dyed 
His  burning  cheek,  while  thus  he  cried  :— 
**  Yes!  these  are  death-pangs— on  thy  brow 
Is  set  the  seal  of  vengeance  now! 
Oh!  well  was  mixed  the  deadly  draught,- 
And  long  and  deeply  hast  thou  quafied ; 
And  bitter  as  thy  pangd  may  be, 
They  are  1)ut  guerdons  meet  from  roe! 
Yet,  these  are  but  a  moment's  throes, 
Howe'er  intense,  they  soon  shall  close 
^oon  shalt  thou  yield  thy  fleeting  breath, 
My  life  hath  been  a  lingering  death ; 
Since-  one  dark  hour  of  we  and  crime, 
A  blood-spot  on  the  page  of  time! 

"  Deemest  thou  m^  mind  of  reason  void 
It  \»  not  phrenzied, — ^but  destroyed  I 
Ay!  view  the  wreck  vrith  shuddering  thought,- 
That  work  of  ruin  thou  hast  wrought! 

"  The  secret  of  thy  doom  to  teD, 
My  name  alone  suflices  well ! 
Stephania !— once  a  hero'«  bride! 
Otho!  thou  knowest  the  reatr^^he  died. 
Yes!  trusting  to  a  monarch's  word, 
The  Roman  fell,  untried,  unheard ! 
And  thou,  whose  every  pledge  was  vaiif. 
How  couldst  then  trust  in  aught  again? 

"  He  died,  and  I  was  changed — my  soul, 
A  lonely  wanderer,  spumed  control. 
From  peace,  and  light,  and  glory  hurled, 
The  outcast  of  a  purer  world, 
I  saw  each  brighter  hope  o'erthrown, 
And  lived  for  one  dread  task  alone. 
The  task  is  closed— fulfilled  the  vow, 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  thee  now. 
Betrayer!  in  thy  tum  betrayed. 
The  debt  of  blood  shall  soon  be  paid! 
Thine  hour  is  come^-the  time  hath  been 
My  heart  had  shrunk  from  such  a  scene 
TVuU  feeling  long  is  past— my  fate 
Hath  made  me  stem  as  desolate. 

"  Ye  that  around  me  shuddering  stand, 
Ye  chiefe  and  princes  of  the  land! 
Moum  ye  a  gAilty  monarch's  docvn? 
—Ye  wept  not  o'er  the  patriot's  tomb! 
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anhonored — ^yet  be  miiie 
his  low,  negleded  Bhrine.    • 
vith  freedom  finds  a  Jioiiie, 
t  ii  that  of  glory— Rome  I 
lie  great  of  old  with  her, 
oftheiepalclHel 
todeatfarl  and  let  me  ahaie 
ben  of  the  mighty  there  I" 
y  depazte— that  fearibl  day 
Bafaki  kwelmeM  away: 
pie  heaiFeni  its  lingering  beam 
ihing  into  Tiber's  stream, 
f  tints  each  Roman  hill 
sing  Hght,  as  clear  and  stiU, 
itained  by  crime  or  wo, 
had  passed  in  silent  flow. 
lets  calmly— it  hath  been 
rith  a  strange  and  awfiil  scene: 
y  bosom  throbs  no  more, 
>'s  pangs  and  Kfe  areo'er. 
,  ere  yet  another  son 
ng  race  hath  brightly  ran, 
from  anginsh  by  thy  foes, 
of  Rome!  shalt  find  repose. — 
hy  country's  lovely  sky 
noe  more  thy  parting  eye  I 
irt  honis — and  all  shall  be 
t  and  the  past  for  thee, 
with  tempests  of  a  day 
gle,  and  we  pass  away, 
wild  billows  as  they  sWeep. 
lo  Testige  on  the  deep! 
thy  dark  and  lowly  Ijed 
of  future  day»  shall  tread, 
>s,  the  conflicts,  of  thy  lotj 
unknown,  by  thee  forgot. 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  128,  ooL  1. 
yor  Hsdri«n'i  mouldering  TiDa  twine. 


all6  passer  qudques  jours  seul  k  TitoH 
inn  les  enTirons,  et  snrtout  oelles  de  hi 
riana.  Surpris  per  hi  phiie  an  milieu  de 
e,  je  me  r^fngiai  dans  les  SaUes  des 
voisins  du  Picile  (monumens  de  la 
IS  on  figuier  qui  avait  renvers6  le  pan 
en  s'61eTant.  •  Dans  tin  petit  sak>n  octo- 
rert  devant  moi,  use  rigne  vieige  avait 
TD^ie  de  r6difioe,  et  son  gros  cep  lisse, 
toituenx,  montait  le  long  du  mur  comme 
It  Autoor  de  moi,  a  travers  les  arcades 
%  s'oavraient  des  points  de  me  sur  la 
le  Romaane.  Des  buissons  de  surean 
lent  les  sallea  diseites  oik  venaient  se 
fuelques  merles  solitaires.  Les  firagmens 
ineris  (taient  tapissis  de  feuillsa  de  sco- 


lopendre,  dont  la  verdure  satin^e  se  dfasinait 
comme  un  travail  en  mosaique  sur  la  blancbeur 
des  marbres:  (a  et  la  de  hauls  cypres  rempla9aient 
les  colonnes  tomb^es  dans  oes  palais  de  la  Moit; 
I'acanthe  sauvage  rampait  a  leurs  pieds,  sur  des 
d6bris,  comme  si  la  nature  s'^tait  plu  a  reproduirs 
sur  oes  chefihd'cBUvre  mutil6s  d*aichitecture,  I'omir 
ment  de  leur  beaut6  pase6e." — ChaUaniMeaid, 
Souvenir*  <ffUaUe^ 

.  Notes,  page  128,  coll. 
Of  each  imperial  moDoment 
The  gardens  and  buildings  o(  Hadrian's  villa 
were  copies  of  the  most  celebrated  scenes  and 
edifices  ui  his  dominions ;  the.  Lyceum,  the  Aca- 
demia,  the  Pyrtaneum  of  Athens,  the  Temple  of 
Serapis  at  Alexandria,  the  Vale  of  Tempo,  &c. 

Note  3,  page  128,  col.  1. 

Bonk  la  thy  palace,  tmt  thy  tomb,  ' 

'Hadrianl  bath ritfired a proodor  doom. 

The  nu^usoleum  of  Hadrian,  now  the  eaitle  cf 
St  Angeb,  was  first  converted  into  a  citadel  bj 
Belisarius,  in  his  successful  defence  of  Rome 
against  the  Goths.  "  The  lover  of  the  arts/'  says 
Qibbon,  *^must  read  with  a  sigh,  that  the  works 
of  Praxiteles  and  Lysippus  were  torn  flrom  their 
lofty  pedestals,  and  hurled-into  the  ditch  on  the 
headi  of  the  besiegers."  He  adds,  in  a  note,  that 
the  celebrated  Sleeping  Faun  of  the  BarbsHni 
palace  was  found,  in  a  mutilated  state,  when  the 
ditch  of  St.  Angelo  was  cleansed  under  Urban 
VIII.  In  the  middle  ages,  the  molea  Hadritad 
was  made  a  permanent  fortreaa  by  the  Roman 
government,  and  bastions, -outworks,  &c.  were 
added  to  the  original  edifice,  which  had  been 
ftripped  of  its  n^ble  covering,  its  Corinthian  pil- 
lars, and  the  brasen  cone  which  crowned  its  sum- 
mit • 

Note'4,  page  128,  ooLL 

Hava  found,  Uke  glory*8  aeU;  a  grsfs^     • 
In  tima^i  abya^  or  lUMrHnniva. 

"Les  plus  beaux  monumens  des  arts,- les  phii 

admirables  statues  ont  6tte  jet^es  dans  le  Tttvs, 

et  sont  oach^es  sous  see  Acts.  Glui  sait  si,  pear  lea 

chercher,  on  ne  le  d^toomera  pas  on  jour  de  aoo 

litl  Mais  quand  on  songe  que  les  chef-d'cBUvrea 

du  g^nie  humain  sont  peutAtie  \k  devant  nous,  el 

qu'un  oeil  ^w  per^ant  les  verrait  k  travers  lea 

ondes.  Ton  6prouve  je  ne  sais  quelle  Amotion  qui 

renait  a  Rome  sans  cesse  sous  diverses  formes,  ct 

fiut  trouver  une  soci6te  pour  la  penste  dans  les 

objets  physiques,  mueU  partout  ailleurs."— ifeil. 

deStail, 


Note  5,  page  128,  col.  8. 

Then  ckaed  De  Breacia'a  miarion  high, 
From  thancS  tho  patriot  came  to  die. 

Arnold  de  Brescia,  the  undaunted  and  ekiqufliit 
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champion  of  Rom&n  liberty,  after  unremitting 
efibrts  to  restore  Che  ancient  constitution  of  the 
republic,  wa»  put  to  death  in  the  year  11S5  by 
Adrian  IV.  This  event  ia  thus'  described  by 
Sismondi,  Histoire  dea.  HejmbUquea  lUdiennes, 
i^L  iL  pages  68  and  69.  "  he  prefect  demeura 
dans  le  ch&teau  Saint  Ange  avec  son  prisonnier ; 
il  le  fit  transporter  un  matin  but  la  place  destinfe 
aux  executions,  devant  la  Porte  du  Peuple.  Ax-' 
naud  de  Brescia,  61ev6  sur  un  bucher,  fut  attach6 
a  un  poteau,  en  face  du  Corso.  U  pouYoit  mesu^ 
rar  des  yeuz  lee  trds  longuee  rues  qui  oboutis- 
floient  d^rant  son  6cha&ud;  elles  font  presqu'  une 
moiete  de  Rome.  C*est  U  qu'hiiMtoient  les 
hommes  qu'il  avoit  si  souvent  appel^  a  la  bibert^. 
lis  reposoient  eneore  en  paix,  ignorant  le  danger 
de  leur  16gislateur.  Le  tumulte  de  Texicution  et 
la  flamme  du  biiicher  i^veilldrent  les  Romains ;  ils 
i^armdrent,  ils  accoururent,  mais  trop  t^d;  et  les 
cohortes  du  pape  repounirent,  avec  leurs  lances, 
ceoxqui,  n'ajrant  pu  sauver  Amaud,  vouloient  du 
moina  lecueillir  tea  cendres  comme  de  prddeuses 
idiqaes." 


Note6,  pageiaS,  cel.2. 
BpokB  with  the  voice  of  ages  pasL 

"Posterity  will  compare  the  virtues  and  filings 
of  this  extraordinary  man ;  but  in  a  long  period 
of  anarchy  and  servitude  the  name  of  Rienzi  has 
often  been  celebrated  as  the  deliverer  of  his  coun- 
try, and  the  last  of  the  Roman  patriots." —  QiJbhovCt 
Decline  and  Fall,  <^.  vol.  xii.  p.  362. 

Note  7,  page  128,  cot.  2.      „ 
Couldst  gaze  on  Rome-^yet  not  despair. 

"Le  consul  Terentius  Varron  avoit  fui  hon- 
teusement  jusqu'a  Venouse:  cet  homme  de  la 
plus  basse  nai8sance,'n'avoit  6t6  61ev6  au  consulat 
que  pour  mortifier  la  noblease:  mais  le  s^nat  ne 
Toulut  pas  jonir  de  ce  iludheureux  triomphe ;  il  vit 
combien  il  6toit  n^ceesaire  qu'il  s'attirat  dans  cette 
oeetmok  la  confianoe  du  peuple,  il  alia  ao-devant 
Vanon,  et  le  remerda  de  ce  qu^U  nfawrii  paa 
diteaperedelarepublique" — MifntetquietL  Oran^ 
deyr  et  Dieadenee  dea  R^maina. 

Note  8,  page  129,  col.  2. 
Vain  dream!  the  aaczed  diiekli  an  gona 

Of  the  sacred  bucklers,  or  aneilia  of  Rome, 
which  were  kept  in  the  temple  of  Mars,  Plutarch 
gives  the  folbwing  account  <^  In  the  eighth  year 
of  Numa's  reign  a  pestilence  prevailed  in  Italy; 
Rome  also  felt  its  ravages.  While  the  people 
were  greatly  dejected,  we' are  told  that  a  braien 
buckler  fell  from  heaven  into  the  handis  of  Numa. 
Of  this  he  gave  a  very  wonderful  account,  re- 
ceived firom  Egeria  and  the  Muses:  that  the  buck- 
ler was  sent  down  for  the  preservation  of  the  city, 


and  should  be  kept  with  great  care:  that  devn 
others  should  be   made  as  like  it  ai  pdsiilife 
in  aiie  and  feahion,  in  order  that  if  any  penoo 
were  disposed  to  steal  it,  he  might  not  be  aUe  lo 
distinguish  that  which  fell  firom  heaven  fiom  tht 
rest.    He  lUrther  declared,  that  the  place,  and  tb 
meadows  about  it,  where  he  fire^uently  cohvenad 
with  -the  Muses,  shoubl  be  oonaecrated  to  thm 
divinities;  and  that  the  spring  which  waloed  the 
ground  ahould  be  sacred  to  the  on  of  the  Veital 
Virgins,  daily  to  sprinkle  and  purify  their  lonple. 
The  immediate  cessation  cf  the  pestilenee  is  aid 
to  have  confirmed  the  truth  of  this  accoqnt"— 
Lifei^Numa, 

Note  9,  page  129,  poL  2. 
Bunk  la  the  dtfwning  dtj^i  throoa. 

"Who  hath  taken  counsel  against  Tyie,  the 
crowning  city,  whose  merchants  are  frinoo^ 
whose  traffickers  are  the  honourable  of  the  etithf 
'~'Jsaia\  chap.  xxiiL 

Note  10,  page  129,  Gol.  3. 


Their  guardian  qjeOa  have  long  heen  patf. 

**  Un  melange  bizarre  de  grandeur  d'ime,  ci  de 
feiblesse  entroit  dds  cette  6poqu^  (i'omddme  aide) 
dans  le  caractdre  des  Romifins.^ — Un  mouvemat 
g^n^reux  vers  les  grandes  choees  feisoit  pbot 
tout-a-coup  a  I'abattement;  ils  peaaoieiit  de  It 
liberty  la  plus  orageuse,  k  la  servitude  la  phv 
aviliasante.  On  auroit  dit  que  les  ruines  teoouBt 
aes  habitaus  dan^  les  sentiment  de  leur  impuiaet 
les  portiques  dSsertl  de  1a  capitate  du  moode,  en* 
tresance;  au  ^oilieu  de  ces  monumens  de  lev 
domination  pass6e,  les  cUoyens  #.prouvoient  dHmi 
mani^  trop  .d6courageante  leur  propie  noHil^ 
Le.  nom  des  Romains  quils  pixtoient  tuaoA 
frSquemment  leur  enthouaiasme,  ooomie  il  le  nr 
nime  encore  aujourd'hui ;  mais.  bientot  bl  vue  de 
Rome,  du  Forum  d6sert,  des  sept  colhnet.de  ooo- 
veru  rendues  au  p&turage  des  troupeaux,  dee  tem- 
ples d68ol6s,  des  monumens  tombant  en  nnnej  le> 
ramenoit  jk  sentirqu'ils  n'6toient  plus  les  Ronautf 

d>autrBlbis.'!-*fi!»eiiumQ{i     Hutoire   dea  Rif^ 
liquea  Halienneaf  vol.  L  p.  172. 

Note  11,  page  130,  coL  SL 

lii^erad  the  knl  of  aloqoaneal 
"  As  Ibr  Cicero,  he  was  carried  to  As^TtjWboe, 
finding  a  vessel,  he  immediately  went  on  boiHt 
coasted  along  to  Circeeum  with  a  favourable  wiod. 
The  pitets  were  preparing  immediately  to  sail  froB 
thence,  but  whether  it  was  that  he  feared  the  tt^ 
or  had  not  yet  given  up  all  hopes  inCasar,bB^ 
embariLed,  and  traveUed  a  hundred  ffoskogt  ct 
feot,  as  if  RomA  had  been  the  place  of  hie  dt^ 
nation.  Repenting,  however,  afterwards,  he  k^ 
that  road  and  made  again  for  the  sea.    Be  ya0^ 
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in  the  most  perplexing  and  horrid  thought^ 
,  that  he  was  ■ometunea  inclined  to  go 
into  Ccaar'fl  house  and  etab  himaelf  up- 
ar  of  his  domestic  gods,  to  bring  t|^e  di- 
eance  upon  hii  betrayer.  But  he  was 
)nm  this  by  the  fisar'  of  torture.  Other 
em  equally  distreasQiI  presented  them- 
U  last  he  put  himself  in  the  hands  of  his 
and  ordered  them  to  carry  him  by  sea  to 
'here  he  had  a  delighflul  retreat  in  the 
•f  hen  the  Etesian  winds  set  in.  There 
ipb  of  ApoOo  on  that  coast,  fiom  which 
f  crows  came  trith  great  noise  towards 
easel  asit  was  making  land.  They  perch- 
th  sides  the  sail-yard,'  where  some  sat 
and  others  pecking  the  ends  of  the  ropes 
d  upon  this  as  an  ill  omen;  yet 
ihore,  and,  entering  his  house,  lay  down 
himself.  In  the  mean  time  a  number  of 
tied  in  the  chamber-window,  and  croak- 
most  doleful  manner., '  One  of  them  even 
t,  and  alighting  on  the  bed,  attempted, 
cak,  to  draw  off  the  ckAhes  with  which 
orered  his  face.  On  sight  of  thii,  the 
b^gan  to  reproach  themselves.  *  Shall 
they,  '  remain  to  be  spectators  of  our 
Harder'}  Shall  we  not  protect  him,  so 
and  so  great  a  snfierer  as  he  is,  when  the 
itoies  give  him  marks  of  their  care  and 
T  Then,  partly  by  entreaty,  partly  by 
y  got  him  into  hii  litter,  and  carried  him 
he  mtL^-^PhdaHJ^    Life,  qf  Cicero, 


Cicero-  best 


Note  12,  page  130,  col  3. 

Balm  fcr  an  MdOMi  but  dflspair  1 
"  Now  purer  air 
his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
I  delight  and  joy,  able  to  drive 
biesa  bat  despair."— ^Ittton. 

Note  13,  page  130,  ooL  2. 
F«r  beadiag  oaks  the  oonh-wiodiweDs. 

Gaigano.  "  This  ridge  of  mountains 
ery  large  promontofy  advancing  into  the 
and  separated  from  the  Apennines  on 
by  the  plains  of  Locera  and  San  Severo. 
a  ride  into  the  heart  of  the  mountains 
badydeDsand  noble  woods,  which  brought 
nds  the  venerable  groves  that  in  ancient 
t  with  the  loqd  winds  sweeping  along  the 
dflsof  Gaiganos. 

*Aqui]oaibas 
doereeta  Gurgaoi  laborant, 
Bi  foUifl  vlduantor  ornL'— XToroce. 

e  is  a  respectable  forest  of  evergreen  and 
dk,  pine,  hornbeam,  chestnut,  and  manna- 
«  sheltered  valleys  are  industriously  cul- 
nd  seem  to  be  blest  with  luxiuiant  vege- 
Swinburru^t  TVaveU, 


Note  14,  page  130,  col.'2. 

TboTB  «  bright  ippeanrncee**  have  imQed. 

"  In  yonder  nether  world  where  shall  I  seek 
EUsbright  appearances,  or  fi)otsteptrac0l" — ABlUm, 


THE  LAST  BANaUET  OP  ANTONY 
AND  CLEOPATRA. 


"  Antony,  concluding  that  he  ooulfl  not  die  more 
honourably  than  hi  battle,  determined  to  attack 
Casar  at  Uie  same  time  both  by  sea  and  land.  The 
night  preceding  the  Execution  of  this  design,  ha 
ordered  lus  servants  at  supper  to  render  him  their 
services  that  evening,  and  fill  the  wine  round 
plentifully,  fiyr  the  day  following  they  might  belong 
to  another  master,  whilst  he  lay  extended  on  the 
ground,  no  longer  of  consequence  either  to. them 
or  to  himself  His  friends  were  affeibted,  and  wept 
to  hear  him  talk  thus ;  which  when  he  perceived, 
he  encouraged  them  by  assurances  that  his  expec- 
tations of  a  glorious  vktory  were  at  least  equal  to 
those  of  an  honourable  deAth.  At  the  dead  of 
night,  when  universal  silence  reigned  througli  the 
city,  a  silence  that  was  deepened  by  the  awful 
thought  of  the  ensuing  day,  on  a  sudden  was  heard 
the  sound  of  musical  instruments,  and  \  noise  which 
resembled  the  exclamations  of  Baochanab.  This 
tumultuous  procession  seemed  to. pass  through  the 
whole  city,  and  to  go  out  at  the  gate  which  led  to 
the  enemy'a  camp.  Those  who  reflected  on  this 
prodigy  oonclnded  that  Bacchus,  the  god  whom 
Antony  affected  to  imitate,  had  then  Ibnaken 
him." — Loaighom^t  Pluiarch. 


Tht  fi)es  had  girt  thee  with  Jtheir  dread  array, 

O  stately  Alexandria! — ^yet  the  sound 
Of  mirth  and  mOsie,  at  the  close  of  d|yi 

Swdkd  from  thy  splendid  fabrics  far  aromid 
O'er  camp  and  wave.    Within  the  royal  haU, 

In  gay  magnifinence  the  fisfst  was  spread ; 
And,  brightly  streaming  fiom  the  pictured  wall, 

A  thousand  lamps  their  trembling  lustre  shed 
O'er  many  a  column  rich  with  precious  dyes, 
That  tinge  the  marble's  vein,  'neath  Afiic'a  bom- 
ing 


And  soft  and  clear  that  wavering  radiance  pUyed 

O'er  sculptured  forms,  that  round  the  pillared 
scene 
Calm  and  miyestic  rose,  by  art  arrayed 

In  godlike  beauty,  awfully  serene. 
Oh !  how  unlike  the  troubled  guests,  reclined 

Round  that  luxurious  board ! — in  every  face, 
Some  shadow  from  the  tempest  of  the  mind 

Rising  by  fits,  the  searrhing  eye  might  trace, 
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Though  yainly  mafked  ia  fmilei  which  are  not 

miiCh, 
But  the  proud  ipirit'a  veil,  thrown  o'er  the  woes  of 

earth. 

Their  hrows  are  hound  with  wreaths  whoae  tran- 

nent  hloom 
*    May  itill  survive  the  wearers^and  the  roee 
Ferclnnce  may  scarce  he  withered,  when  the  tomh 

ReoeiveB  the  nughty  to  jts  dark  repose ! 
The  day  must  dawn  on  battle — and  may  set 

In  death— ^nt  fill  the  mantling  wine-cup  high ! 
Despair  is  fearless,  and  the  Fates  e'en  yet 

J^end  her  one  hour  for  parting  revelry. 
They  who  the  empire  of  ths  world  possessed, 
Would  taste  its  joys  again,  ere  all  exchanged/or  rest. 

Its  Joysf  oh!  mark  yon  piond  triumvir's  mien, 

And  read  their  annals  on  that  brow  of  care ! 
liflidst  pleasure's  lotUs-bowers  hb  steps  have  been ; 

Earth's  brightest  pathway  led  him  to  despair. 
Trust  not  the  ghmce  that  £un  would  yet  inspire 

The  buoyant  energies  of  days  gone  by ; 
Then  is  ddusion  in  its  meteor-fire. 

And  all  within  b  shame,  is  agony ! 
Away  I  the  iear  in  bitterness  may  flow, 
Bntthereare  smiles  which  bear  astampofdeeper  wo. 

Thy  di^  is  suttk,  and  faded  as  thy  fame, 

O  k)st,  deyoted  Roman !  yet  thy  brow 
To  4hat  ascendant  and  undying  name, 

Pleads  with  stem  lofUness  thy  right  e'en  now. 
Thy  gkiry  is  departed— but  hath  lefl 

A  fingering  light  around  thee— 4n  decay 
Nol  less  than  kingly,  though  of  all  bereft 

ThoQseem'st  as  empire  had  not  passed  away. 
Supreme  in  ruin !  leaching  hearts  elate, 
A  deep,  prophetic  dread  of  still  mysterious  fate ! 

But  thou,  enchantress-queen!  whose  love  hath 
made 

His  desolation—thou  art  by  his  side. 
In  an  thy  sovereignty  of  charmr  arrayed, 

To  meet  the  storm  with  still  tmconquered  pride. 
Imperial  being  I  e'^n  though  many  a  stain 

Of  error  be  upon  the6,  there  is  povrer 
In  thy  commanding  nature,  which  shall  reign 

O'er  the  stem  genius  of  misfortikne's  hour 
And  the  dark  beauty  of  thy  troubled  eye 
E'en  now  is  all  illumed  with  wild  sublimity. 

Thine  aspect,  aU  impassbned,  wears  a  light 

Inspiring  and  inspired — thy  cheek  a  dye, 
Which  rises  not  firom  joy,  but  yet  b  bright 

With  the  deep  glow  of  feverish  energy. 
Proud  siren  of  the  Nile!  thy  glance  b  firaugfat 

With  an  immortal  fire— in  every  Iwam 
It  darts,  there  kindles  some  heroic  thought, 

But  wild  and  awful  as  a  sibyl's  dream ; 


For  thou  with  death  hast  communed,  to  attain 
Dread  knowledge  of  the  pangs  that  ransom  fin 
thechaxn.(l) 

An(f  the  stem  courage  by  such  musings  lent, 

Daughter  of  Afiric !  o'er  thy  beauty  throwi 
The  grandeur  of  a  regal  spirit,  blent 

With  all  the  majesty  of  mighty  woes !  • 
While  he,  so  fondly,  fatally  adored, 

Thy  fallen  Roman,  gazes  on  thee  yet, 
Till  scarce  the  soul,  that  once  ezultii^  sotred, 

Can  deem  the  day-star  of  its  glory  set ;  ^ 

Scarce  hb  charmed  heart  believes  that  povrer  can  ht 
In  sovereign  fate,  o'er  him,  thus  fondly  loved  by. 
thee. 

But  there  b  sadness  in  the  6yes  around, 

Which  mark  that  rained  leader,  and  smvej 
Hb  changeful  mien,  whence  oft  the  gloom  protend 

Strange  biumph  chivies  haughtfly  awiy. 
"  Fin  the  bright  goUet,  warrior  goests !"  be  cati, 

"  CtuafiT,  ere  we  part,  the  generous  neetudecp! 
Ere  sunset  gild  once  mor^  the  western  duei^ 

Yolur  chief,  in  cold  fbrgetfiilneas,  may  ibep^ 
While  sounds  of  revel  float  o'er  riiore  and  set, 
And  the  red  bowl  ^gain  b  crowned— but  not  fir 
roe. 

"  Yet  weep  not  thus— th^  *tniggle  b  not  eVr! 

O  victors  of  Philippi !  many  a  MA 
Hath  yiekled  palms  to  us  >— one  effort  more, 

By  one  stem  conflict  must  our  doom  beseakd! 
Forget  not,  Romans  I.  o'er  a  subject  world  ■ 

How  royally  your  eagle's  wing  hath  spread, 
Though  from  hb  e3nrie  of  dominion  hnrM, 

Now  burst  the  tempest  on  hb  crested  head; 
Yet  sovereign  still,  if  banished  from  the  drf, 
The  sun's  indignant  bird,  he  must  not  dxwp-^ 
die." 

The  fesstb  o'er.    'Tb  night,  the  dead  of  mght" 

Unbroken  stillness  broods  o'er  earth  and  deep; 
From  EgyptVi  heaven  of  soft  and  starry  light 

The  moon  looks  ckradless  o'er  a  world  of  deep: 
For  those  who  trait  the  mom's  awakening  bsMfi 

The  battle  signal  to  decide  their  doom. 
Have  sunk  to  feverish  rest  and  troabled  dreuM; 

Rest,  that  shall  soon  be  calmer  in  the  toab^ 
Dreams,  dark  and  ominous,  bat  thert  to  esMB, 
When  sleep  the  tords  of  war  in  solifeiide  and  psM. 

Wake,  slumbeien,  wakel  Haritl  lieaid  jsMta 
sound 
Of  gathering  tuamltt— near  and  neuer  stiB 
Its  murmur  swells.    Above,  bebw,  around, 
Bunts  a  strange  chonis  fixth,  oaofbesd  sDdl 
shrill 
Wake,  AJexandria!  through  tl^  streels  the  tnri 
Of  Steps  UMeen  b  hnnyiqg,  and  the  Dole 
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ukI  lyre,  and  tmrnpel,  wild  and  dnad, 
•d  upon  the  midnight  air  to  float;  * 
es,  clamoiout  as  in  phremied  miith, 
hax  thousand  tones  which  are  not  of  the 
rth. 

\ 

t 

e  no  mortal  eounds— their  thrilling  strain 
more  mysterioue  power,  and  birth  more 

deep  horror  chilling  every  vein 

them  of  fllem  terrific  augury. 

r  worlds  unknown !  ye  pass  -away, 

nvisible  and  awful  throng ! 

loing  footsteps  and  resounding  la,y 

Bear's  camp  exulting  move  along. 

s  forsake  thee,  Antony  1  the  sky 

dread  sign  reveals — thy  doom — "  Despair 

iddiel"(2) 


NOTES. 

Noto  1,  page  136,  col  3. 
)wladse  of  tbe  paaffi  that  niMom  firom  the.  chsia 

itra  made  a  collection  of  poisonous  drugs, 
g  desirotts  to  knoW  which  was  least  pain- 
)  operation,  she  tried  them  on  the  capital 
Such  poisons  as  were  quick  in  their 
I,  shs  found  to  be  attended  with  violent 
1  convulsions ;  such  as  were  mildest  were 
heir  effect:  she  therefore  applied  herself 
xaminatkm  of  venomous  creatures;  at 
m  found  thai  the  bite  of  the  asp  was  the 
^ble  kind  of  death,  for  it  brought  on  a 
kind  of  lethargy. — See  Plutarch, 


Noto  3^  page  137,  col.  1. 

DMpalfaoddiel 

Tb>iiMrrow  In  thebsltle  think  on  me^ 
iMilaUlhysdKeleBBSwoidi  deqxaraoddieP 

.     JUdkardUL 


ALARIC  IN  ITALY. 


pedition  which  he  already  meditated  against  dM 
continent  of  Africa.  The  straito  of  Rhegium  and 
Messina  are  twelve  miles  in  length,  ai^d,  in  the 
narrowest  passage,  about  one  mile  and  a  halt 
broad ;  and  the  fabulous  monsters  of  the  deep,  the 
rocks  of  Scylla,  and  the  whirlpool  of  Charybdis, 
could,  terrify  none  but  the  most  timid  and  unskil- 
ful miuiners ;  yet,  as  soon  as  the  first  divipioli  of 
the  Goths  had  embarked,  a  sudden  tempest  arose, 
which  sunk  or  scattered  many  of  the  transporte: 
their  courage  was  daunted  by  the  terrors  of  a  new 
element ;  and  the  whole  design  .was  defeated  by 
the  premature  death  of  Alaric,  which  fixed,  after 
a  short  illness,  the  fktal  term  of  his  oonqnesto 
The  ferocious  character  of  the  barbarians  was  di*- 
played  in  the  funeral  of  a  hero,  whose  viJor  and 
fortune  they  celebrated  with  mournful  .applause. 
By  the  labour  of  a  caplive  multitude  they  forcibly 
diverted  the  course  of  the  Busentinus,  a  small  river 
that  vrashes  the  walls  of  Consentia.  The  royal 
sepulchre,  adorned  with  the  splendid  spoils  and 
trophies  of  Rome,  was  constructed  in  the  vacant 
bed;  the  waters  were  then  restored  to  their  natu- 
ral channel,  and  the  secret  spot,  where  the  re- 
mains of  Alaric  had  been  deposited,  was  for  ever 
concealed  by  the  Inhuman  massacre  of  the  prison- 
ers who  had  been  employed  to  execute  the  work." 
•-See  The.Declint  and  Fall  qfihe  koman  Em' 
pire^  voL  v,  p.  329. 


Heard  ye  the  Gkithic  trumpet's  Itastl 
The  march  of  hoste,  as  Alaric  passed  1     • 
His  steps  have  tracked  tha^glorious  dime^ 
The  birth-place  of  heroic  time; 
But  he,  in  northern  deserte  bred. 
Spared  not  the  living  for  the  dead,(l) 
Nor  heard  the  voice,  whose  pleading  cries 
From  temple  and  from  tomb  arisd. 
•He  passed — the  light  of  burning  fimes 
Hath  been  his  torch  o'er  Grecian  plains; 
And  woke  they  not — ^the  brave,' the  free, 
To  guard  their  own  Thermopylae 
And  left  they  not  their  silent  dwelling, 
When  Scythia's  note  of  war  was  swelling^  * 
No !  where  the  bold  Three  Hundred  slept, 
dneribing  the  conqnest  of  Greece  and  Sad  freedom  battled  not-4>ut  wept ! 
the  German  and  Scythian  hordes,  united  For  nerveless  then  the  Spartan's  hand, 
le  command  of  Alaric,  the  historian  of  And  Thebes  could  rouse  no  Sacred  Band; 
edine  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire,"  Nor  one  high  soul  from  slumber  broke, 
seeds : — *^  Whether  fiune,  or  conquest,  or ,  When  Athens  owned  the  northern  yoke, 
ere  the  object  of  Alaric,  he  pursued  Uiat      But  was  there  none  for  thee  to  due 
ith  an  faidefatig4>le  ardor,  which  could  The  conflict,  sconung  to  despair? 
ye  quelled  by  adversity,  nor  «atiated  by  O  city  of  the  seven  proud  hifls! 
No  sooner  had  he  reached  the  extreme^  Whose  name  e'en  yet  the  spirit  thrills, 
taly  than  he  was  attracted  by  the  neigh-  As  doth  a  clarion's  battle-call, 
prospect  of  a  fiur  and  peaceful  island.  Didst  thou  too,  ancient  empress,  lalll 
I  the  poasessfen  of  Sicily  he  considered  Did  not  Camillus  from  the  chain 
A  intermwliate  step  to  the  impoitant  ex-  Ransom  thy  Capitol  again? 
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Oh !  who  shall  tell  the  days  to  be^ 
No  patriot  ime  to  bleed  fpr  theel 
.  Heaid  ye  the  Gh)thic  trumpet's  blast? 
The  maidi  of  hosts,  as  Alaric  paasedl 
That  fearful  sound,  at  midnight  deep^(2) 
Bunt  on  th'  eternal  city's  sleep  r 
How  woke  the  mighty?  She,  whoee  will 
So  long  had  bid  the  worid  be  stilL 
Her  sword  a^  sceptre,  and  her  eye 
Th' ascendant  star  of  destiny! 
She  woke— to  view  the  diead  array 
Of  Scythians  rushing  to  their  prey, 
To  hear  her  streets  resound  the  cries 
Poured  fioma  thousand  agonies! 
While  the  strange  light  of  flames,  tha^  gave 
A  ruddy  gbw  to  Tiber's  wave, 
Bursting  in  that  terrific  hour 
From  fane  and  palace,  dome  and  toweSr) 
Revealed  the  throngs,  for  aid  divine 
Clinging  to  many  a  worshipped  shrine ;  * 
Fierce,  fitful  radiance  wildly  shed 
O'er  spear  and  sw^yrd  with  carnage  red, 
Shone  o'er  the  suppliant  and  the  flying, 
And  kindled  pyres  for  Romans  dying. 

Weep,  Italy!  alas  1  that  e'er 
Should  teairs  alone  thy  wrongs  declare  1 
The  time  hath  been  when  thy  distress 
Had  roused  up  empires  fpr  redress ! 
Now,  her  long  race  of  gbry  run. 
Without  a  combat  Rome  is  won. 
And  firom  her  plundered  temples  forth 
Rush  the  fierce  children  of  the  no^h, 
T'o  shaiqp  beneath  more  genial  skies 
Each  joy  their  dwn  rude  dime  denies 

Ye  who  on  bright  Campania's  shore 
Bade  your  fair  villas  rise  of  yore, 
H^th  all  their  graceful  colonnades, 
And  crystal  baths  and  myrtle  shades^ 
Along  the  blue  Hesperian  deep,'  , 
Whose  glassy  waves  in  sunshine  sleep; 
Beneath  your  oUve  and  your  Tine 
Far  other  inmates  now  recline. 
And  the  tall  plane,  whose  roots  ye  fed 
With  rich  libations  duly  shed,(3) 
O'er  guests,  unlike  your  vanished  friends, 
Its  bowery  canopy  extends : 
For  them  the  southern  heaven  is  glowing. 
The  bright  Falemian  nectar  flowing ; 
For  them  the  marble  halls  unfold, 
Where  nobler  beings  dwelt  of  old. 
Whose  children  for  barbarian  lords 
Touch  the  sweet  lyre's  resounding  chords. 
Or  wreaths,  of  Pestan  roses  twine, 
To  crown  the  sons  of  Elbe  and  Rhine. 
Yet  though  luxurious  they  repose 
Beneath  Corinthian  porticoes. 
While  round  them  into  being  start 
The  marvels  of  triumphant  art : 


Oh!  not  for  them  hath  Genius  given 
To  Parian  stone  the  fire  of  heaven. 
Enshrining  in  the  forms  he  wrought 
A  bright  eternity  of  thought. 
In  vain  the  natives  of  the  skies 
In  breathing  marble  round  them  rise, 
And  sculptured  jijrmphs,  of  fount  or  glide, 
People  the  dark-green  laurel  shade ; 
Cold  are  the  conqueror's  heart  and  e^ 
To  visions  of  divinity ; 
And  rude  his  htmd  which  darea  defiioe 
The  models  of  immortal  grace. 

Aroute  ye  from  your  soft  delights ! 
Chieftains !  the  war-note's  call  iilvites; 
And  other  lands  must  yet  be  won, 
And  other  deeds  of  hatoc  done. 
Warriors !  your  flowery  bondage  break. 
Sons  of  the  stormy  north,  awake ! 
The  barks  are  launching  from  ^e  steep, 
Soon  shall  th^  Isle  of  Ceres  weep,(4) 
And  Afric's  burning  winds  afar 
Waft  the  shrill  sounds  of  Alaric's  war.- 
Where  shall  his  race  of  victory  doeel 
When  shall  the  ravaged  earth  repose? 
But  haric !  v^hat  wildly  mingling  cries 
From  Scythia's  camp  tumultuous  rise? 
Why  sw^Hs  dread  Alaric's  namp  on  airl 
A  sterner  oonquevor  hath  been  there  I 
A  conqueroN^Fet  his  paths  are  peace, 
He  comes  to  bring  the  worid's release; 
He  of  the  sword  that  knows  no  sheath, 
Th'  avenger,  the  deliverer— Death  I 

Is  then  that  daring  spirit  fled? 
Doth  Alaric  slumber  with  the  dead  1 
Tam^  are  the  warriors  pride  and  strength, 
And  he  and  earth  are  caUn  at  length. 
The  land  where  heaven  unclouded  shnMs, 
Where  sleep  the  tunbeams  on  the  vines; 
The  land  by  conqueiit  made  his  own. 
Can  yield  hun  now — a  grave^abne. 
But  his— her  lord  from  Alp  to  sea- 
No  common  sepulchre  shall  be ! 
Oh,  make  his  tomb  where  mortal  eye 
Its  buried  wealth  may  ne'er  descry  I 
Where  mortal  foot  may  never  tread 
Above  a  victor-monarch's  bed. 
Let  not  his  royal  dust  be  hid 
'Neath  star-aspiring  pyramid ; 
Nor  bid  the  gathered  mound  arise, 
To  bear  his  memory  to  the  skies. 
Years  roll  away— oblivion  claims 
Her  triumph  o'er  heroic  names; 
And  hands  profSuie  disturb  the  day 
That  onc^  was  fired  with  glory's  ray  1 
And  Avarice,  firam  their  secret  glooai, 
Drags  e'en  the  treasures  of  the  tomb. 
But  thou,  O  leader  Of  the  firee ! 
That  general  doom  awaits  not  tbeel 
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ben;  no  step  may  e'er  inlrude, 
t  in  regal  iiolitude, 
iting  on  Ihy  sleep  profound, 
iJLener'f  final  trumpet  sound, 
the  water»  from  their  ooum,    . 
lie  yield  to  human  force, 
3W  in  the  torrent's  bed,  ' 
er  for  the  mighty  dead. 
k  i»  done—the  captiiFe's  haiid 
D  obeyed  his  lord's  command, 
hat  royal  tomb  are  cast 
eet  trophies  of  the  past, 
1th  of  many  a  stately  dome, 
1  and  gems  of  plundered  Rome : 
m  the  midnight  Stan  are  beaming, 
in-waves  in  stillness  -gleaming, 
their  grief,  his  warrbrs  bear 
uRtener  of  the  Natione  there ; 
it  length  firom  victory's  toil, 
ith  all  an  empire's  spoil  I 
the  freed  current's  rushing  wave 
r  the  secret  of  the  grave ; 
earns  the  martyred  captives'  blood 
nn  that  sepulchral  flood, 
nnseious  tide  abne  shall  keep 
iteiry  in  its  bosom  deep, 
th  past  on  since  then--and  swept 
rth  the  urns  when  heroes  slept ; 
of  gods,  and  domes  of  kings, 
ildering  with  foigotten  things; 
I  not  ages  e'er  molest 
nrless  homeof  Alazic's  rest; 
I,  like  them,  th'  unfailing  liver, 
irdians  of  his  dust  for  ever. 


NOTES. 

NoCe  1,  page  137,  col.  3. 
Spared  oot  the  liring  for  the  dead: 
the  taking  of  Athens  by  Syll^,  "  though 
mbers  were  put  to  the  sword,  there  were 
who  laid  violent  hand  upon  themselves  in 
their  sinking  country.  What  reduced  the 
Q  among  them  to"  this  despair  of  finding 
cy  or  moderate  terms  for  Athena^  was  the 
iwn  cruelty  of  SyUa ;  yet  partly  by  the  in- 
n  of  Midias  and  CalUphon,  and  the  exiles 
ew  themselves  at  his  feet,  parUy  by  the 
!s  of  the  senaton  who  attended  him  in  that 
on,  and  being  himself  satiated  with  .bloo^ 
he  was  at  last  prevailed  upon  to  stop  his 
id  in  compliment  to  the  ancient  Athenians, 
*  he  forgave  the  many  for  the  sake  of  the 
living  far  the  dead."— Plutarch. 


silently  opened,  and  the  inhabitants  were  awaken- 
ed by  the  tremendous  sound  of  the  Gothic  trumpet. 
£leven  himdred  and  sixty-three  years  after  the 
foundation  of  Rome,  the  imperial  city,  which  had 
subdued  and  civiliied  so  considerable  a  poition  of 
mankind,  was  delivered  to  the  licentious  fury  of 
the  tribes  of  Germany  and  Scythia." — Decline  and 
Fall  qfthe  Roman  iSmptre^  v^l.  y.  p.  311. 
•  •         • 

Note  3,  page.  138,  cd.  1. 

With  rid)  Ubatkios  duly  died. 

The  plane-tree  was  much  cultivated  among  the 
Romans,  on  account  of  its  extraordinary  shade ; 
and  they  used  to  nourish  it  with  wine  instead  of 
water,  believing  (as  Sir  W.  Temple  observes)  that 
"  this  tree  loved  that  liquor  as  well  as  those  who 
used  to  drink  under  its  shade."-^3iEe  the  notCM  to 
Melmoth't  Pliny. 

•  Note  4,  page  138,  col.  2. 
Span  shall  the  iate  of  Oeiee  weep. 

Sicily  was  anciently  considered  as  the  fiivoured 
and  peculiax  dominion  of  Ceres. 


THE  WIFE  OP  ASDRUBAL. 


'''This  governor,  who  had  braved  deatb  when 
it  was  at  a  distance,  and  protested  that  the  sun 
should  never  see  him  survive  Carthage,  thu  fierce 
Asdrubal,  was  so  mean-spirited,  as  to  come  alone, 
and  privately  throw  himself  at  the  conqueror's  feet. 
The  genera],  pleased  to  s^  his  proud  rival  humbled^ 
granted  his  Ufe,  and  kept  him  to  grace  his  triumph. 
The  Carthaginians  in  the  citadel  no  sooner  under- 
stood that  their  commander  had  abandoned  th^ 
place,  than  they  threw  open  the  gates,  and  put  the 
proconsul  in  possession  of  Byrsa.  The  Romans 
had  now  no,  enemy  to  contend  with  but  the  nine 
hundred  deserten,  who,  being  reduced  to  despair, 
i|tiredinto  the  temple  of  Esc'ulapiUs,  which  wae  a 
second  citadel  within  the  first:  there  the  proconsul 
attacked  them;  and  these  unhappy  wretdies^  find- 
ing there  was  no  way  to  escape,  set  fire  to  the  tem- 
ple. As  the  fiames  spread,  they  retreated  firom  one 
part  to  another,  till  they  got  to  the  roof  of  the 
building :  there  Asdrubal's  wife  appeared  in  her 
best  apparel,  as  if  the  day  of  her  death  had  been  a 
day  of  triumph ;  and  after  having  uttered  the  most 
bitter  imprecations  against  her  husband,  whom  she 
saw  standing  below  with  Emilianus, — '  Baaeoow* 
ard !'  said  she, '  the  mean  things  thou  hast  done  to 
save  thy  life  shall  not  avail  thee;  thou  shalt  di* 
this  instant,  at  least  in  thy  two  children.'  Having 
thus  spoken,  she  drew  out  a  dagger,  stabbed  them 


Note  2,  page  138,  col.  1. 
Itiat  ftaiful  aound,  at  midnight  deep. 
ht  hour  of  midnight,  the  SaUrian  gate  was  \  both,  and  while  they  were  yet  struggling  for  life, 
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threw  them  from  the  top  of  the  temple,  and  leaped 
down  after  them  into  the  flomeg."— Ancicjrf  UtUr 
versal  History. 


eyw; 


The  «un  sets  brightly— hut  a  ruddier  glow 
0*er  AfHc*8  heaven  the  flames  of  Carthage  throw ; 
Her  walb  have  sunk/and  pyramids  of  fire 
In  lurid  splendor  ^m  her  domes  ai^jue;^ 
Swayed  by  the  wmd,  they  wave— ^hUe  glares  the 

sky 
As  when  the  desert's  red  Sunoom  is  ni^: 
The  sculptured  altar,  and  the  pillared  hall, 
Shine  out  in  drendful  brightness  ere  they  fall; 
Far  o'er  the  seas  the  light  of  rtiin  streams, 
Rock,  wave,  v^d  isle  are  crimsoned  by  its  beams; 
While  captive  thpusands,  bound  in  Roman  chains, 
Gaze  in  mute  horror  on  their  burning  fanes ; 
And  shouts  of  triumph,  echoing  far  around, 
Swell  from  the  victor's  tents  with  ivy  crowned.* 
But  mark !  from  yon  fair  temple's  loftiest  height 
What  towering  form  bursts  wildly  on  the  sight, 
All  regal  in  magnificent  attire, 
And  sternly  beauteous  in  terrific  irri 
She  might  be  deemed  91  Pythia  in  the  hour 
Of  dread  communion  jMid  dclirioui  power ; 
A  being  more  thaii  earthly,  in  whose  eye 
There  dwells  a  strange  and  fierce  ascendancy. 
The  flames  are  gathering  round— intensely  bright. 
Full  on  her  features  glares  their  meteor-l^ht. 
But  a  wild  courage  sits  triumphant  there,       * 
The  stormy  grandeur  of  a  proud  despair ; 
A  daring  spirit,'in  its  woes  elate, 
Mightier  than  death,  untameable  by  fate. 
The^ark  profusion  of  her  locks  unbound. 
Waves  like  a  warrior's  floating  plumage  round ; 
Flushed  \»  her  cheek,  inspired  her  haughty  mien, 
She  seems  th'  avenginggoddess  of  the  scene. 

Are  those  her  infants,  that  with  suppliant  cry 
Cling  round  her,  shrinldng  as  the  flame  draws 

nigh, 
Clasp  with  their  feeble  hands  her  gorgeous  vest. 
And  fain  would  rush  for  shelter  to  her  breast  1 
Is  that  a  mother's  ghmce,  where  stern  disdaii^,  ^, 
And  passion  awfully  vindictive,  reign  1 

Fixed  is  her  eye  on  Asdrubal,  who  stands, 
Ignobly  safe,  amidst  the  conquering  bands; 
On  him,  who  kft  her  to  that  burning'  tomb, 
Alone  to  share  her  children's  martyrdom; 
Who  when  his  country  perished,  fled  the  strife, 
And  knelt  to  vrin  the  worthless  boon  of  life. 
"  Live,  traitor,  livel"  she  cries,  "  since  dear  to  thee, 
E'en  in  thy  fetten  can  existence  be  I 
Seonied  and  dubonored  livel— vrith  blasted  name, 
'  The  Roman's  triumph  not  to  grace,  but  shame. 
O  slave  in  spiritl  bitter  bo  thy  chain 
With  tenfold  anguish  to  avenge  my  pain! 

*  li  WM  a  Rnm*"  cmuxn  to  adorn  ihe  (ants  of  vidon  with 
iry. 


StiU  may  the  mands  of  thy  cluldren 
To  chase  calm  slumber  from*  thy  jw€ 
Still  may  their  voices  on  the  haunted  air 
In  fearful  whispers  tell  thee  to  despair, 
Till  vain  remorse  thy  withered  heart  o 
Scourged  by  rdentless  shadows  of  the  tomb  I 
E'en  now  my  sons  shall  di*— and  thoa,  tibtawH, 
In  bondage  safe,  shalt  yet  in  them  ezpiie. 
Think'st  thou  I  k>«ie  thttn  »ot1— 'Twm  Ikimto 

fly- 
'Tis  mine  vrith  tbesB  to  iufiSNT  and  to  dia 

Behold  thdr  fittel-'-the  mddp  that  can ast  «is 
Have  been  thor  cradle,  and  shall  be  their  gnw." 

Bright  in  her.  hand  the  lifted  daggar  gleaiM, 
Svrift  from  her  children's' hearts  the  hfe-lM 

streams; 
With  frantic  laugh  she  clasps  them  lo  the  \mtA 
Whose  woes  and  passions  soon  shall  be  at  vol; 
Lifts  one  appealing,  frenzied  glance  on  high. 
Then  deep  'midst  roUing  flames  is  k)rt  to  moitil 
eye. 


HELIODORUS  IN  THE  TEMPLB. 


I::! 


FromMaecaba«a,bookfi,eha|itariiLSl.  "Ttai 
it  would  have  pitied  a  ma»  to  see  the  Wfing  *»^ 
of  the  mulUtude  of  aU  softo,  and  the  foar  of  tk 
high  priest,  bdng  in  such  an  agooy.— 82.  Tbj 
then  called  upon  the  Ahnighty  Lord  to  kespw 
thmgs  committed  of  trust  safe  and  sure,  fa  tk* 
that    had  committed   them.— 33.    Nev«tM« 
Heliodorus  executed  that  which  was  decrrei- 
24.  Now  as  he  was  there  present  himself  with  bif 
guard  about  the  treasury,  the  Lord  of  Spirits,  tid 
the  Prince  of  aU  Poww,  caused  a  great  apparilioB, 
so  that  all  that  presumed  to  come  m  with  M« 
were  astonished  at  the  powAr  of  God,  and  fcaM 
and  were  sore  afraid.— 25.   For  there  appetfri 
unto  them  a  horse  vrith  a  terrible  rid«  upon  H^ 
and  adorned  vrith  a  very  fair  covering,  andhiBi 
fiercely,  and  smote  at  Heliodorus  with  his  fa^ 
feet,  and  it  seemed  that  he  that  sat  upon  the  hfli* 
had  complete  harness  of  gold.— 26.  Moreover,  tw» 
other  young  men  appeared  before  him,  notaWe* 
strength,  exceUent  in  beauty,  and  comely  inaffij 
rel,  who  stood  by  him  on  either  side,  and  soowf* 
him  continually,  and  gave  him  many  sore<rip» 
—37.  And  Heliodorus  fsll  suddenly  to  the  fn«». 
and  was  compassed  vrith  great  darkness;  bs*ti^ 
that  were  vrith  him  took  him  up  and  put » 
into  a  Utter.— 3a  Thus  hhn  that  lately  caisswtt 
great  train,  and  vrith  aU  his  guard  iatothssiji 
treasury,  they  carried  out,  being  unable  to  hdp 
bimself  with  his  weapons,  and  manitely  th^ 
acknowledged  the  power  of  God.— 29.  Forhe^ 
the  hand  of  God  was  castdown,  and  lay  HH» 
less,  without  all  hope  of  fife." 
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of  wo  in  Salem!—- mournful  criet 

om  her  dwellings — ^youthful  cheekB  were 

iviog  fitft  firom  dim  ami  aged  eyes, 
lioee  yn^ngling  in  tomultuous  wail ; 
ised  to  heaven  in  agony  of  prayer, 
eriess  wralb,  and  terror,  and  despair. 

(fiiefB,  Jodahl  w<eeping,  laid  aflde 
gal  splendour  of  their  fidr  array, 
mde  sackcloth  girt  their  beauty's  pride, 
ironged  the  streets  in  huirying,  wild  dis- 

lelt  thy  priests  before  kit  awful  shrine, 
le,  of  old,  renown  and  empire  thine. 

le  spoiler  moves— the  temple's  gate, 
ight,  the  beautiful,  his  guards  unfold, 
be  scene  reveals  its  solemn  state, 
rts  and  pillars,  rich  with  sculptured  gold ; 
t,  with  eye  unhallowed,  views  th*  abode, 
red  spot,  the  dwelling-place  of  Gk)d. 

rt  thda.  Mighty  Presence!  that  of  yore 
Pont  between  the  cherubim  to  rest, 
a  dood  of  glory,  shadowing  o*er    . 
UKtuary  the  chosen  and  the  blest  1 
lat  didst  make  fiir  Sipn'sark  thy  throne, 
the  orade's  recess  thine  own  I 

God!  that  through  th'  Assyrian  host,  . 
d  with  the  darkness  of  the  midnight  hour, 
the  proud,  to  hush  th*  invader's  boast, 
pass  triumphant  in  avenging  power, 
t  the  day-spring  on  the  silent  scene, 
kh  alone  revealed  where  thou  hadst  been. 

0  not  wake.  O  ChasteAcr!  in  thy  might, 
aid  thine  ancient  and  majestic  hill, 
ifl  from  heaven  the  full  Shechinah's  light 
streamed  the  house  of  holiness  to  fiUI 
once  more  defend  thy  bved  domain, 
'  *  Deliverer !  rise  again ! 


Is  a  meteor-Htrdent  with  disdain 

His  glance— his  gesture,  fierce  in  majesty! 
Imdinct  with  light  he  seems,  and  formed  to  bear 
Some  dread  archangel  through  the  fields  of  air. 

But  who  is  he,  in  panoply  of  gold, 

Throned  on  that  burning  charger? — ^bright  hi« 
form, 
Yet  in  its  brightness  awful  to  behold. 

And  girt  with  all  the  terrors  of  the  stormi 
Lightning  is  on  his  helmet's  crest — and  fear 
Shrinks  firom  the  splendour  of  his  brow  severe. 

And  by  his  side  two  radiant  warriors  stand 
All  armed,  and  kin^y  in  commanding  grace-* 

Chi  more  than  kingly,  godlike !— sternly  grand 
Their  port  indignant,  and  each  dazzling  face 

Beams  with  the  beauty  to  immortals  given, 

Magnificent  in  all  the  wrath  of  heaven. 

Then  anks  each  gawr'sheart-«ach  knee  is  bowed 
In  trembling  awe— but,  as  to  fieMsof  fight, 

Th'  unearthly  war-steed,  rushing  through  the 
crowd, 
Bursts  on  their  leader  in  terrific  mighf ; 

And  the  stem  angels  of  that  dread  abode 

Pursue  its  plunderer  with  the  scourge  of  God. 

Darkness— thick  darkness !— bw  on  earth  he  lies, 
Rash  Heliodorus — motionless  and  pale— 

Bloodl^  his  cheek,  and  o'er  his  shrouded  eyes 
Mists,  as  of  death,  suspend  their  shadowy  veil ; 

And  thus  th'  oppressor,  by  hhi  fear-struck  train. 

Is  borne  from  that  inviolable  fane. 

The  light  returns — ^the  warriors  of  the  sky 
Have  passed,  with  all  their  dreadful  pomp,  away ; 

Then  wakes  the  timbrel,  swells  the  song  on  high 
Triumphant,  as  in  Judah's  elder  day; 

Rejoice,  O  city  of  the  sacred  hill ! 

Salem,  exult!  thy  God  is  with  thee  still. 


of  thee,  the  plunderer,  undismayed, 
s  on,  the  sacred  chambers  to  explore 
he  bright  treasures  of  the  fane  are  laid, 
ri^ian's  portion,  and  the  widow's  store ; 
M^ks  hit  heart  though  age  unsuccoured  die, 
at  consume  the  cheek  of  infancy? 

Dtmders! — hark!  a  mighty  sound! 
1  a  burst  of  light !— away,  away ! 
1  glory  fills  the  temple  round, 
no  bright  in  terrible  array  I 
a  steed  of  no  terrestrial  firame, 
I  a  wfairiwind,  and  his  breath  a  fiame ! 

t  m  clothed  with  thunder* — and  his  mane 
I  waving  fire — the  kindling  of  his  eye 

OmiglvsBtlMfaaMitnagtkl  Hist  tlmi  cktbed 
riih  ilMiDdwr-yMh  zszix.  191 
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NIQHT^CENE  IN  GENOA. 


PROM  SISMONDI'S  **  REPUBLiaOES  ITALIENNE8." 

"  En  m6me  temps  que  les  G^^mns  pourraivoient 
avec  ardeur  la  guerre  contre  Pise,  ils  6Coicnt  d^ 
chires  euxm^mes  par  nne  disoorde  civile.  Les 
consuls  de  I'ann^e  1169,  pour  6tablir  la  paix  dans 
lour  patrie,  au  milieu  des  factions  sourdes  a  leur 
voix  et  plus  puissantes  qu'  euz,  fufent  oUig6s 
d'ourdir  en  quelqne  sorte  une  conspiration.  Da 
commencftrent  par  s'assurer  sscritenent  des  die- 
positions  pacifiques.de  plusienrs  des  citoyens,  qvk 
cependant  6toient  eiitraln6s  daos  Iss  ftmeutes  par 
ieur  parents  avec  les  chefrde&etba;  piuf^  ae  cqb* 
certant  avec  le  v6n6rable  vieiUanl,  Hugues,  koi 
archev^ue,  ik  firent,  bmg-lemps  avant  le  lever  dn 
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BoleU,  appeler  au  Mn  des  doclies  Iob  choyem  aa 
parlement ;  ils  m  flattoient  que  la  «urpriM  et 
ralAime  de  oette  convocaticni  inattendue,  au  milien 
de  rob8Curit6  de  la  nuh,  rendroit  Tase^niblee  et 
plus  complete  et  plus  docile.  Lee  citoyene,  en 
accourant  au  parlement  g£n6ral,  virent,  au  milieu 
de  la  place  publique,  le  vieil  archevdque,  entour6 
de  eon  clerg6  en  habit  de  cer6monies,  et  portant 
dee  torches  allum^es,  tandb  que  les  reliques  de 
Saint  Jean  Baptiste,  le  protecteur  de  Qdnes,  6toi- 
ent  expos^es  devant  lui,  et  que  les  citoyens  les 
plus  respectables  portoient  k  leurs  mains  des  croix 
suppliantes.  D^s  que  raaaembl^e  fut  fonnie,  le 
vkillaid  se  leva,  et  de  sa  voix  cass^  il  conjura  les 
chefs  de  parti,  au  nom  du  Dieu  de  paix,  au  nom 
du  salut  de  leurs  &mes,  au  nom  de  leur  patrie  et  de 
la  liberty,  dont  leurs  disconles  entraineroient  la 
mine,  de  jurer  sur  I'dvangile  I'oubli  de  leurs  que- 
lelles,  et  la  paix  k  venir. 

^  Les  herauts,  dds  qu'il  cut  fini  de  parler,  s'avan- 
c^rent  aussitot  vers  Roland  Avogado,  le  chef  de 
Tone  des  factions,  qui  6toit  present  a  Tassembl^e, 
et,  8econd6s  par  les  acclamations  de  tout  le  peuple, 
et  par  les  pridres  de  see  parens  eux-mdmes,  ils  le 
sommdrent  de  se  oonfbrmer  au  voeu  des  consuls  et 
de  la  nation. 

'*  Roland,  k  leur  approche,  d^chira  ses  habits, 
et,  s'aaseyant  par  terre  en  versant  des  larmes,  il 
appela  k  haute  voix  les  morts  qu'il  avoit  jur6  de 
venger,  et  qui  ne  lui  permettoient  pas  de  pardon- 
ner  leurs  vieilles  offenses.  Comme  on  ne  pouvoit 
le  determiner  6  s'avancer,  les  consuls  eux-mdmes, 
rarchevdque  et  le  clerg6  s'approchgrent  de  lui,  et, 
lenouvelant  leurs  pri^res,  ils  I'entrain^rent  enfin, 
et  lui  firent  jurer  sur  r6vangile  I'oubli  de  ses  im- 
mities  passdes. 

'*  Loi  chefii  du  parti  contraire,  Foulques  de  Cas- 
tro, et  Ingo  de  Volta,  n'^toient  pas  pr6sens  a  I'as- 
flembl6e,  mus  le  peuple  et  le  clergS  se  portdrent  en 
finile  k  leurs  maisons;  ils  les  trouvdrent  deja 
ftbranKs  par  ce  qu'ils  venoient  d'apprendre,  et, 
profitant  de  leur  6motion,  ils  leur  firent  jurer  une 
r6coiictliation  sincere,  et  donner  le  baiser  de  paix 
auz  chefii  de  la  faction  oppes^e.  Alors  les  cloches 
de  la  vi|le  sonndrent  en  t^moignage  d'aOdgTesse, 
et  rarchevdque  de  retour  sur  la  place  publique 
entonna  vm  7>  Deum  avec  toute  le-  peuple,  en 
honneor  du  Dieu  de  paix  qui  avoit  sauv6  leur 
patrie.'*— ffutoire  des  RepvMiqwa  Italiennu,  vol. 
iL  p.  149— 150. 

In  Genoa,  when  the  sunset  gave 
Its  last  warm  purple  to  the  vrave, 
No  sound  of  war,  no  voice  of  fear, 
Was  heard,  announcing  danger  near: 
Though  deadliest  foes  were  there,  whose  hate 
Bat  sHimbeied  till  its  hour  of  fate, 
Yet  calmly,  at  the  twilight's  dose, 
Sunk  the  wide  city  to  repose. 


But  when  deep  midnight  reigned  around, 
All  sudden  woke  the  alarm-bell's  sound, 
Full  swelling,  while  the  hollow  breeas 
Bore  its  dread  summons  o'er  the  seas. 
Then,  Gfenoa,  from  their  slumber  started      « 
Thy  sons,  the  free,  the  fearless-hearted;    • 
Then  mingled  with  th'  awakening  peal 
Voices,  and  steps,  and  clash  of  steel. 
"  Arm,  warriors,  arm !  for  danger  calls^ 
Arise  to  guard  your  native  walls!" 
With  breathless  haste  the  gathering  thnof 
Hurry  the  echoing  streets  along ; 
Through  darkness  rushing  to  the  scene 
Where  their  bold  councils  still  convene. 
— But  tliere  a  blaze  of  torches  bright 
Pours  its  red  radiance  on  the  night, 
O'er  fane,  and  dome,  and  column  playing, 
With  every  fitful  night-wind  swaying, 
Now  floating  o'er  each  tall  arcade, 
Around  the  pillared  scene  displayed, 
In  light  relieved  by  depth  of  shade; 
And  now,  with  ruddy  meteor-glare, 
Full  streaming  on  the  silvery  hair 
And  the  bright  cross  of  him  who  stands, 
Rearing  that  sign  with  suppliant  hands. 
Girt  with  his  consecrated  train, 
The  hallowed  servai^  of  the  fiuie. 
Of  life's  past  woes  the  fading  trace 
Hath  given  that  aged  patriarch's  foca 
Expression  holy,  deep,>resigned, 
The  calm  sublimity  of  mind. 
Years  o'er  his  snowy  head  had  passed, 
And  left  him  of  his  race  the  last ; 
Alone  on  earth — yet  still  his  mien 
Is  bright  with  majesty  serene ; 
And  those  high  hopes,  whose  guiding-star 
Shines  firom  th'  eternal  worlds  afar. 
Have  with  that  light  illumed  hu  eye. 
Whose  fount  is  immortality. 
And  o'er  his  features  poured  a  ray 
Of  glory,  not  to  pass  away. 
He  seems  a  being  who  hath  known 
Communion  with  his  God  alone. 
On  earth  by  nought  but  pity's  tie 
Detained  a  moment  firom  on  high ! 
One  to  sublimer  worlds  allied, 
One,  firom  all  passion  purified. 
E'en  now  half  mingled  with  the  sky. 
And  all  prepared — oht  not  to  die- 
But  like  the  proj^iet,  to  aspire. 
In  heaven's  triumphal  car  of  fire. 
He  speaks — and  firom  the  throcigs  arooni] 
Is  heard  not  e'en  a  whispered  sotind ; 
Awe-struck  each  heart,  and  fixed  each  gfauic^ 
They  stand  as  in  a  spell  boond-tranoe: 
He  speaks— oh !  who  can  hear  nor  own 
The  might  of  each  prevailing  tone  7 

"  Chiefiains  and  warrion!  ye,  so  long 
Aroused  to  strife  by  mutual  ]pxoog. 
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!ioe  and  far-trannnitted  hate 
le  your  conntr j  desolate ; 
be  love  ye  bear  her  ntLtae^ 
an  apark  of  holy  flame 
m*a  altar  brightly  burning, ' 
extinguiaheil — ^ne'er  returning ; 
ur  hopes  of  bliss  to  come 
nt  the  bondage  of  the  tomb ; 
he  Ghxl  who  bade  us  live 
ch  other  and  forgive ; 
a  ye  to  resign 

ords  at  your  country's  shrine, 
ent  feud  in  peace  atone, 
ir  keen  swords  for  her  alone, 
jt  upon  the  cross  to  cast, 
mantle  o'er  the  past.*' 
e  replies — the  holy  bands 
»  where  yon  chieftain  stands, 
ed  arms  and  brow  of  gloom 
wed  by  his  floating  plume 
ley  lift  the  cross — in  vain 
-oh !  say  not  with  disdain, 
a  mien  of  haughty  grief, 
s  not  e'en  from  heaven  relief: 
his  robes— he  sternly  speaks^ 
une  on  the  warrior's  cheek*, 
r!  not  thus  the  womds  may  dose 
y  eternal  foes, 
ion  tkij  mandate  can  efface 
[  volcana's .burning  trace? 
i  earthquake's  ravaged  scene 
g,  as  it  once  hath  been  1 
the  deeds  the  sword  hath  done 
as  is  not  lightly  won ; 
s,  by  hatred  spoke,  may  not 
ommer  breeze,  forgot ! 
—we  deem  the  war-feud's  rage 
of  our  heritage. 

low  slumbering  with  their  fiune, 
;d  us  that  undying  flame; 
at  have  long  been  still  and  cold 
IS  firom  their  silent  mould, 
!s,  heard  on  earth  no  more, 
9ur  spirits  as  of  yore, 
of  mercy — blood  alone 
of  bbodshed  may  atone  *, 
ise  can  pay  that  mighty  debt, 
forbid  us  to  forget." 
ses — irom  the  patriarch's  brow 
jns  more  bfty  grandeur  now; 
md  form,  his  aged  hand, 
gesture  of  command, 
is  awful,  and  his  eye 
h  prophetic  majesty. 
leiul !— and  deem'st  thou  they  retain 
terrestrial  passion's  staini 
lenned  in  days  gone  by, 
the  fearful  penalty? 


And  say'stthou,  mortal  I  blood  atone 

For  deeds  of  slaughter  may  atone? 

There  hath  been  blood— by  HIM  'twas  ahed 

To  expiate  every  crime  who  bled ; 

Th'  absolving  God  who  died  to  save. 

And  rose  in  victory  from  the  grave ! 

And  by  that  stainless  oftering  given 

Alike  on  all  on  earth  to  heaven; 

By  that  inevitable  hour 

When  death  shall  vanquish  pride  and  power, 

And  eaeh  departing  passbn's  force 

Concentrate  all  in  late  remorse ; 

And  by  the  day  when  doom  shall  be 

Passed  on  earth's  millions,  and  on  thee, 

The  doom  that  shall  not  be  repealed, 

Once  uttered,  and  for  e^wr  sealed; 

I  summon  thee,  O  child  of  clay ! 

To  cast  thy  darker  thoughts  away 

And  meet  thy  foes  in  peace  and  love. 

As  thou  wonldst  join  the  blest  above." 

Still  as  he  speaks  unwonted  feeling 
Is  o'er  the  chieftain's  bosom  stealing ; 
Oh!  not  in  vain  the  pleading  cries 
Of  anxious  thousands  round  him  rise, 
He  yiekls— devotion's  mingled  sense 
Of  faith,  and  fear,  and  penitence, 
Pervading  all  his  soul,  he  bows 
To  offer  on  the  cross  his  vows. 
And  that  best  incense  to  the  skies, 
Each  evil  passion's  sacrifice. 

Then  tears  from  warriors'  eyes  were  flowing. 
High  hearts  with  soft  emotions  glowing. 
Stem  foes  as  long-loved  brothers  greeting. 
And  ardent  throngs  in  transport  meeting. 
And  eager  footsteps  forward  pressing 
And  accents  loud  in  joyous  blessing; 
And  when  their  first  wiki  tumults  ceaae, 
A  thousand  voices  echo  "  Peace !" 

Twilight's  dim  mist  hath  rolled  away 
And  the  rich  Orient  bums  with  day; 
Then,  as  to  greet  the  sunbeam's  birth', 
Rises  the  choral  hymn  of  earth ; 
Th'  exulting  strain  through  Genoa  swelling. 
Of  peace  ai^  holy  rapture  telling. 
Far  float  the  sounds  o'er  vale  and  steep. 
The  seaman  hears  them  on  the  deep, 
So  meUowed  by  the  gale,  they  seem 
As  the  wild  music  of  a  dream;     . 
But  not  on  mortal  ear  alone 
Peals  the  triumphant  anthem's  tone, 
For  beings  of  a  purer  sphere 
Bend  with  celestial  joy,  to  hear 


THE  TROUBADOUR  AND  RICHARD 
CCEUR  DE  LION. 


"Not  only  the  place  of  Richard's  confinement" 
(when  thrown  into  prison  by  the  Duke  of  Austria,) 
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**  if  we  belwve  ih»  Utenry  hiflCory  of  the  timeB,  but 
even  the  dreiimstanoe  of  his  capliyity,  was  care- 
liilly  oonoealed  by  his  vindictive  enemies :  and  both 
might  have  remained  unknown  but  for  the  grat^- 
Inl  attachment  of  a  Provencal  baid,  or  minstrel, 
named  Blondel,  who  had  shazed  that  prince's 
finendship  and  tasted  his  bounty.  Having  travel- 
led over  all  the  European  continent  to  learn  the 
destiny  of  his  beloved  patron,  Blondel  accidentally 
got  inteiligenee  of  a  certain  castle  in  Germany, 
where  a  prisoner  of  dirtinction  was  confined,  and 
guarded  with  great  vigilance.  Persuaded  by  a  se- 
cret impulse  that  this  prisoner  was  the  King  of 
England,  the  minstrel  repaired  to  the  place;  but 
the  gatjes  of  the  castle  were  shut  against  him,  and 
he  could  obtain  no  information  relative  to  the  name 
or  quality  of  the  unhappy  person  it  secured.  In 
this  extremity,  he  bethought  himself  of  an  expe- 
dient for  making  the  desired  discovery.  Hechantr 
ed,  with  a  bud  voice,  some  verMs  of  a  song  which 
had  been  composed  partly  by  himself,  partly  by 
Richard ;  and,  to  his  unspeakable  joy,  on  making 
a  pause,  he  heard  it  re-echoed,  and  continued  by 
the  royal  captive.''— <£Pu^  T^roubatUmn.)  To 
this  discovery  the  English  monarch  is  said  to  have 
eventually  owed  his  release." — See  RusteWa  Mo- 
dem Europe^  vol.  L  p.  369. 


The  Troubadour  o*er  many  a  plain 
Hath  roamed  unwearied,  but  in  vain. 
O'er  many  a  rugged  mountain-scene, 
And  forest-wild,  his  track  hath  been ; 
Beneath  Calabria's  glowing  sky 
He  hath  sung  the  songs  of  chivalry, 
Bis  voice  hath  swelled  on  the  Alpine  breeze, 
And  rung  through  the  snowy  Pyrenees ; 
From  Ebro's  banks  to  Danube's  wave. 
He  hath  sought  his  prince,  the  loved,  the  brave, 
And  yet,  if  still  on  earth  thou  art, 
O  monarch  of  the  lion-heart  i 
The  foithful  spirit,  which  distress 
But  heightens  to  devotedness. 
By  toil  and  trial  vanquished  not, 
Shall  guide  thy  minstrel  to  the  spot. 

He  hath  reached  a  mountain  hung  with  vine 
And  woods  that  wave  o'er  the  lovely  Rhine ; 
The  feudal  towers  that  crest  its  height 
Frown  in  unconquerable  might ; 
Dark  u  their  aspect  of  sullen  state. 
No  helmet  hangs  o'er  the  massy  gate(l) 
To  bid  the  wearied  pilgrim  rest. 
At  the  chieftain's  board  a  welcome  guest ; 
Vainly  rich  evening's  parting  smile 
Would  chase  the  gloom  of  the  haughty  pile, 
That  'midst  bright  sunshine  bwers  on  high. 
Like  a  thunder-doud  in  a  summer-sky. 

Not  these  the  halls  wliere  a  child  of  song 
Awhile  may  speed  the  hours  along : 


Their  echoes  should  repeat  alone 

The  tyrant's  mandate,  the  prisoner's  moan, 

Or  the  wild  huntsman's  bogle-taUat, 

When  his  phantom-train  are  hurrying  past(S) 

The  weary  minstrel  paused — hu  eye 

Roved  o'er  the  scene  despondingly : 

Within  the  lengthening  shadow,  cast 

By  the  fortress-towen  and  ramparts  vast. 

Lingering  he  gaaed— the  rocks  around 

Sublime  in  tovage  grandeur  frowned ; 

Proud  guardians  of  the  regal  flood. 

In  giant  strength  the  mountains  stood ; 

By  torrents  cleft,  by  tempests  riven. 

Yet  mingling  with  the  ctdm  blue  heaven. 

Their  peaks  were  bright  with  a  sunny  gfew, 

But  the  Rhine  all  shadowy  rolled  below ; 

In  purple  tints  the  vineyards  smiled, 

But  the  woods  beyond  waved  dark  and  wild; 

Nor  pastoral  pipe,  nor  convent's  bdl, 

Was  heard  on  the  sighing  bree»  to  sweB, 

But  all  was  bnely,  silent,  rude 

A  stem,  yet  gloikNis  solitude. 

But  hark !  that  solemn  stillness  bvsaking. 
The  Troubadour's  wild  song  u  waking, 
Full  oft  that  song,  in  days  gone  by. 
Hath  cheered  the  sons  of  chivalry ; 
It  hath  swelled  o'er  Jndah's  mountains  looe, 
Hermon !  thy  echoes*  have  learned  its  tone ; 
On  the  Great  Plain(3)  its  notes  have  rung. 
The  leagued  Crusader's  tents  fmnong ; 
'T  was  loved  by  the  Lbn-heart,  who  won 
The  palm  in  the.  field  of  Apctlon ; 
And  now  a&r  o'er  the  rocks  of  Rhine 
Peals  the  bold  strain  of  Palestine. 

TH£  troubadour's  SOKQ. 

"  Thine  hour  is  come,  and  the  stake  is  set," 
The  sokian  cried  to  the  captive  knight, 

**  And  the  sons  of  the  Prophet  in  throngs  ue  wi 
To  gaze  on  the  fearful  sight. 

"  But  be  our  faith  by  thy  lips  professed. 

The  faith  of  Mecca's  shrine. 
Cast  down  the  red-cross  that  miarks  thy  vest. 

And  life  shaU  yet  be  thine." 

"  I  have  seen  the  flow  of  my  bosom's  Mood, 

And  gazed  with  undaunted  eye ; 
Thave  borne  the  bright  cross  through  fire  and  flood, 

And  thinkest  thou  I  fear  to  die  1 

"  I  have  stood  where  thousands  by  Salem^  temt^ 

Have  feUen  for  the  name  divine; 
And  the  faith  that  cheered  their  cknng  boaP 

Shall  be  the  light  of  mine." 

**  Thus  wilt  thou  die  in  the  pride  of  health, 
And>the  glow  of  youth's  fresh  bloom? 

Thou  art  oflTered  life,  and  pomp^  and  wealth, 
Or  torture  and  the  tomb." 
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been  wbeie  the  crown  of  thorm  was  twinlAl 
I  djring  SaTioar's  brow ; 
ved  the  trearares  that  luxe  mankind,- 
I  reject  them  now !" 

KKi  theaon  of  a  noble  line 

and  that  la  fair  and  bleati 

Lh  not  thy  •pirit,  proud  captive !  pine, 

a  on  its  aboies  to  iMt  1 

)  own  b  the  choice  to  hail  once  more 
loil  of  thy  fathers'  birth, 
eep  when  thy  lingering  pangs  are  o'er, 
>Uen  in  foreign  earth." 

^  are  the  vine-dad  hiDs  that  rise 
B  country  of  my  love ; 
,  though  cloudless  my  native  skies, 
jb's  a  brighter  cfime  above !" 

id  hath  paused— for  another  tone 
with  the  music  of  his  own; 
I  beaxt  beats  high  with  hope  again, 
eU-known  voice  prolongs  the  strain. 

bere  none  within  thy  father's  hall, 
/cr  the  wide  blue  main. 
Christian  I  left  to  deplore  thy  fall, 
I  sorrow  deep  and  vion  1'* 

3  are  hearts  that  still,  through  all  the  past, 
i&nging  have  loved  me  well ; 
ire  eyes  whose  tears  were  streaming  fast 
n  I  bade  my  home  farewell. 

r  they  wept  o'er  the  warrior's  bier, 

1  th'  apostate's  living  stain ; 

I  a  land  where  those  who  loved,  when  bere, 

I  meet  to  love  again." 

e !  thy  prince — feng  sought,  long  lost, 

ider  of  the  red-cross  host ! 

I ! — to  none  thy  joy  betray, 

Troubadour !  away,  awmy  I 

to  the  island  of  the  brave, 

m  on  the  bosom  of  the  wave,(4) 

t  the  sons  of  the  noble  soil, 

I  their  lion  from  the  toil ; 

ee  the  wassail-cup  shall  flow, 

in  each  hall  the  hearth  shall  glow ; 

■tal  board  shall  be  richly  crowned, 

knights  and  chieftains  revel  round, 

thousand  harps  with  joy  shall  ring, 

merry  England  hails  her  king. 


-    NOTES. 


invited  to  enter,  mnd  partake  of  hospitality.  Soia 
the  romance  of  *  Peroeforest,'  *<  lis  &soinet  «iettfe 
au  plus  hauh  de  leur  hostel  on  Aeati/me,  en  eigne 
que  tous  lee  gentils  hoQunes  et  gentilles  femmes 
entrassent  hardimenten  leur  hostel  cooii^  en  lev 
propre." 

Note  S^  page  144,  col.  8. 

Or  the  frild  hantsman'i  iMigle^itec, 
When  hto  pfaantom^iaUi  SIS  hnBTliiK  pisL 

Popular  traditk)n  has  made  several  mountains  in 
Germany  the  haunt  of  the  wild  Jdger^  or  super- 
natural huntsman — the  superstitious  tales  relating 
to  the  Unterburg  me  recorded  in  Eustace's  Clas- 
sical Tour ;  and  it  is  still  believed  in  the  romantic 
district  of  the  Odenwald,  that  the  knight  of  Roden- 
stein,  inming  fVom  his  ruined  castle,  announces 
the  approach  of  war  by  traversing  the  air  with  a 
noisy  armament  to  the  opposite  castle  of  Schnel- 
Icrts. — See  the  Manuel  pour  lea  Voyageurt  tur  U 
Rhin^  and  Autumn  on  the  Rhine, 

Note  3,  page  144,  col.  3. 
On  the  Great  Plain  its  notes  have  rung. 

The  plain  of  Esdraelon,  called  by  way  of  emi- 
nence the  "  Great  Plain ;"  in  Scripture,  and  else- 
where, the  <<  field  of  Megiddo,"  the  "Galilsn 
Plain."  This  plain,  thd  most  fertile  of  all  the  land 
of  Canaan,  has  been  the  scene  of  many  a  memor- 
able contest  in  the  first  ages  of  Jewish  huitory,  as 
well  as  during  the  Roman  empire,  the  Crusades, 
and  even  in  later  times.  It  has  been  a  chosen 
place  for  encampment  in  every  contest  carried  on 
in  this  country,  from  the  dajrs  of  Nabuchodonosor, 
king  of  the  Assyrians,  untU  the  diastrous  march 
of  Bonaparte  from  Egypt  into  Syria.  Warriors 
out  of  "  every  nation  which  is  under  heaven"  have 
pitohed  their  tents  upon  the  Plain  of  Esdraelon, 
and  have  beheld  the  various  baniiers  of  their  na- 
tions wet  with  the  dews  of  Hermon  and  Thabdr. 
^Dr.  Clarke*^  Travels, 

Note  4,  page  145,  col.  L 
The  gem  00  the  bosom  of  the  wave. 

«  This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea." 

Skakapeartft  Richard  HI 


NotffI,  page  144,  ooL  1. 
No  helmet  hangi  o'er  the  mss^  gals 
IS  a  custom  in  feudal  times  to  hang  out  a 


THE  DEATH  OP  CONRADIN. 


FROM  SIBMONDI'S  "REPUBLIOOES  ITALIENNIS." 

**  La  d6fidte  de  Conradin  ne  devoit  mettre  mm 
terme  ni  &  ses  malheurs,  ni  aux  vengeances  duroi 
(Charles  d'Aiijou).  L'anKNir  du  peuple  pour  I'he- 
ritier  legitime  du  trdne,  avoit  telat6  d'tme  manidrs 
efirayante ;  il  pouvoit  causer  de  nouvelles  rivolu- 


on  a  castle,  as  a  token  that  strangers  were  Itions,  si  Conradin  deroenroit  en  vie;  el  Charles, 
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lev^tant  la  defiance  et  sa  cruaut6  da  formes  de  la 
jofltipB,  rtsGilut  de  fain  perir  sur  TSchafaud  le  der- 
nier nytfton  de  la  Maisoit  de  Souabe,  ronique  es- 
p^niDce  de  son  parti.    IJn  seul  juge  Provencal  et 
sujct  de  dbarles,  dont  les  historiens  n'ont  pas  toqIu 
consenrar  le  nom,  osa  voter  pour  la  mort,  d'aiHres 
se  renfermdrent  dans  nn  timide  et  coopable  silence ; 
et  Charles,  sur  l'aiitorit6  de  ce  seal  jnge,  fit  pro- 
nounoer,  par  Robert  de  Bari,  protonotaire  da  roy- 
aume,  la  sentence  de  mort  contre  Conradin  et  tous 
ses  campagnons.    Cette  sentence  fut  commiini- 
qu^  a  Conradin,  comme  il  jouoit  auz  dchecs ;  on 
lui  laissa  peu  de  temps  poor  se  preparer  k  son  exe- 
cution, et  le  26  d'Octobre,  il.^^t  conduit,  avec  tous 
ses  amis,  sur  la  Place  du  BfitrchS  de  Naples,,  le 
long  du  rivage  de  la  mer.    Charles  6toit  present, 
avec  toute  sa  cour,  et  ane  foule  immense  entouroit 
le  roi  valnqueAr  et  le  roi  oondamn6.    Conradin 
6toit  entre  les  mains  des  bourreaux ;  il  d^tacha  lui- 
mdme  son  manteau,  et  s'6tant  mis  k  genoux  pour 
prier,  il  se  releva  en  s'^criant :  '  Oh,  ma  mdre, 
quelle  profonde  douleur  te  causera  la  nouvelle  qu*on 
▼a  te  porter  de  moi ! '  Puis  il  touma  les  yeux  sur 
la  foule  qui  I'entouroit ;  il  vit  les  iarmes,  il  enten- 
dit  les  sanglots  de  son  peuple ;  alors,  d6tachant  son 
gant,  il  jeta  au  milieu  de  ses  sujets  ce  gage  d'un 
combat  de  vengeance,  et  rendit  sa  t^te  au  bourreau. 
Apr&s  lui,  sur  le  mdme  6chafaud,  Charles  fit 
trancher  le  tdte  au  Due  d*Autriche,  aux  Comtcs 
Gualfcranoet  Bartolommeo  Lancia,  et  aux  Comtes 
Gerard  de  Galvono  Donoratico  de  Pise.    Par  une 
rafincment  de  cruaut6,  Charles  voulut  que  le  pre- 
mier, fils  du  'second,  pr6c6dat  son  pdre,  et  mourtlt 
entre  ses  bras.    Les  cadavres,  d'apr^s  ses  ordres, 
furent  exclus  d'une  terre  sainte,  et  inhumes  sans 
pompe  sur  le  rivage  de  la  mer.  Charles  11.  cepen- 
dant  fit  dans  la  suite  b&tir,  sur  le  m6me  lieu,  une 
Sglise  de  Carmelites,  comme  pour  appaiser  oes  om- 
bres irrit6es." 


No  doud  to  dim  the  splendour  of  the  day 
Which  breaks  o'er  Naples  and  her  lovely  bay, 
And  lights  that  brilliant  sea  and  magic  shore 
With  every  tint  that  charmed  the  great  of  yore ; 
Th'  imperial  ones  of  earth — ^who  proudly  bade 
Their  marble  domes  e'en  ocean's  realm  invade. 

That  race  is  gone — ^but  glorious  Nature  here 
Maintains  unchanged  her  own  sublime  career, 
And  biils  these  regions  of  the  sun  display 
Bright  hues,  surviving  empires  past  away. 

The  beam  of  heaven  expands — its  kindling  smile 
Reveals  each  charm  of  many  a  fidry  isle, 
Whose  image  floats  in  softer  cokuring  drest, 
With  all  its  rocks  and  vines  on  ocean's  breast 
Misenuro's  eape  hath  caught  the  vivid  ray, 
On  Roman  streamers  there  no  more  to  play  j 
Still  asof  oM,  unalterably  bright. 
Lovely  ii  aleeps  on  PosUippo's  height. 


With  aU  Italia's  sunshine  to  illume 
The  flex  cailppy  of  Virgil's  tomb. 
Campania's  plains  rejoice  in  light,  and  spvesd 
Their  gay  luxuriance  o'er  the  mighty  dead; 
Fair  glittering  to  thine  own  transparent  ski», 
Thy  palaccis,  exulting  Naples  f  rise ; 
While,  far  on  high,  Vesuvius  rears  his  peik, 
Furrowed  and  dark  with  many  a  lava  sbneak. 

O  ye  bright  shores  of  Circe  and  the  Mowl 
Rich  with  all  nature's  and  all  fiction's  hoet; 
Who  shall  explore-  your  regions,  aixl  declaie 
The  poet  erred  to  paint  Elysium  there? 
Call  up  hb  spirit,  wanderer!  bid  him  guide 
Thy  steps,  those  siren-haunted  seas  botide, 
And  all  the  scene  a  lovelier  light  shall  wear, 
And  spells  more  potent  shall  pervade  the  air. 
What  though  his  dust  be  scattered,  and  his  am 
Long  from  its  sanctuary  of  slumber  tom,(l) 
Still  dwell  the  beings  of  his  verse  around, 
Hovering  in  beauty  o'er  the  enchanted  gnNod; 
His  lays  are  murmured  in  each  breeae  that  wm 
Soft  o'er  the  suimy  waves  and  onuig»^(ro«ea 
His  memory's  chsorm  is  spread  o'er  shore  andieii 
The  soul,  the  genius  of  Parthenope; 
Shedding  o'er  myrtle-ahade  and  vine-dad  bill 
The  purple  radiance  of  Elysium  stfll. 

Yet  that  fiur  soil  and  calm  resplendent  iky 
Have  witnessed  many  a  dark  reality. 
Oft  o'er  those  bright  blue  seas  the  gale  hath  bon» 
The  sighs  of  exiles  never  to  return.(2) 
There  with  the  whisper  of  Campania's  gale 
Hath  mingled  oft  afifection's  funeral  wail, 
Mourning  for  buried  heroes-^while  to  her 
That  glowing  land  was  but  their  sepulchra(3) 
And  there  of  old,  the  dread,  mysterious  mo|n 
Swelled  from  strange  voices  of  no  mortal  tone; 
And  that  wild  trumpet,  whose  unearthly  note 
Was  heard  at  midnight  o'er  the  hills  ta  float 
Around  the  spot  where  Agrippina  died, 
Denouncing  vengeance  on  the  inatricide.(4) 

Past  are  those  ages-— yet  another  crime, 
Another  wo  must  stain  th'  EHysian  dime. 
There  stands  a  scaffold  on  the  sunny  sbsie— 
It  must  be  crimsoned  e'er  the  day  is  o'er  1 
There  is  a  throne  in  regal  pomp  arrayed, — 
A  scene  of  death  from  thence  must  be  surveyed 
Marked  ye  the  rushing  throngs  1— each  mia  ■ 

pale. 
Each  hurried  glance  reveals  a  fearful  tale; 
But  the  deep  workings  of  th'  indignant  bretit, 
Wrath,  hatoed,  pity,  must  be  all  suppressed: 
The  burning  tear  awhile  must  chedi  its  oouni^ 
Th^  avenging  thought  concentrate  aU  its  fbiWi 
For  tyranny  is  near  and  will  not  brook 
Aught  but  submission  in  each  guarded  knk. 

Girt  with  his  fierce  Provencals,  and  with  nkn 
Austere  in  tijumph,  gazing  on  the  soeoe,(5} 
Aqd  in  his  eye  a  keen  suspicioiis  glance 
Of  jeafous  pride  and  restless  vigiUaoe, 
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!  conqiieror  I— -vainly  in  his  &ce,  v 

feeling  hope  would  seek  a  Uace; 
d,  severe,  the  Bpirit  which  hath  lent 
y  slamp  to  each  dark  lineament; 
ing  mercy,in  the  aternneM  there, 
at  oDoe  her.ientenoe — to  despair! 

1,  fair  boy!  the  beautiful,  the  bravo, 
ing  from  the  dungeon  to  the  grave,' 
b  yet  around  thee  which  can  give 

0  earth,  and  make  it  bliss  to  live ; 
ivhose  form  hath  dwelt  a  mother's  eye, 
ep  love  that  not  with  thee  shall  die 

m  too  full  for  utterance— can  it  be  1 

1  pomp  of  death  prepared  for  thee  7 

'al  Conradin !  who  should*st  have  known 

ret  the  sunny  smile  alone ! 

:an  view  thee,  in  the  pride  and  bloom 

irrayed  thus  richly  for  the  tomb,    . 

eep-swelling  in  his  inmost  soul, 

yranny  may  ne'er  control  1 

imi  to  ambition's  altar  led, 

rith  all  flowers  that  heaven  and  earth 

led, 

I  th'  oppressor  towering  in  his  pride, 

for  mercy — if  to  thee  denied  1 

ead  silence  in  the  breathless  throng, — 

ce  all  the  peopled  shore  along, 

captive  moves — the  only  sound, 

hat  calm  so  fearfully  profound, 

veet  murmur  of  the  rippling  wave, 

lides  the  smiling  shore  to  lave ; 

hat  shore,  his  own  fair  heritage, 

ful  martyr  to  a  tyrant's  rage 

U>  his  fate— the  eyes  are  dim 

EC,  through  tears  that  dare  not  flow,  on 

I  he  scaffold— doth  his  footstep  fidll 
p  quiver  1  doth  his  cheek  turn  pale^ 
y  be  forgiven  him,  if  a  thought 
at  worid,  for  him  with  beauty  fraught, 
hopes  that  promised  Glory's  meed, 
affections  that  with  him  shall  bleed ! 
e*s  young  day-spring,  while  the  rose 
I  on  his  check  yet  freshly  glows, 
n  fear  convulse  hi«  parting  breath, 
L  from  all  the  bitterness  of  death! 

—the  spirit  of  his  royal  race 
y  on  his  brow — that  youthful  face 
b  heroic  beauty — and  his  eye 
with  injured  majesty, 
—but  not  to  man — his  heart  shall  own 
submission  to  his  God  alone ! 
'MXi  tell  with  what  sustaining  power 
may  visit  him  in  fate's  dread  hour  1 
till  voice,  which  answers  every  moan, 
of  hope, — when  hope  on  earth  is  gonel 

amn  pause  is  o'er — the  youth  hath  given 
I  of  paiting  love  to  earth  and  heaven; 


The  sun  rejoices  in  th'  unclouded  sky, 

Life  all  around  him  glows—- «|id  he  tnust  die ! 

Yet  'midst  his  people,  undismayed,  he^hnprs 

The  gage  pf  vengeance  for  a  thousand  woes ; 

Vengeance,  that  like  their  own  vokano's  fire, 

Maji^sleep  suppressed  awhile — but  not  expire: 

One  softer  image  rises  o'er  his  breast. 

One  fond  regret,  and  all  shall  be  at  rest ! 

"  Alas,  for  thee,  my  mother!  who  shall  bear 

To  thy  sad  heart  the  tidings  of  despair, 

When  thy  lost  chikl  is  goneT' — that  thought  can 

thrill 
His  soul  with  pangs  one  moment  more  shall  sttlL 
The  lifted  axe  is  glittering  in  the  sun- 
It  falls— the  race  of  dKiradin  is  run ! 
Yet  £nom  the  blood  which  flows  that  shore  to  stain, 
A  voice  shall  cry  to  heaven — and  not  in  vain! 
Gaae  thou,  triumphant  from  thy  goigeout  throne, 
In  proud  supremacy  of  guilt  alone, 
Charles  of  Anjoul— but  that  dread  voice  shall  be 
A  fearful  summoner  e'en  yet  to  thee ! 

The  scene  of  death  is  closed— the  throngs  depazt, 
A  deep  stem  lesson  graved  on  every  heart 
No  pomp,  no  funeral  rites,  no  streaming  eyes. 
High-minded  boy!  may  grace  thine  obsequies. 
O  vainly  royal  and  Iwloved !  thy  grave, 
Unsan^ified,  is  bathed  by  ocean's  wave^ 
Marked  by  no  stone,  a  rude,  neglected  spot, 
Unhonoured,  unadorned — but  unforgot: 
For  thy  deep  wrongs  in  tameless  hearts  shall  live. 
Now  mutely  suffering — never  to  forgive  1 

The  sunset  fades  from  purple  heavens  away, — 
A  bark  hath  anchored  in  th'  unruffled  bay; 
Thence  on  the  beach  descends  a  female  fbrm,(6) 
Her  mien  with  hope  and  tearful  transport  warm ; 
But  life  hath  left  sad  traces  on  her  cheek, 
And  her  soft  eyes  a  chastened  heart  bespeak, 
Inured  to  woes — ^yet  what  were  all  the  piguit ! 
She  sunk  not  feebly  'ncath' affliction's  blast, 
While  one  bright  hope  remained — who  now  shall 

ten 
Th'  uncrowned,  the  widowed,  how  her  loved  dim 

fell? 
To  clasp  her  child,  to  ransom  and  to  save, 
The  mother  came— and  she  hath  found  his  grave! 
And  by  that  grave,  transfixed  in  speechless  grie^ 
Whose  death-like  trance  denies  a  tear's  relief. 
Awhile  she  kneels — till  roused  at  length  to  know, 
To  fell  the  might,  the  fuhiess  of  her  wo, 
On  the  still  air  a  voice  of  anguish  wild, 
A  mother's  cry,  is  heard — "My  Conradin!  my 

child!" 
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NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  146,  col.  3. 
Long  from  its  amcuury  of  dumber  torn. 
The  urn,  supposed  to  contain  the  ashes  of  Vir- 
gil, has  long  since  been  kist. 
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Nota  S,  page  146,  csL  9. 
Tht  ■%)■  gf  Ufl~  nmi  U  Non. 
Mm;  Romuii  of  «i&llad  nnk  wen  rormcrljr 
bMiabol  to  aomt  of  the  iinall  iibnd*  in  the  Mtdi- 
temuieu],oii  thecoMt  of  Ital;.  Jolia,tlie  diagh- 
tac  of  AognAw,  itm  conflned  many  fean  io  the 
ide  of  Pandalaiia,  and  her  daaghter,  A^ppim, 
Ibe  widow  of  GennanicDi,  ■ttaiwaid*  died  ID  exile 

NateS,  pagel46,col.  3. 
Ilial  flnrliie  lud  wii  bia  theli  apuldin. 
"Aoel^Dta  eooTeiiiR  du  cutur,  qoelquae  nom* 
de  ftmioge,  riduiMM  aavi  me  pleun.  C'eet  a 
Migine,  (latulelieumtmeofi  noui  eoniiDea,  que  U 
Tcuie  de  Pompie,  Compile,  ooneerva  jtuqu'i  la 
mmt  ion  until*  deuil ;  Agrippiiu  pleura  long-Umpi 
QermBBieoi  wr  cee  Uffde.  Un  jour,  le  nttate  ae- 
eaiain  qui  lui  ravit  won  iponi  la  iRHin  digne  de  la 
■uivie.  L'ila  de  NUda  liit  Umoin  dee  adieoz  da 
BntBa  et  de  Ponde."— .VoAtnc  dc  fiVofJ— O 

Note  4,  page  14fi,  eoL  2. 
DuouDclDg  Tugeaoa  oo  tbt  aaaitUt. 
The  atght  of  that  catal,  and  Ihoae  ahoree  where 
the  crime  hid  been  perpetrated,  filled  Nbto  tvitb 
Contianal  bocron)  beside*,  Iheie  nere  •ome  who 
imagiDBd  the;  heard  horrid  thrielu  and  cdea  from 
Agrippina'*  tomb,  and  a  mournful  aound  of  tram- 
pctt  from  Ibe  neighbouring  difli  and  hilla,  Nero, 
therefore,  Ajing  from  nich  tragical  aMliea,  with- 
drew to  if^daa. — Sea  Ancltnl  Vidtertai  Wttaiy. 


NotaK,rBgel«,aiL9. 

AiMm  In  iriiiii^  gulPt  on  ibe  BceD*. 

"Ce  Chailea,"ditQionnm  Villatu,  "fttf  mfi 

prudent  dam  lea  eooaoli,  pmix  dan*  ke  tncm, 

ifit  *t  iait  Tedout6  da  lotu  lea  roia  du  meadi^ 

magna  niniB  et  de  haulea  peiw^ea  qui  I'igaliiiBd 

kux  plua  grandee  entiepriiea ;  in£bnnUble  d4M 

'idTer^i,  terme  et  fid^  dan*  tootea  a»  faomat- 

beaocoup,  ac  noaJ 

calbabqqe,  apra  a  rendn  joKice,  firoce  dan*  Mi 
regard*.  Sa  taille  £t(nl  grande  et  nentw,  n 
eouleui  oliriLlie,  eon  Dei  Ibrt  grand.  II  paiHKtl 
plui  fait  qu'aucnn  autre  chetalicr  pooi  la  imjcili 
royale.  11  oe  damuut  preaque  point.  Jamak  il  tt 
prit  d*  plaiBT  Bux  miniea,  aui  tmubadoma,  (tui 
gen*  de  cour." — Sumondi-RiftdAiqua  Ilalinult, 


M(«*6tpag«14T,0]La. 

The  Carmine  (at  Napln)  calb  to  mind  Ik 
bloody  cataitrophe  of  thoae  royal  youtha,  ConndiB 
and  Frederick  of  AuMria,  bulcbered  before  iu  due 
Whenever  I  travened  that  aquare,  my  bcait  yean- 
ed at  the  idea  of  their  premature  Ikte,  and  at  iLe 
deep  diilrcai  of  Connulin'a  mother,  who,  Undini 
tbe  beach  wHh  her  aon'e  ranaom,  Ibaad  only  > 
lUaleai  tniDk  to  redeem  firom  the  fang*  of  hia  bu'- 
bafoua  conqueror." — •SMntairne'i  TVoaeli  ia  lit 
TmSuUkt. 


Stir  3btt»tlt, 

A  POEM. 


"  LnK  luaon,  qu^  pnniient  poor  guide,  na 
prfaente  i  leur  eeptit  que  dee  conjcctorea  e 
embanu ;  le*  abaurditii  oA  U*  lombent  en 
la  Religion  deriennent  plu*  ioMnilanable*  que  le* 
viri(f*doDt  la  hauteur  ImilotuM;  otpbarneTou- 
loii  pa*  croire  dee  myirtina  iDComptthendblei,  il* 
■uiient  I'nne  apria  I'autre  d'lnconiprthenMblei 
(neofa." — Bauutt,  OraitonM  Pan&rret. 

Whih  th*  young  Eagle,  widi  exulting  eye, 
Be*  Imned  lo  daie  th*  (plmdoilr  of  the  aky, 
And  leave  Ibe  Alpa  beneath  him  in  hie  eouiw. 
To  hadw  lue  eteal  in  mom'*  empyreal  eoores, 
Win  hi*  free  wiuf ,  Emn  that  majeede  hdght, 
Deaeend  to  toHow  eMoewild  meleorV  light, 
Which  fo  below,  with  eraneaeent  flr«, 
SUMato  delada,  and  danlea  ta  ei[Mia7 

No  I  ittBthtai^daod*  hewtow  Umpwari  way, 
And  ptood J  cUma  Ua  bnitiga  ef  day  t 


— And  ^lall  the  tpA  on  whose  aidant  gai^ 
Tbe  dayapring  from  on  high  halh  poured  ib  Um, 
Tom  liram  that  pore  effulgence,  to  thebeaa 
Ofearth-bom  light,  that  abed*  a  tfeachenoaglMa, 
Luring  the  wartderer  from  tbe  atar  of  faith. 
To  the  deep  lalley  of  tbe  ahadea  of  death  1 
What  bright  exchange,  what  tieegran  Aa>  b> 

For  the  high  birth-right  of  it*  hope  inHcwtal 
If  loat  the  gem  which  emFue*  cotild  ool  boy, 
What  yet  nataim  V-a  dark  etonity  I 

Ii  earth  Mill  Eden  1 — might  a  aerapb  gnHl, 
StJO,  'midat  il*  oba*en  bowai*  delifhtad  Mil 
I*  all  BO  doudlea*  and  so  calm  betow, 
We  *e^  no  fairsr  acenea  than  lyfi  eait  ite>1 
Thai  the  cold  Sceptic  in  hia  pride  elate, 
Eejecta  the  pronuae  of  a  brighter  atale, 
And  lean*  the  rock,  no  tempeel  ahaD  Aapbe^^ 
To  leu  bia  dweUiig  n 
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ly  of  duubll  tlien  join  the  frital  throng, 
I  the  Minbeam,  listen  to  the  song, 
the  rich  hoard,  and  fill  the  wine-eup  high, 
nd  the  wieath  ere  yet  the  roees  die  I 
il,  thme  eye  is  yet  undimmed  by  time, 
J  heart  bomide,  exulting  in  its  prime ; 
hen  anmored  at  Wisdom's  warning  vdke, 
I  the  glory  of  thy  strength,  rejoice ! 
ife  hath  sterner  tasks;  e'enyoath'sbriefhoiirs 
» the  beauty  of  their  levriiest  flowers ; 
ants  of  joy,  where  pilgrims  rest  firom  toil, 
w  and  distant  on  the  desert  soil ; 
oTs  pore  flame  the  breath  of  storms  must  fan, 
on  and  sorrow  claim  their  nursling — Man ! 
I  noblest  sons  the  bitter  cup  have  shared — 
I  child  of  reason!  how  art  Mou  prepared  1 
years,  with  silent  might,  thy  frame  haye  bow- 

er  thy  spirit  cast  thy  wintry  dead, 
lemmry  sooth  thee  en  thy  bed  of  pain, 
he  bright  images  of  pkttsure's  train  1 
s  the  sight  of  some  j&r  distant  shore, 
I  wett-known  scenes  his  foot  shall  tread  no 
jte,  • 

cheer  the  seaman,  by  the  eddying  wave 
,  vainly  struggling,  to  th*  un&thomed  grave ! 
lope,  the  fiuthful  cherub,  hear  thy  call, 
liohke  heaven's  own  sunbeam,  smiles  for  all  1 
le  speak  comfort? — Thou  hast  shorn  her 
ime, 

light  have  raised  thee  far  above  the  tomb, 
ashed  the  only  voice  whose  angel  tone 
i  when  all  mek>dies  of  joy  aro  flown  I 
she  was  bom  bejrond  the  stars  to  sear, 
indling  at  the  source  of  lifo,  adore ; 
sooldet  not,  mortal !  rivet  to  the  earth 
re,  vrhose  beam  is  of  celestial  birth ; 
f«lla  with  those  who  leave  her  pinion  free, 
leds  the  dews  of  heaven  on  all  but  thee. 
few  there  aro,  so  lonely,  so  bereft, 
me  true  heart,  that  ImUs  to  theiri,  is  left, 
laply,  one  whose  strong  afiection^s  power 
nged  may  triumph  through  misfortune's 
lur, 

ith  fond  caro  supports  thy  Unguid  head, 
eeps  unwearied  vigils  by  thy  bed. 
thou !  whose  thoughts  have  no  blest  home 
above, 

e  of  earth !  and  canst  thou  daro  to  Une  7 
rw  such  feelings  as  delight  to  rest, 
1  that  hallowed  shrine — a  parent's  breast, 
each  hope,  concentrate  every  tie,  . 
e  frafl  idol,— destined  but  to  die, 
xk  the  iaith  that  points  to  worids  of  light, 
I  severed  soub,  made  perfect,  re-unite  1 
tremble  I  ding  to  every  passing  joy, 
d  vrith  the  life  a  moment  may  destroy ! 
e  he  sorrow  in  a  parting  tear, 
t  "ybr  eier"  vibrate  oo  thine  ear  I 


If  some  bright  hour  on  rapture's  wing  hath  flown, 
Find  more  than  anguish  in  the  thought — \  is  gone ! 
Gk>  I  to  a  voice  such  magic  influence  gife. 
Thou  canst  not  kise  its  melody,  and  live ; 
And  make  an  eye  the  lode-star  of  thy  soul. 
And  let  a  glance  the  springs  of  thought  control ; 
G^aie  on  a  mortal  form  with  fond  delight. 
Till  the  fidr  vision  mingles  with  thy  sight ; 
There  seek  thy  blessings,  there  repose  thy  trust, 
Lean  on  the  willow,  idolize  the  dust ! 
Then,  when  thy  treasure  best  repajrs  thy  care. 
Think  on  that  dread  ^^for  ever'* — and  despair ! 

And  oh !  nostrange,  unwonted  storm  there  needs. 
To  wreck  at  once  thy  fragile  ark  of  reeds. 
Watch  well  its  course— expkm  with  anxious  eye 
Each  little  dond  that  floats  abng  the  sky- 
Is  the  bine  tiuiopy  serenely  feirl 
Yet  may  the  thunderbolt  unseen  be  there, 
And  the  bark  rink,  when  peace  and  sunshine  sleep 
On  the  smooth  bosom  of  the  waveless  deep! 
Yes !  ere  a  sound,  a  sign  aimounce  thy  fate. 
May  the  blow  fall  which  makes  thee  desdate ! 
Not  always  Heaven's  destroying  angel  shrouds 
His  awftil  form  in  tempests  and  in  clouds ; 
He  fills  the  summer-air  with  latent  power. 
He  hides  his  venom  in  the  scented  flower, 
He  steals  upon  thee^  in  the  Zephyr's  breath. 
And  festal  gariands  veil  the  shafts  of  death  1 

Where  art  thou  thtn^  who  thus  didst  rashly  cast 
Thine  all  upon  the  mercy  of  the  blast. 
And  vainly  hope  the  tree  of  life  to  find 
Rooted  in  sands  that  flit  before  the  wind  1 
Is  not  that  earth  thy  spirit  loved  so  well. 
It  wished  not  in  a  brighter  sphere  to  dwell, 
Become  a  desert  now^  a  vale  of  gloom, 
O'ershadowed  with  the  midnight  of  the  tomb  1 
Where  shalt  thou  turn  1 — it  is  not  thine  to  raise. 
To  yon  pure  heaven  thy  calm  confiding  gan, 
No  gleam  reflected  from  that  realm  of  rest 
Steals  on  the  darkness  of  thy  troubled  breast, 
Not  for  thine  eye  shall  feith  divindy  shed 
Her  glory  round  the  image  of  the  dead ; 
And  if,  when  slumber's  latktXy  couch  is  prest, 
The  form  departed  be  thy  spirit's  guest. 
It  bears  no  light  from  purer  worids  to  this ; 
The  future  lends  not  e'en  a  dream  of  bliss. 

But  who  shall  dare  the  Oate  of  Life  to  ckise^ 
Or  say,  thu§far  the  stream  of  mercy  flows  1 
That  fount  unsealed,  whose  boundless  waves  em- 
brace 
Each  distant  isle  and  visit  every  race, 
Poun  from  the  Throne  of  Qod  its  current  free, 
Nor  yet  denies  th'  immortd  dhiught  to  thee. 
Oh !  while  the  doom  impends,  not  yet  decreed. 
While  yet  th'  Atoner  hath  not  ceased  to  plead. 
While  still,  suspended  by  a  single  hair. 
The  sharp  bright  sword  hangs  quivering  in  the  air, 
Bow  down  thy  heart  to  Him,  who  will  not  break 
The  braised  reed *,  e'en  yet,  awake,  awike! 
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Patient,  became  Etemal,(l)  H«  may  hear 
Thy  prayer  of  tgony  with  pitying  ear, 
And  semi  his  ctiaetening  spirit  from  above; 
O'er  the  deep  chaos  of  Ihy  soul  to  move. 

But  s^  ihou  mercy  through  Hii  hame  alone, 
To  whose  unequalled  sorrows  none  was  shown. 
Through  Him,  who  here  in  mortal  garb  abode, 
As  man  to  suffer,  and  to  heal  as  Grod ! 
And,  bom  the  sons  of  utmost  time  to  bless, 
Endured  all  scorn,  and  aided  all  distress. 

Call  thou  on  Him — for  He,  in  human  form, 
Hath  walked  the  waves  of  life,  and  stilled  the 

storm. 
He,  when  her  hour  of  lingering  grace  was  past, 
O'er  Salem  wept,  relenting  to  the  last. 
Wept  with  such  tears  as  Judah's  monarch  poured 
O'er  his  lost  child,  ungrateful,  yet  deplored ; 
And,  offering  guiltless  blood  that  guilt  might  live, 
Taught  from  his  Cross  the  lesson — to  forgive  I 

Call  thou  on  him — his  prayer  e'en  then  arose. 
Breathed  in  unpitied  anguish,  for  his  foes. 
And  haste !— ere  bursts  the  lightning  from  on  high, 
Fly  to  the  City  of  thy  Refuge,  fly  !C2) 
So  shall  th'  Avenger  turn  hu  steps  away, 
And  sheath  his  falchion,  baf&ed  of  ito  prey. 

Yet  must  long  days  roll  on,  ere  peace  shall  brood, 
As  the  soft  Halcyon,  o'er  thy  heart  subdued ; 
Ere  yet  the  dove  of  Heaven  descend,  to  shed 
Inspiring  influence  o'er  thy  fallen  head. 
— He  who  hath  pined  in  dungeons,  'midst  the 

shade 
Of  such  deep  night  as  man  for  man  hath  made, 
Through  lingering  years;  if  called  at  length  to  be 
Once  more,  by  nature's  boundless  charter,  £ree. 
Shrinks  fi^ebly  back,  the  blaze  of  noon  to  shun, 
Fainting  at  day,  and  blasted  by  the  sun! 
Thus,  when  the  captive  soul  hath  long  remained 
In  its  own  dread  abyss  of  darkness  chained. 
If  the  Deliverer,  in  his  might,  at  last. 
Its  fetters,  bom  of  earth,  to  earth  should  cast, 
The  beam  of  troth  o'erpowers  its  dazzled  sight, 
Trembling  it  sinks,  and  finds  no  joy  in  light 
But  this  will  pass  away — that  spark  of  mind. 
Within  thy  frame  unquenchably  enshrined, 
Shall  live  to  triump  in  its  brightening  ra^. 
Bora  to  be  fostered  with  ethereal  day. 
Then  wilt  thou  bless  the  hour,  when  o'er  thee 

passed, 
On  wing  of  flame  the  purifying  Mast, 
And  sorrow's  voice,  through  paths  before  untrod. 
Like  Sinai's  trumpet,  called  thee  to  thy  God  I 

But  hopest  thou,  in  thy  panoply  of  pride. 
Heaven's  messenger,  afiliction,  to  deride  1 
In  thine  own  strength  unaided^  defy, 
With  Stoic  smile,  the  arrows  of  the  skyi 
Tom  by  the  vuhurq,  fettered  to  the  rock. 
Still,  Demigod  1  the  tempest  wilt  thou  mockl 
Alasl  the  tower  *that  cresU  the  mountain  brow 
A  thousand  ytvn  may  awe  the  vale  bebw, 


Yet  not  the  less  be  shattered  on  its  height. 
By  one  dread  moment  of  the  earthquake's  iDi|iit 
A  thousand  pangs  thy  bosom  may  have  bocns^ 
In  silent  fortitude,  or  haughty  acorn. 
Till  eomes  the  one,  the  master-anguish,  sent 
To  break  the  mighty  heart  that  ne'er  was  bat 

Oh!  what  is  nature's  Btrengthl  the  vacaat  9ft, 
By  mind  deserted,  hath  a  dread  reply  1 
The  wild  delirious  laughter  of  deepair, 
The  mirth  of  frenzy — seek  an  answer  tbflnf 
Turn  not  away,  though  pity's  cheek  grow  psle. 
Close  not  thine  ear  against  their  awful  tale. 
They  tell  thee,  reason,  wandexing  firom  thsny 
Of  Faith,  the  blazing  pillar  of  her  vhiy, 
In  the  mid-darkness  of  the  stcwmy  wave. 
Forsook  the  struggling  soul  she  could  not  nfi! 
Weep  not,  sad  moralist !  o'er  dewrt  plains, 
Strewed  with  the  wrecks  of  grandeur— flsnUkr 

ing  fanes, 
Arches  of  triumph,  long  vrith  weeds  o'e^pvmi 
And  regal  cities,  now  the  serpeftt's  own: 
Earth  has  mora  awful  ruins — one  lost  nond, 
Whose  star  is  quenched,  hath  lessons  fai  mankiai, 
Of  deeper  import  than  each  prostrate  dome. 
Mingling  its  marble  with  the  dust  of  Rook. 

But  who  with  eye  unshrinking  shall  expioie 
That  waste,  illumed  by  reason's  beam  no  monl 
Who  pierce  the  deep,  mysterious  clouds  that  nfl 
Around  the  shattered  temple  of  the  soul, 
Curtained  with  midnight? — low  its  columns  K^ 
And  dark  the  chambers  of  its  imagery  X3) 
Sunk  are  its  idols  now— smd  Gh)d  alone 
May  rear  the  fabric  by  their  fall  o'erthiown! 
Yet  from  its  inmost  shrine,  by  storms  laid  bait. 
Is  heard  an  oracle  that  cries—"  Beware  I 
Child  of  the  dust!  but  ransomed  of  the  skies! 
One  breath  of  Heaven — and  thus  thy  gkxy  dai! 
Hast,  ere  the  hour  of  doom,  draw  nigh  to  Hin 
Who  dwells  above  between  the  cherabiral" 

Spirit  dethroned !  and  checked  in  mid  caiscr, 
Son  of  the  morning!  exiled  from  the  sphere, 
Tell  us  thy  tale  1 — Perohauce  thy  race  was  no 
With  science,  in  the  chariot  of  the  sun ; 
Free  as  the  winds  the  paths  of  space  to  sweep, 
Traverse  the  untrodden  kingdoms  of  the  deep, 
And  search  the  laws  that  Nature's  sprimi  o» 

trol. 
There  tracing  all— save  Him  who  guides  tbe 
whole. 

Haply  thine  eye  its  ardent  glance  had  cait 
Through  the  dim  shades,  the  portals  of  the  pest; 
By  the  bright  lamp  of  thought  thy  care  had  ted 
From  the  fkr  beacon-lights  of  ages  fled, 
The  depths  of  time  expiring,  to  retrace 
The  glorious  march  of  many  a  vanished  race. 

Or  did  thy  power  pervade  the  living  lyre. 
Till  its  deep  chords  became  instinct  with  fire, 
Silenced  all  meaner  notes,  and  swelled  on  htgfai 
Full  and  ak»e,  their  mighty  harmony, 
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oke  each  paanon  firom  its  cell  profiNuid, 
Mia  aUrted  at  th'  electric  ■oandl 
r  th'  Ascendant  1  what  avails  it  now, 
bright  the  laarels  waved  upon  thy  brow? 
ough  thy  name  through  distant  empires 

1. 

heart  bound  as  doth  a  battle-word? 

»r  this  thy  still  unwearied  eye 

1  with  the  watch-^res  of  the  sky, 

the  seciets  of  all  ages  thine, 

mune  with  majestic  thoughts  that  shine 

ae's  long  shadowy  pathway? — hath  thy 

I 

ta  lone  dominions  firom  mankind, 

4>  woo  their  homage  ? — Thou  hast  sought 

the  wisdom  with  salvation  fraught, 

ry  wreath — ^but  that  which  will  not  die, 

t  neglected — save  eternity ! 

d  all  &il  thee,  in  the  hour  of  wrath, 

mt  th'  o'erwhelming  vials  on  thy  path? 

;  the  voifie  of  Fame  inspire  thee  then, 

•ceptred  by  the  sons  of  men, 

Immortal's  courage  to  sustain 

Bent  agonies  of  earthly  pain? 

one  there  was,  all-powerful  to  have 

red, 

B  loud  fury  of  the  billow  raved ; 

thou  knevrest  not — and  the  light  he  lent 

isbed  firom  its  ruined  tenement, 

bee  breathing,  moving,  lingering  yet, 

nre  shrink  finom — vainly  to  forget ; 

iread  veil  no  further — hide,  oh !  hide 

ling  form,  the  couch  of  suicide ! 

^  graspedin  death — the  brow,  the  eye, 

fH  stamped  with  rage  and  agony; 

's  dark  traces  left  in  many  a  line 

0  hig  mien,  who  died, — "  and  made  no 

1  not,  gaze  not — lest  thy  fevered  brain 
» that  image  of  despair  retain; 

f  slumber!  o'er  the  midnight  hour, 

och  visions  claim  unhallowed  power, 

(kind  unk  with  terror,  and  above 

th'  Avenger's  arm,  Ibigot  th'  Atoner's 

1  .     . 

on!  th'  unseen,  th'  aH-eeeing! — Thou 

bote  ways 

with  darkness,  mock  all  finite  gaze, 

liose  eyes  the  creatures  of  Thy  hand, 

nd  man,  alike  in  weakness  stand, 

itleas  ages,  trampling  into  clay 

mpires  on  their  march,  are  but  a  day; 

f  worlds  unknown,  unnumbered  I — Thou, 

lom  all  time  is  one  eternal  ncv, 

ow'flt  no  past,  no  future— Thou  whose 

th 

h,  and  bears  to  myriads,  life  or  death  I 

OB,  guide  us! — wanderers  of  a  sea 

I  obflenre,  what  are  we,  refi  of  T.h(w? 


A  thousand  rocks,  deep-hid,  elude  our  sight, 
A  star  may  set — and  we  are  lost  in  nigkt; 
A  breeze  may  waft  us  to  the  whirlixMl's  brii^, 
A  treach'rous  song  allure  us — and  we  sink! 

Oh !  by  Hu  love,  who,  veiling  Godhead's  light, 
To  moments  circumscribed  th^  Infinite, 
And  Heaven  and  Earth  disdained  not  to  ally 
By  that  dread  union — Man  with  Deity; 
Inmiortal  tears  o'er  mortal  woes  wl\o  shed. 
And,  ere  he  raised  them,  wept  above  the  dead ; 
Save,  or  we  perish ! — let  thy  word  control 
The  earthquakes  of  that  universe — the  soul ; 
Pervade  the  depths  of  passion—- speak  once  more 
The  mighty  mandate,  guard  of  every  shore, 
"  Here  shall  thy  waves  be  stayed" — in  grief,  in  pain. 
The  fearfuUpoise  of  reason's  sphere  maintain, 
Thou,  by  whom  suns  are  balanced! — thus  secure 
In  Thee  shall  Faith  and  Fortitude  endure; 
Conscious  of  Thee^  unfaltering  shall  the  just 
Look  upward  still,  in  high  and  holy  trust. 
And,  by  affliction  guided  to  Thy  shrine. 
The  first,  last  thought  of  sufiering  hearts  be  Thine. 
And  oh !  be  near,  when  clothed  with  conquer- 
ing power, 
The  King  of  Terrors  claims  his  own  dread  hour; 
When  on  the  edge  of  that  unknown  abyss. 
Which  darkly  parts  us  from  the  realm  of  bliss, 
Awe-struck  alike  the  timid  and  the  brave. 
Alike  subdued  the  monarch  and  the  slave, 
Must  drink  the  cup  of  trembling(4) — ^when  we  see 
Nought  in  the  universe  but  death  and  Thee, 
Forsake  us  not; — ^if  still,  when  life  was  young, 
Faith  to  Thy  bosom,  as  her  home,  hath  sprung. 
If  Hope's  retreat  hath  been,  through  all  the  past,. 
The  shadow  by  the  Rock  of  Ages  cast, 
Father,  forsake  us  not ! — when  tortures  urge 
The  shrinking  soul  to  that  mysterious  verge, 
When  firom  Thy  justice  to  Thy  love  we  fly. 
On  Nature's  conflict  look  with  pitying  eye. 
Bid  the  strong  wind,  the  fire,  the  earthquake  cease, 
Come  in  the  still  small  »voice,  and  whisper- 
peace  !(5) 
For  oh!  't  is  awful— He  that  hath  beheld 
The  parting  spirit,  by  its  fears  repelled, 
CUng  in  weak  terror  to  its  earthly  chain. 
And  from  the  dizzy  brink  recoil,  in  vain; 
He  that  hath  seen  the  last  convulsive  throe 
Dissolve  the  union  formed  and  closed  in  wo, 
Well  knows,  that  hour  is  awful. — In  the  pride 
Of  youth  and  health,  by  sufibrings  yet  untried, 
We  talk  of  Death  as  something,  which  't  were 

sweet 
In  Olory's  arms  exultingly  to  meet, 
A  closing  triumph,  a  majestic  scene^ 
Where  gazing  nations  watch  the  hero's  mien. 
As,  undismayed  amidst  the  tears  of  all, 
He  folds  hii  mantle,  regally  to  fain- 
Hush,  fond  enthusiast! — still,  obscure,  and  kme, 
Yet  not  less  terrible  because  unknown, 
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Fnm  lile^  thnngcd  pith,  nnnotked  (o  expin, 
A«  the  Eght  leaf,  whoM  fdl  to  rain  bean 
Saae  treoibtinfr  iniect'i  little  worlJ  of  cues, 


The  might;  Ibmt;  reckliw  what  is  gone)  - 
Such  ie  msn'a  dooin — tnil,  eie  ui  hour  be  da 
— Stut  Dot,  thou  trifleil— euctiniaThethinei 

But  M  liTe'i  current  in  it*  ebb  dnm  Dear 
Tbe  (hadow;  ^If,  then  wake*  ■  thought  of  ft*T, 
A  thiilling  thought,  which,  haply  mockei]  before, 
We  fain  would  ilifle — but  it  ileepe  no  more  I 
There  are,  who  By  its  murmun  'midst  the  thrrag. 
Thai  join  the  maaque  of  revetrf  and  aong. 
Yet  (till  Death's  image,  bj  ila  power  restored, 
Frowns  'midst  the  roses  of  the  festal  hoard, 
Aiul,  when  deep  shades  o'er  earth  and  oeenn 

And  the  heart  owiu  the  might  of  ■olitutle, 
Is  its  low  whisper  heard — a  note  profound. 
But  wilJ  and  startling  ai  the  trumpet-eound, 
Tkat  bursu,  with  sudden  blast,  tbe  dead  repose 
Of  some  proud  city,  stormed  b;  midnight  foes ! 

Oht  Tainly  reason's  scomful  loice  wanld  prove 
That  life  hath  nought  to  claim  nich  lingering  love. 
And  ask,  if  o'er  thecapciTe,  half  unchained. 
Clung  tothdl^s  which  jet  his  step  restrained. 
In  rain  pbilosophjr,  with  tranquil  pride, 
Would  mock  the  feelings  she  perchance  can  hide. 
Call  up  the  countless  armies  of  the  dead. 
Point  to  the  pathwa;  heaten  b;  their  tread, 
And  saj— "  What  wooldst  thoul  Shall  tbe  fiied 

Made  Ibr  creation,  be  reversed  for  llux  V 

— Poor,  leebte  aid  I — proud  Stoic '.  ask  not  whj 

It  is  enough,  that  nature  shrinks  to  die  I 

Enough,  thai  horror,  which  th;  words  upbraid, 

4>  her  dread  penalty,  and  most  be  paid  I 

— Sevrch  thy  deep  wisdom,  salve  the  scarce  do- 

fined 
And  mystie  questioal  of  the  parting  mind. 
Half  checked,  half  uttered-^ell  her,  whst 

burst 
In  whebning  gnutdenr,  on  her  vision  first. 
When  freed  from  morlkl  Ghnst — rihat  viewless 

SbaO  lint  receive  her  wing  bat  half  unfurkd  1 

What  awtiil  and  nnbodied  beings  guide 

Her  timid  flight  through  regions  yet  untried  1 

Say  if  at  once,  her  final  doom  to  hear, 

B^bre  her  Qod  the  trembler  must  appear. 

Or  wait  that  daj  of  terror,  when  the  sea 

Shall  yidd  its  ludden  dead,  and  heaven  and  eutfa 

•haDBeel 
Hast  tbon  no  answer  T— then  deride  n> 
The  tboogbts  that  shrink,  yet  cease  not  to  eiptMe 
Th'  nnknown,  th'  unseen,  the  |uture— tliough  the 

heart, 

As  at  DasianUj  MMutds,  befi»«  tbcm  flut, 


Though  Ihs  fnmo  atmiilef,  and  Uw  ^iruit  m^ 
Tliej  have  their  source  ia  tnmuitati^ ! 
Whence,  thro,  shall  Kiriogth,  whkli  rriwi^  ai 

An  equal  to  tbe  loaital  conflict  riae  1 

When,  on  the  swit  jwle  Iutm,  whosa  Ggbm^ 

Where'er  we  fly,  stiB  wins  tbe  dreadlU  rsM; 
Tbe  migh^  lider  cnne»— oh'^tKoeeilkaJlaid  i, 
Bedrawrk,  to  meet  their  rnahii^,  mabsssyed  1  '^ 
—Whence,  but  &om  thee,  Mbssiahl-tka  hsri  I, 
drained  '  , 

The  hitler  cup,  till  not  the  dregs  remaind;  -^ 

To  thee  the  struggle  and  the  pang  irere  knom,     ^ 
Tbe  mystic  horror — all  became  thnieowBl  ~ 

But  did  no  hand  cdestial  sooooitr  bring. 
Till  scorn  and  anguish  haplj  lost  tlinrsdiigl        ,_ 
Came  not  th'  Archangel,  in  the  final  hmt,  ..^ 

thee  with  invulnentile  powert  ^ 

No,  Son  of  Qod !  u^  thy  BBCred  bead. 
The  shaAs  of  wrath  their  teotoU  fuiy  ifasd,  1- 

From  man  averted — and  thy  path  on  Ugh 
Passed  through  the  strait  of  fieiresi  sgooy;  , 

Tot  thus  th'  Eternal,  with  propitious  ey^ 
Received  the  last,  th'  almi^ly  sacrificel 

But  wake!  be  gUd,  yBoatioasI  from  the  Iwk 
Is  won  the  victory,  and  is  fled  tbe  gloom  1 
The  vale  of  death  in  conquest  bath  been  tnd. 
Break  tbith  in  joy,  ye  ransomed  I  aaith  your  CM! 
Swell  ye  the  ra|AuTes  of  the  aong  aiar, 
And  hail  with  harpe  your  bright  and  -rmi'l  tM. 

He  rose!  Ae  everlssting  gates  of  day 
Received  the  King  ofGlory  on  his  way! 
The  hope,  the  comforter  of  thoee  who  wept, 
And  the  first-fruits  of  them,  in  Hlmlhal^ 
He  me,  he  triumplied  \  be  will  yet  snstaia 
Piait  natme  Bnking  in  tfae  strife  of  pain. 
Aided  by  Him,  around  the  martyr's  fnms 
When  Geicely  blazed  a  living  ehiuud  of  Bsas^ 
Hath  the  firm  soul  exulted,  and  tbe  voice 
Raised  tbe  victorious  hynui,  and  cried, "  Refasif 
Aided  by  Him,  thoogh  none  the  bed  attend. 
Where  the  tone  sufferer  dies  without  a  fiiad. 
He,  whom  the  busy  wc^  shall  miss  no  moe 
That  mom  one  dew-drop  from  her  countlas  ilM 
Earth's  most  negkcted  child,  with  trvaiog  hMit, 
Called  to  the  hope  of  glory,  shall  depart  I 

And  say,  cold  Sophist !  if  by  ttwe  benft 
Of  that  high  hope,  (0  nusery  what  were  lell 
But  for  the  tison  of  the  days  to  be, 

the  Comforter,  despised  by  thee. 
Should  we  not  wither  at  the  ChasleDer'i  look. 
Should  ire  not  sink  beneath  oar  (Jod's  isballst 
When  o'er  onr  beub  the  deaolaliiig  hlsrf,  ^ 

Fnught  vrith  ioscratabte  decteea,  hath  f^m4 
And  the  stem  power  who  seeks  tbe  noUisI  inft 
Hath  called  cnr  GuresI  and  otu  beat  awayl 
Should  we  not  madden,  whsi  our  eyes  bsUl 
AU  that  we  kived  in  marlik  Killima  eoti 
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I  to  our  mule  or  ligh, 
rosea — eilent — all  mortality  1 
m  ptomiae^  all  ahall  yet  be  well,  • 
9i  the  spirit  in  its  pangs  rebel, 
Hich  doods  as  darkened,  when  the  hand 
lay  heavy  on  our  prostrate  land, 
^  just  lent  thy  gladdened  isles  to  bless. 
Itched  fitom  earth  with  all  thy  loveliness, 
a  nation's  blessings  on  thy  head, 
id's  flower !  wert  gathered  to  the  dead  1 
didst  teadh  us.    Thou  to  every  heart, 
»fty  lesson  didst  thyself  impart  I 
)d  the  hope  through  all  thy  pangs  which 

Bd, 

ly  young  bosom,  oVr  thy  lifeless  child, 
with  vain  kmgimg— still  thy  patient  eye, 
It  light,  beamed  holy  constancy! 
n  a  lot  in  cloudless  sunshine  cast, 
hose  agonies — thy  firit  and  last, 
)  Bp,  quivering  with  convulsive  throes, 
1  not  a  plaint — and  settled  in  repose ; 
iwed  thy  royal  bead  to  Him,  whose  power 
the  fiat  of  that  midnight  hour, 
m  the  brightest  vision  of  a  throne, 
iry,  empire,  datmed  thee  for  his  own, 
Bad  such  terror  o'er  the  seargirt  coast, 
Bd  Israel,  when  her  ark  was  lost ! 
the  will  of  God !"— yet,  yet  we  hear 
ds  which  closed  thy  beautiful  career, 
Id  we  mourn  thee  in  thy  blest  abode, 
hat  thought—"  It  ii  the  wiU  of  God !" 
lU  arraign  th'  Eternal's  dark  decree, 
m  murmur  then  escaped  from  thee  ? 
I,  though  vanishing  without  a  trace, 
ust  not  left  one  scion  of  thy  race, 
f  thy  memory  bloom  our  vales  among, 
d  by  freedom,  and  enshrined  in  song ! 
f  thy  pure,  majestic  spirit  dwell, 

0  the  isles  which  loved  thy  name  so  weU, 
an  angel,  with  presiding  care, 

e  and  guard  thine  own  high  virtues  there. 

» !  the  hour  when  storm  presaging  skies 

the  watchers  of  the  land  to  rise, 

he  sign  of  fire  on  every  height,(6) 

r  the  mountains  rear,  with  patriot  mi^ht, 

1,  if  summoned,  in  its  cause  to  die, 

mer  of  our  fidth,  the  Cross  of  victory! 

lis  hath  England  conquered — afield  and 

d 

ivned  her  sovereignty — alone  she  stood, 

chains  o'er  all  the  sceptred  earth  were 

mn, 

mud  koly  singleiiess,  ak>ne, 

;hty  in  her  God — and  shall  she  now 

lelbre  th'  Omnipotent  to  bow  7 

le  bright  fountain  of  her  glory  turn, 

trange  fire  upon  his  altars  buml 

reved  land,  midst  rocks  and  biUows  rude, 

1  in  thy  majesty  of  solitude^ 


Still  in  the  deep  asylum  of  thy  breast 

Shall  the  pore  elements  of  greatness  rest, 

Virtue  and  faith,  the  tutelary  powers, 

Thy  hearths  that  haUow,  and  defend  thy  towers ! 

Still,  where  thy  hamlet-vales,  O  chosen  isle! 
In  the  f|fUbeauty  of  their  verdure  smile. 
Where  yew  and  elm  o'ershade  the  lowly  fanes. 
That  guard  the  peasant's  records  and  remains, 
May  the  blest  echoes  of  the  Sabbath-bell 
Sweet  on  the  quiet  of  the  woodlands  swell. 
And  from  each  cottage-dwelling  of  thy  glades. 
When  starlight  glimmers  through  the  deepening^ 

shades. 
Devotion's  voice  in  choral  hymns  arise. 
And  bear  the  Land's  warm  incense  to  the  skies. 

There  may  the  mother,  as  with  anxious  joy 
To  Heaven  her  lessons  consecrate  her  boy, 
Teach  hb  young  accents  still  the  immortal  lays 
Of  Zion's  bards,  in  inspiration's  days*. 
When  Angels,  whispering  tiyough  the  cedar's 

shade, 
Prophetic  tones  to  Judah*s  harp  conveyed ; 
And  as,  her  soul  all  glistening  in  her  eyes. 
She  bids  the  prayer  of  infancy  arise. 
Tell  of  his  name,  who  left  his  throne  on  high, 
Earth's  bwliest  kit  to  bear  and  sanctify, 
His  love  divine,  by  keenest  anguish  Jkied, 
And  fondly  say—"  My  chiU,  for  thee  Ui^died  f 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  150,  col.  1. 
Patient,  becanse  EteroaL 

"  He  b  patient,  because  He  is  eternal." 

St.  AuguBiine, 

Note  3,  page  150,  col.  I. 
Fly,  to  the  Citj  of  thy  RefUgs^  fly  I 

"  Then  ye  shall  appoint  you  cities,  to  be  cities 
of  refuge  for  you ;  that  the  slayer  may  flee  thither 
which  killeth  any  person  at  unawares. — And  they 
shall  be  unto  you  cities  for  refuge  from  the  aven- 
ger."— Number»t  chap.  xxxv. 

Note  3,  page  150,  coL  2. 

And  dark  the  chamben  of  its  Imsgary. 

"  Every  man  in  the  chambers  of  his  imagery." 

Ezekiel,  chap.  viiL 

Note  4,  page  151,  col.  3. 

Must  drink  the  cup  of  trembling. 

"  Thou  hast  drunken  the  dregs  of  the  cup  of 
trembling,  and  wrung  them  out." — XraioA,  chap.  iL  • 

• 

Note  5,  page  151,  ooL  3. 
Corns  in  the  ttin  small  volce^  and  whiqier— peace. 

«  And  behold,  the  Loid  pmed  by,  and  a  gieftt 
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and  itiong  wind  rent  the  mountaini,  and  bnke  in 
pieces  the  rocke  hefine  the  Lord ;  but  the  Lord 
was  not  in  the  wind :  and  after  the  wind  an  earth- 
quake; but  the  Loid  was  not  in  the  earthquake: 
and  after  the  earthquake  a  fixe ;  but  the  Lord  was 


not  in  the  fiie:  and  after  the  five  a  stiU  mi 
▼oioe." — 1  Kingi,  chap.  six. 

Note  6,  page  153,  ooL  I. 
To  iBt  the  sign  of  flre  on  every  heigliL 
"  And  set  up  a  sign  of  fire." — Jeremiah^  chap.  ir. 


Sbtuniaus  to  tfie  JKemotfi  of  tfie  tote  SU«. 


**  AmoDg  many  oatloaB  waa  there  no  Ung  like  him."— iVblkemuiA. 

"Know  ye  not  that  there  is  a  prince  and  a  great  man  (alien  this  day  In  Isaall"— ^S^nntiei. 


Another  warning  sound !  the  funeral  bell, 

Startling  the  cities  of  the  isle  once  more, 
With  measuied  tones  of  melancholy  swell, 

Strikes  on  th*  awakened  heart  from  shore  to 
shore. 
He,  at  whose  coming  monarchs  sink  to  dust, 

The  chambers  of  our  palaces  hath  trod. 
And  the  k>ng-sufiering  spirit  of  the  just, 

Pure  fiom  its  ruins,  hath  returned  to  God! 
Yet  may  not  England  o'er  her  Father  weep ; 
Thoughts  to  her  bosom  crowd,  too  many,  and  too 
deep.  • 

Vain  voice  of  Reason,  hush ! — they  yet  must  flow, 

The  unrestrained,  involuntary  tears 
A  thousand  feelings  sanctify  the  wo. 

Roused  by  the  glorious  shades  of  vanished  years. 
Tell  us  no  more  't  is  not  the  time  ibr  grief, 

Now  that  the  exile  of  Che  soul  is  past, 
And  Death,  blest  messenger  of  Heaven's  relief. 

Hath  borne  the  wanderer  to  hu  rest  at  last; 
For  him,  Eternity  hath  tenfold  day. 
We  leel,  we  know,  't  is  thus— yet  Nature  will 
have  way. 

What  though  amidst  us,  like  a  blasted  oak, 

.   Saddening  the  scene  where  once  it  nobly  reign- 

ed, 
A  dread  memorial  of  the  lightning-stroke, 
Stamped  with  its  fiery  record,  he  remained ; 
Around  that  shattered  tree  still  fondly  clung 

Th'  undying  tendrils  of  our  love,  which  drew 
Fresh  nurture  from  its  deep  decay,  and  sprung 

Luxuriant  thence,  to  Glory's  ruin  true ; 
While  England  hung  her  trophies  on  the  stem. 
That  desolately  stood,  unconscious  e'en  of  them. 

Of  <Aem  unconscious!  Oh  m3r8terious  doom! 

Who  shall  unfold  the  counsels  of  the  skies? 
His  was  the  voice  which  roused,  as  from  the  tomb, 

The  realms  high  soul  to  loftiest  energies ! 
His  was  the  spirit,  o'er  the  isles  which  threw 

The  mantle  of  its  fortitude ;  and  wrought 
In  every  bosom,  powerftd  to  renew 

Each  dying  spark  of  pore  and  generous  thought; 


The  star  of  tempest !  beaming  on  the  mait,* 
The  seamen's  torch  of  Hope,  'midst  penb  dsep- 
eningfiwt. 

Then  from  th'  unslimiberxng  inHiwnwi  of  his 

worth, 
Strength,  as  of  inspiration,  filled  the  land; 
A  young,  but  quenchless,  flame  went  bri^ 
forth. 

Kindled  by  him — ^who  saw  it  not  expand! 
Such  was  the  will  of  Heaven,:— the  gifted  leer, 

Who  with  his  God  had  communed,  hot  to  fi^e, 
And  from  the  house  of  bondage,  and  of  fear. 

In  faith  victorious,  led  the  chosen  race ; 
He,  through  the  desert  and  the  waste  their  gukk, 
Saw  dimly  from  afar,  the  promiaed  land— and  £ei 

O  full  of  days  and  virtues !  on  thy  head 

Centred  the  woes  of  many  a  bitter  lot; 
Fathers  have  sorrowed  o'er  their  beauteous  6mi, 
Eyes,  quenched  in  night,  the  sun  beam  have 
forgot ; 
Minds  have  striven  buoyantly  with  evil  yean^ 
And  sunk  beneath  their  gathering  weight  it 
length ; 
But  Pain  for  thee  had  filled  a  cup  of  tean, 

Where  every  anguish  mingled  all  its  ttreogth; 
By  thy  lost  child  we  saw  thee  weeping  stand, 
And  shadows  deep  around  fell  firom  th'  EtenuTi 
.  hand. 

Then  came  the  noon  of  glory,  which  thy  dreaDi, 

Perchance  of  yore,  had  faintly  prophnied; 
But  what  to  thee  the  splendor  of  its  beams  1 

The  ice-rock  glows  not  'midst  the  sansae^* 
pride! 
Nations  leaped  up  to  joy — as  streams  that  bont 

At  the  warm  touch  of  spring,  their  fiosen  chain, 
And  o'er  the  plains,  whose  verdure  osoe  they 
nursed, 

Roll  in  exulting  melody  again ; 


ij 


*  The  jittering  meteor,  like  a 
ahont  a  dUp  during  tempesti^  If 
jconslderBd  by  the  aUlon  ai  an 
\DampieT*a  Vojfogu. 


,  which  oAmappaiii 
apontha  nmh4mti,^ 
offend 
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{fat  o'er  earth  the  long  majefltic  fine 
land's  tritimphfl  swept,  to  rouae  all  hearts 
at  thine. 

lat  a  dazzling  vvaon^  by  the  ▼eil 

o'er  thy  spirit  hung,  was  shut  from  thee, 

loeptred  chieftains  tlironged,  with  palms, 

>haU 

Towning  isle,  the  anointed  of  the  sea ! 

thy  palaees  the  lords  of  earth 

0  Rjoioe, — rich  pageants  glittered  by, 
idy  reveb  imaged,  in  their  mirth, 
AA  magnificence  of  chivalry. 

wehed  not  thee, — amidst  them,  yet  alone, 

1  and  gloom  b^rt  one  dim  and  shadowy 
bione. 

I  there  mercy  still — ^if  joy  no  more 

in  that  blasted  circle  might  intrude, 

sd  no  grief  whose  footstep  might  pass  o'er 

nlent  limits  of  its  solitude ! 

heard  the  bridal  song  awoke 

learts*  full  echoes,  as  it  swelled  on  high ; 

iheard  the  sudden  dirge,  that  broke 

le  glad  strain,  with  dread  solemnity ! 

ad's  rose  unheeded  wore  its  bloom, 

Mt  the  storm,  that  swept  it  to  the  tomb. 

I,  who^  tried  through  all  the  stormy  past, 
ely,  deeply  proved,  in  many  an  hour, 
d  o^er  thee,  firm  and  faithful  to  the  last, 
ined,  inspired,  by  strong  affection's  power ; 
'  soul  her  voice  no  music  bore, 
closed  eye,  and  wandering  spirit  caught 
t  from  looks,  that  fondly  would  expbre 
mien,  for  traces  of  responsive  thought ; 
HI  weit  spared  the  pang  that  would  have 
hrilled 

inmost  heart,  when  Death  that  anxious 
stilled. 


(ved   ones   feQ  around   thee— manhood's 


ti,  with  its  glory,  in  its  fulness,  Age, 
be  gates  of  their  eternal  dime 
lown,  and  ckised  their  mortal  pilgrimage ; 
id  wore  ashes  for  its  perished  flowers, 
grave's  imperial  harvest.    Thou^  mean- 
while, 

mlk  unconscious  through  thy  royal  towers, 
one  that  wept  not  in  the  teinrful  isle ! 
ed  warrior,  on  his  battle-plain, 
s  deep  in  dreams  amidst  the  mourners  and 
be  slain. 

lo  can  tell  what  visions  might  be  thine? 

stream  of  thought,  though  broken,  still  was 

mre! 

r  that  wave  the  stars  of  heaven  might  shine, 

ve  earthly  iiaage  wotikliio  more  endure  t 


Though  many  a  step,  of  once  famifiar  sound. 
Came  as  a  stranger's  o'er  thy  closing  ear, 

And  voices  breathed  forgotten  tones  around. 
Which  that  paternal  heart  once  thrilled  to  hear, 

The  mind  hath  senses  of  its  own,  and  powers 

To  people  boundless  worlds,  in  its  most  wander- 
ing hours. 

Nor  might  the  phantoms  to  thy  spirit  known 

Be  dark  or  wild,  creations  of  remorse ; 
Unstained  by  thee^  the  blameless  past  had  thrown 

No  fearful  shadows  o'er  the  future's  coutm  ; 
For  thee  no  cloud,  from  memory's  dread  abyss. 

Might  shape  such  forms  as  haunt  the  tyrant'a 
•    eye; 
And  closing  up  each  avenue  of  bliss. 

Murmur  their  summons,  to  **  demir  and  die  1"  • 
No !  e'en  though  joy  depart,  thougn  reason  cease, 
Still  virtue's  ruined  home  is  redolent  of  peace. 

They  might  be  with  thee  stil|A-%he  loved,  the  tried, 

The  fair,  the  lost—they  might  be  with  thee  still ! 
More  softly  seen,  in  radiance  purified 

From  each  dim  vapour  of  terrestrial  ill  y. 
Long  after  earth  received  them,  and  the  note 

Of  the  last  requiem  o'er  their  dust  was  poured, 
As  passing  sunbeams  o'er  thy  soul  might  float 

Those  forms,  from  us  withdrawn — to  thee  ret 
stored ! 
Spirits  of  holiness,  in  light^revealed, 
To  commune  with  a  mind  whose  source  of  tears 
was  s6aled. 

Came  they  vrith  tidings  from  the  worlds  above. 

Those  viewless  regions,  where  the  weary  rest  1 
Severed  from  earth,  estranged  from  mortal  love. 

Was  thy  mysterious  converse  with  the  blest  1 
Or  shone  their  visionary  presence  bright 

With  human  beauty  l^-did  their  smiles  renew 
Those  days  of  sacred  and  serene  delight. 

When  fairest  beings  in  thy  pathway  grew  1 
Oh !  Heaven  hath  balm  fi>r  every  wound  it  makes. 
Healing  the  broken  heart  j  it  snutes— but. ne'er 
forsakes. 

These  may  be  phantames — and  this  alone. 

Of  all  we  picture  in  our  dreams,  is  sure ; 
That  rest,  made  perfect,  is  at  length  thine  own, 

Rest,  in  thy  God  immortally  secure  1 
Enough  for  tranquil  faith ;  released  from  all 

The  woes  that  graved  Heaven's  lessons  on  thy 
brow. 
No  cloud  to  dim,  no  fetter  to  inthral. 

Haply  thine  eye  is  on  thy  people  now ; 
Whose  love  around  thee  still  its  offerings  shed. 
Though  vainly  sweet  as  flowers,  grief's  tribute  to 
the  dead. 


But  if  th'  ascending,  disembodied  mind, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Morning,  to  the 
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May  cast  one  glance  of  tendemees  behind, 
On  scenes,  once  hallowed  by  its  mortal  ties, 

How  much  hast  thoa  to  gaze  on !  all  that  lay 
By  the  dark  mantle  of  thy  soul  concealed, 

The  might,  the  majesty,  the  proud  array 
Of  England's  march  o'er  many  a  noble  field, 

All  spread  beneath  thee,  in  I  blaze  of  light, 

Shine  like  some  glorious  land,  viewed  from  an  Al- 
pine height. 

Away  presumptuous  thought !— departed  saint ! 

To  thy  freed  vis^n  what  can  earth  display 
Of  pomp,  of  royalty,  that  is  not  faint. 

Seen  from  the  birth-place  of  celestial  dayl 
Oh !  pale  and  weak  the  sun's  reflected  rays,  * 

E'en  in  their  fervour  of  meridian  heat, 
T«^^  him,  who  in  ihe  sanctuary  may  gaze 

On  the  bright  cloud  that  fills  the  mercy-seat  I 
And  thoo  mayest  view,  frtim  thy  divine  abode, 
The  dust  of  empiref  flit,  before  the  breath  of 
God. 

And  yet  we  mourn  thee-!  yes  I  thy  place  is  void 
Within  our  hearts — there  veiled  thine  image 
dwelt, 
But  cherislied  still ;  and  o'er  that  tie  destroyed. 
Though  Faith  lejoioe,  fond  Nature  still  must 
•    melt. 
Beneath  the  long-k)ved  sceptre  of  thy  sway, 

Thousands  were  born,  who  now  in  dust  repose. 
And  many  a  head,  with  years  and  sorrows  gray, 
Wore  youth's  bright  tresses,  when  thy  star 
arose; 
And  many  a  glorious  mind,  since  that  fair  dawn. 
Hath  fiUed  our  sphere  with  light,  now  to  its  source 
withdrawn. 


Earthquakes  have  rockad  the  nalions:— thimiie* 
vered, 

TV  ancestral  ftbrics  of  the  world,  w«nt  down 
In  ruins,  from  whese  i|dnes  Ambition  leind 

His  lonely  pyramid  of  dread  renown. 
But  when  the  fires,  that  bng  had  slamben^  pot 

Deep  in  men's  bosoms,  with  volcani^forDe, 
Bursting  their  prison-house,  each  bulwark  not, 

And  swept  each  holy  barrier  from  their  eoune, 
Firm  and  unmoved,  amidst  that  lava-flood, 
Still,  by  thine  arm  upheld,  oor  ancient  laadmuls 
stood. 

Be  they  eternal  *— Be  thy  children  found 

Still,  to  their  country's  altars,  true  like  thae; 
And,  while  "  the  name  of  Briton"  is  a  soond 

Of  rallying  music  to  the  brave  and  free, 
With  the  high  feelings,  at  the  wroid  which  iwdl, 

•  To  make  thelxreast  a  shrine  for  Freedom's  flame, 
Be  mingled  thoughts  of  him,  who  loved  so  wti, 

Who  left  so  pure,  its  heritage  of  fiune! 
Let  earth  with  trophies  guard  the  oonqoerof'f  doil, 
Heaven  in  our  souls  embalms  the  memoiy  cf  the 

All  else  shall  pass  away — the  thranes  of  iDifi^ 

The  very  traces  of  their  iomb§  depart; 
But  number  not  with  perishable  things 

The  holy  records  Virtue  leaves  the  hetit; 
Heir-looms  from  race  to  race  I — and  oh !  in  itji, 

When,  by  the  yet  unborn,  thy  deeds  are  Uot, 
When  our  sons  learn,  "  as  household  wcriB,'ttiJ 
praise. 

Still  on  thine  oflbpring  may  thy  spirit  Ml ! 
And  many  a  name  of  that  imperial  line. 
Father  and  patriot  I  blend,  in  England's  foagi^ 
with  thine!  4 


ifClotrern  eivettt. 


A  POEM. 


O  Greece  I  thou  npient  nurae  of  finer  ana, 
Which  to  bright  Science  blooming  Fnaey  hen. 
Be  this  thy  praise,  and  thou,  and  thou  ak»ne^ 
In  these  tiast  led  the  way,  in  these  excelled, 
Crowoed  with  the  lauiel  of  assentisg  Time. 

Thanuon't  Liberty. 


I. 

Oh  !  who  hath  trod  thy  consecrated  clime. 
Fair  land  of  Phidias  I  theme  of  lofty  strains! 
And  traced  each  scene,  that,  'midst  the  wrecks 

of  lime. 
The  print  of  Glory's  parting  step  retains; 
Nor  for  awhile,  in  high-wrought  dreams,  forgot, 
Musing  Ml  jrears  gone  by  in  brightness  there, 
The  hopes,  the  feats,  the  sorrows  of  his  lot, 
The  huflshif  (ale  hath  man,  or  yet  may  weaf| 


As  when  firom  UKMintain-heights,  his  ardsotfj* 
Ofsea  and  heaven  hath  tracked  the  i»losinfiBil9^     1 

n. 

Is  there  whe  views  withhold,  unalteied  nien, 
His  frasen  heart  with  proud  indiflRsrence  frsn^K 
Each  sacred  h^xmi,  each  unfbigotten  some. 
Where  Freedom  triumphed,  or  when  WvAov 

taughtl 
Sods  that  too  de^y  feel,  ol^  tovj  net  I 

The  loUen  calm  your  fiite  hath  nnw  kBom: 
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be  doU  twffight  of  that  wintry  lot 

I'er  pieioed,  nor  Fane/t  tunbeam 

*■ 

high  thoa^ib,  tfiat,  hailing  Glory's 

e  generous  flames  of  every  age  and 

« 

III. 

ie  wanderer,  whose  enthusiast  mind 

of  ancient  days  hath  deep' imbued 

lore;  and  all  his  thoughts  refined 

I  school  of  silent  solitude; 

lis  ear,  'midst  groves  and  glens  retired, 

y  strains  of  each  illustrious  dime, 

th  lived,  while  empires  have  expired, 

r  ever  on  the  winds  of  Time;. 

I  soul  indelibly  portsayed 

f  forms,  to  fill  each  classic  shade. 

•      IV. 

oind,  to  meaner  thoughts  unknown, 
y  of  beauty  and  of  light? 
nay  dwell,  in  regions  all  his  own, 
dreams,  where  all  is  pure  and  bright 
e  scenes  of  old  renown  possess 
iharms,  all  veiled  from  other  eyes ; 
7  form  of  nature's  loveliness 
his  breast  a  thousand  sympathies; 
voice,  in  some  lone  mountain-dell, 
and  caves  aroond  calls  forth  each 
rell. 

V. 

alia's  brilliant  skies  illume 

I  lone  ha«|ntS|  the  warrior's  combat- 

ild-rose  yet  lives  to  breathe  and  bk)om, 
ric  P»rtum's  solitary  fanes.(l) 
Ur  Ghreece  I  on  thy  majestic  shore 
m  fervors  of  his  spirit  rise; 
i-pla6e  of  the  Muse  1  whose  voice,  of 

1  thy  gloves  immortal  harmonies; 
e  stUl  aroimd  the  w^-known  eoast, 
I  wild  fozewell  to  fame  and  ficeedom 


VI. 

lat  flow  in  brightness  as  they  lave 
,  th'  enthusiast,  raptln  thought,  may 

m  his  eye  o'er  that  deserted  wave, 
rroud  scene  of  battle's  dread  array, 
te  waters  I  ye,  of  9|^  that  bore 
the  conquering,  hynmed  4yy  dioral 

ye  DOW  arorni^  the  silent  shore, 
'  realm  of  rains 'and  of  chains  I 
90 


How  are  the  iMghty  vanished  in  their  pride! 
E'en  as  their  barks  have  left  no  traces  on  your  tide. 

VIL 

Hushed  are  the  Psans  whose  exulting  tone 
Swelled  o'er  that  dde(2}— the  sons  of  battle 

sleep — 
The  wind's  wild  sigh,  the  halcyon's  voice,  alone 
Blend  with  the  pl^ntive  murmur  of  the  deep. 
Yet  when  those  waves  have  caught  the  splendid 

hues 
Of  mom's  rich  firmamentyiseienely  bright, 
Or  setting  suns  the  lovely  shore  suffuse 
With  all  their  purple  mellowness  of  light. 
Oh  I  who  could  view  the  scene,  so  calmly  fiur, 
Nor  dream  that  peace,  and  joy,  and  liberty,  were 
thexel 

VIIL 

Where  soft  the  sunbeams  -play,  the  zephjn 

blow, 
'T  is  hard  to  deem  that  misery  can  be  nigh; 
Where  the  clear  heavens  in  blue  truispaienoe 

glow. 
Life  should  be  calm  and  cloudless  as  the  sky; 
— Yet  o'er  the  bw,  dark  dwellings  of  the  dead. 
Verdure  and  flowers  in  summer-bfoom  may 

smile. 
And  ivy-boughs  their  graceful  drapery  spread 
In  green  luxuriance  o'er  the  ruined  pile ; 
And  mantling  woodbine  veils  the  withered 

tree,— 
And  thus  it  is,  fair  land,  forsaken  Greece!  with 
thee. 

IX. 

For.  all  the  loveliness,  and  light,  and  bloom, 
That  yet  are  thine,  surviving  many  a  storm, 
Are  but  as  heaven's  warm  radiance  on  the 

tomb. 
The  rose's  blush  that  masks  the  canker-worm  !^ 
And  thou  art  desolate— thy  mom  hath  flassed 
So  dazzling  in  the  spltndor  of  its  way,. 
That  the  dark  shades  the  night  hath  o'er  thee 

cast 
Throw  tenfold  gloom  around  thy  deep  decay. 
Once  proud  in  freedom,  still  iif  ruin  fkir. 
Thy  fiite  hath  he&a  unmatched— in  gkxry  and 
despair. 


For  thee,  kiet  land!  the  hero's  blood  hath  flowed, 
The  high  in  soul  have  brightly  lived  and  died; 
For  thee  the  light  of  soaring  genius  glowed 
O'er  the  foir  arts  it  formed  and  glorified. 
Thine  were  the  minds,  whose  energies  subfime 
So  distanced  ages  in  their  lightniigkraoe^ 
The  task  they  left  the  sons  of  later  time 
^  Was  but  to  foUow  their  iUmmned  tnce. 
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—Now,  bowed  to  eaith,  thy  children,  to  be  free, 
Must  break  each  link  that  bindi  their  filial  hearts 
to  thee. 

XI.         T, 

Lo !  to  the  scenes  of  fiction's  wildest  tales, 
Her  own  bright  East,  thy  son,  Morea!  flies,(3) 
To  seek  repose  'midst  rich,  romantic  vales, 
Whose  incense  moonts  to  Asia's  ymd  skies. 
Thcte  shall  he  restt—Alas!  bin  hopes  in  vain 
Guide  to  the  sun-clad  regions  of  the  palm, 
Peace  dwells  not^w  on  oriental  plain, 
Though  earth  is  miitfulness,  and  air  is  balm; 
And  the  sad  wanderer  finds  but  lawless  foes, 
Where  patriarchs  reigned  of  old  in  pastoral  repoee. 

XII. 
Where  Syria's  mountains  rise,or  Yemen's  groves. 
Or  Tigris  rolls  lus  genii-haunted  wave, 
Life  to  his  eye,  as  wearily  it  roves, 
*Wears  but  two  forms — the  tyrant  and  the  slave ! 
There  the  fierce  Arab  leads  his  daring  horde. 
Where  sweeps  the  sand-storm  o'er  the  burning 

wfid. 
There  stem  Oppressbn  waves  the  wasting  sword, 
O'er  plains  that  smile,  as  ancient  Eden  smiled ; 
And  the  vale's  bosom,  and  the  desert's  gloom, 
Yield  to  the  injured  there  no  shelter  save  the  tomb. 

XIII. 

But  thou,  fidr  woridi  whose  fresh,  unsullied 

charms 
Welcomed  Columbus  firom  the  western  wave, 
Wilt  thou  receive  the  wanderer  to  thine  arms,(4) 
The  lost  descendant  of  the  immortal  brave  1 
Amidst  the  wild  magnificence  of  shades 
That  o'er  thy  floods  their  twilight-grandeur  cast, 
In  the  green  depths  of  thine  untrodden  glades. 
Shall  he  not  rear  his  bower  of  peace  at  last  1 
Yes !  thou  hast  many  a  lone,  majestic  scene, 
Shrined  in  primeval  woods,  where  despot  ne'er  hath 
been. 

xiy. 

There,  by  some  lake,  whose  blue,  expansive  breast 
Bright  from  afar,  an  inland-ocean,  gleams, 
Qirt  with  vast  solitudes,  profusely  dressed 
In  tints  like  those  that  float  o'er  poet's  dreams ; 

*    Or  where  some  flood  firom  pine^dad  mountain 
pours 
Its  might  of  waters,  glittering  in  their  foam, 
'Midst  the  rich  verdure  of  its  wooded  shores. 
The  exiled  Qf^f>^  1^^  fix^  ^  sylvan  home : 
So  deeply  lone,  that  round  the  wild  retreat 

Scarce  have  the  paths  been  trod  by  Indian  hunts- 
man's feet. 

XV. 

* 

The  forests  are  around  him  in  their  pride. 
The  green  savannas,  and  the  mighty ^aves; 


And  isles  of  flowers,brig^t>floating  o'er  the  tak/S) 
That  images  the  fairy  world  it  laves. 
And  stillness,  and  luxuriance— o'er  his  head 
The  ancient  cedars  wave  their  peopled  bowen^ 
On  high  the  palma  their  graceful  fohage  spfSKJ^ 
Cinctured  with  roses  the  magnolia,  towen, 
And  from  those  green  arcades  athousauid  tonei 
Wake  with  each  breeze,  whose  voice  thzoc^h  Ntr 
ture's  temple  moans. 

XVI. 

And  there,  no  traces  left  by  brighter  dtj% 
For  glory  lost  may  wake  a  sigh  of  giief^ 
Some  grassy  mound  perchance  may  meethiigav, 
The  lone  memorial  of  an  Indian  chief 
There  man  not  yet  hath  marked  the  boandhi 

plain 
With  marble  records  of  hia  fiune  and  pow; 
The  forest  is  his  everlasting  fime. 
The  palm  his  monument,  the  rock  his  towa* 
Th' eternal  torrent,  and  the  giant  tree, 
Remind  him  but  that  they,  like  him,  aie  wildly  fiM> 

XVIL 
But  doth  the  exile's  heart  serenely  theie 
In  sunshine  dwell  1 — Ah !  when  was  exile  biot? 
When  did  bright  scenes,  clear  heavens,  or  mi' 

mer-air, 
Chase  from  his  soul  the  fever  of  unrest  1 
— There  is  a  heart-sick  weariness  of  mood, 
That  like  slow  poison  wastes  the  vital  gloir, 
And  shrines  itself  in  mental  solitude, 
An  uncomplaining  and  a  nameless  wo, 
That  coldly  smiles 'midst  pleasure's  brightsitiiy, 
As  the  chill  glacier's  peak  reflects  the  flush  of  day* 

xvyL 

Such  grief  Lb  theirs,  who,  fixed  on  fisreign  Aon, 
Sigh  for  the  spirit  of  their  native  gales, 
As  pines  the  seaman,  'midst  the  ocean's  roar, 
For  the  green  eairth,  with  all  its  woods  and  nka 
Thus  feels  thy  child,  whose  memory  dweOiinlb 

thee. 
Loved  Greece!  all  sunk  and  blighted  asthoatft^ 
Though  thought  and  step  in  western  wiklsbefic^i 
Yet  thine  are  stfll  the  day-dreams  of  his  hnit; 
The  deserts  spread  between,  the  billows  fbtSi 
Thou,  distant  and  in  chains,  art  yet  hisspirit'shoBB> 

XIX. 

In  vain  lor  him  the  gay  liannes  entwine, 
Or  the  green  fire-fly  sparkles  through  tfas  bnkei) 
Or  suBmMT-vrinds  waft  odoon  firom  ths  pina^ 
As  eve's  last  blush  is  dyii^[  on  the  lakes. 
Through  thy  fair  vales  his  &Dcy  roves  ths  wfaib, 
Or  breathes  the  freshness  of  Citheron's  ha^ 
Or  dreams  how  sofUy  Athens'  towers  wooUMBSe, 
Or  Sunium's  ruins,  in  the  fading  light ; 
On  Corinth's  diflf  what  sonsit  hues  may  ibspi 
Or,  at  that  placid  hdur,  how  calm  th'  E^eandoip^ 
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91168,  what  sunbeams,  an  Co  him  like 

of  thine  no  tyrant  could  destroy !) 
le  stranger's  roving  eye  they  shine, 
▼isbn  of  remembered  joy. 
rho  comeS)  the  pilgrim  of  a  day, 
I  wanderer  o'er  each  Attic  hill, 
bis  fijotsteps  turn  from  thy  decay, 
ing  climes,  where  all  ii  splendour  still ; 
V  with  fond  regret  thy  lessening  shore, 
i  watch  a  star  that  sets  to  rise  no  more. 

XXI. 

sad  beauty !  thou  art  as  a  shrine 
icy  visits  with  Devotion's  zeal, 
high  thoughts  and  impulses  divine, 
le  glow  of  soul  enthusiasts  feel 
le  tomb  of  heroes— for  the  brave 
1st,  so  many  an  age,  hath  been  thy  soil, 
in  honour's  phalant,  died  to  save 
redeemed  and  hallowed  by  their  toil ; 
» is  language  in  thy  lightest  ^ale, 
e  plains  they  won  seems  murmuring 
r  tale. 

XXII. 

rhose  heart  is  weary  of  the  strife 
!r  spirits,  and  whose  mental  gaze 
on  the  dull,  cold  littleness  of  life, 
dwell  amidst  sublimer  days, 
I  to  thee,  whose  every  valley  teems 
id  remembrances  that  can  not  die. 
I  are  peopled  with  inspiring  dreams, 
b,  the  vdce  of  oracles  gone  by; 
t  thy  laurel  shades  the  wanderer  hears 
r  mighty  names,  the  hymns  of  vanish- 
I. 

XXIII. 

that  deep  solitude  be  his  to  stray, 
and  Oread  loved  in  ages  past, 
»ar  Peneus  winds  his  rapid  way 
the  cleft  heights,  in  antique  grandeur 

Tempo !  thou  art  yet  the  same — 
rhen  sung  by  bards  of  elder  time  :(6) 
t  have  changed  thy  river's  classic 

(7) 

thee  still  in  savage  pomp  sublime ; 

thine  Alpine  defts,  and  marble  caves, 

te  still  break  forth  the  fountain-waves. 

XXIV. 

ij  mountain  battlements  and  towers, 
)  rich  arbute's  coral  berries  glow,(8) 
th*  exuberance  of  thy  forest  bowers, 
0p  shadows  o'er  the  curfent's  Bow, 


Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  pause,  in  lone  recess, 
As  rock  and  stream  some  glancing  light  have 

caught. 
And  gaze,  till  Nature's  mighty  forms  improsa 
His  soul  with|pep  sublimity  of  thought; 
And  linger  oft,  recalling  many  a  tale, 
That  breeze,  and  wave,  and  wood,  seem  whisper- 
ing through  thy  dale. 

XXV. 

4 

He,  thought^htranced,  may  winder  where  of 

old  ^ 

From  Delphi's  chasm  the  mystic  vapor  rose. 
And  trembling  nations  heard  their  doom  foretold, 
By  the  dread  spirit  throned  'midst  rocki  and 

snows. 
Though  its  rich  fanes  be  blended  with  the  dust. 
And  silence  now  the  hallowed  haunt  possess. 
Still  is  the  scene  of  ancient  rites  august, 
Magnificent  in  mountain  loneliness ; 
Still  Inspiration  hovers  o'er  the  ground, 
Where  Greece  her  councils  held,(9)  her  Pythian 
victors  crowned. 

XXVI. 

Or  let  his  steps  the  rude,  gray  diiis  explore 
Of  that  wild  pass,  once  dyed  with  Spartan  blood, 
When  by  the  waves  that  break  on  CEta's  shpre, 
The  few,  the  fearless,  the  devoted,  stood ! 
Or  rove  where,  shadowing  Mantinea's  plain, 
Bloom  the  wild  laurels  o'er  the  warlike  dead,(10) 
Or  lone  Platea's  ruins  yet  lemain. 
To  mark  the  battle-field  of  ages  fled 
Still  o'er  such  scenes  presides  a  sacred  power, 
Though  Fiction's  gods  have  fled  from  fountain, 
grot,  and  bower. 

XXVII. 

Oh!  still  unblamed  may  fancy  fondly  deem 
That,  lingering  yet,  benignant  genii  dwell. 
Where  mortal  worth  has  hallowed  grove  or 

stream. 
To  sway  the  heart  with  some  ennobling  spell. 
For  mightiest  minds  have  felt  their  blest  control. 
In  the  wood's  murmur,  in  the  zephyr's  sigh, 
And  these  are  dreams  that  lend  a  voice  and  soul, 
And  a  high  power,  to  Nature's  majesty  I  ^ 

And  who  can  rove  o'er  Ghedan  shores,  nor  feel, 
Soft  o'er  his  inmost  heart,  their  secret  magic  steal? 

xxvin. 

Yet  many  a  sad  reality  is  ther^;  ■ 

That  fancy's  bright  illusions  can  not  veil 

Pure  laughs  the  light,  and  balmy  breathes  the 

air. 
But  Slavery's  mein  will  tell  its  bitter  taks ; 
And  there  not  Peace,  but  Desolation,  throws 
Delusive  quiet  o'er  foil  many  a  soene, 
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XXEC 

Hut  thmi  beheld  •ome  ■ovecagii  ipnt,  bailed 
Bj  Fste'i  rude  temped  rrom  it*  radiant  iphece, 
Doomed  to  i*^n  the  htanagt  of  >  woifd, 
For  Pity'a  JecpctTiiigh,  uid  wddcst  teul 
OhI  hut  thou  watched  the  anHJ  wreck  of 

mind, 
That  neanth  still  n  giorj  in  deeajl 
Seen  all  tbsl  dontca  and  dcUght*  mankind— 
Thought,  aaeiKe,  geaioa,  to  the  storm  a  pwj, 
And  o'er  the  Masted  tree,  the  wilheied  ground, 
Dnpsir'i  wild   nighldiads  epread,  anil   daAlj 
flouriih  round? 


XXX. 


and  awoatroek 


So  majeat  thoD  ga 

thought, 
On  tbe  deep  fall  of  that  yet  lorelf  clime : 
Such  there  the  ruin  Time   and    Fate   have 

wrought, 
So  changed  the  bright,  tbe  qdendid,  the  nib- 

Tbere  the  prood  roonuments  oTTalor'B  nai 
Tbe  mighty  woi^  Ambition  pied  on  high, 
The  rich  Temunab;  Art  bequeatbeil  lo  Pame — 
Gnca,  beautjr,  gruHkar,  strength,  and  tjm- 

Blend  in  decay;  while  all  thai  jet  ii  Tur 
SeemaoQlyEpaiedlo  tell  how  much  hath  pi 

XXXI. 


Tbe  DKNikleiing  tono,  the  roifoUen  buat, 

The  warrior's  urn,  the  altar's  moasy  atooe ; 

Amidst  the  londiiKaa  of  ihatlered  fanes, 
r    Still  matchless  monuments  of  other  years, 

O'er  cyprcM  gnwes,  oi  solUaiy  plains, 
-  Its  eastern  form  the  minaret  proudly  rears ; 

As  on  some  captive  city'i  ruined  wall 
The  victor's  banner  waves,  exulting  o'er  its  faU. 

XXXII. 
EtiS,  when  that  column  <d  tbe  moaqw  Mpins, 
Landmaik  of  ilavery,  towering  o'er  the  waste, 
There  aeieoce  draopa,  tbe  Uuses  huA  tbeir 

And  o'er  the  bloooM  otlucj  and  of  UsU 


Spreads  tbe  dull  faGgb»-as  in  that  orient  yt. 
Where  the  dark  upas  tainta  the  gale  tmui^U) 
Within  ita  precinct*  nc*  a  flower  nu>y  Boile, 
Nor  den  ma  sonshine  feitiliie  tbe  gioundi 
Noi  wild  bird*'  music  Boat  on  upbyr'*  bnstl, 
But  sU  is  sileiKw>  found,  and  fylH^KH  and  datfk 

ZXXIII. 

Fat  other  infioenee  ponred  tbe  Ossoml^Ifb, 
O'er  eottqaeied  realon^  in  ages  pad  awijj 
Full  and  alone  it  beamed,  bteosely  brifbt, 
While  distant  dimes  b  midni^t  darksM  Uj. 
Then  rose  th'  Albambra,  with  ita  tmOt  mi 

Fair  marble  halls,  alcoves,  and  mranp  ba 
Ita  sculptured  lions,(19)  richly  w 
AGiial  pillars,  and  enchanted  towers; 
Light,  splendid,  wild  as  some  Arataan  tile 
Would  picture  faiiy  dnnes  that  jbet  ba&n  Ibi 
ph. 

•  XXXIV. 
Then  4>s>ered  genius  lent  each  CaHph^  tbat 
Lnstie  barbaric  pomp  cootd  ne'er  attain ; 
And  stars  nnnnmberad  o'er  tbe  orient  dmNv 
Bright   w  that   Fldad,  abrined  in  Hao'i 

iane.(I3) 
Prom  Bagdat's  palaces  the  cboral  atrsina 
Roae  and  reicbaed  to  tbe  deaerf  s  bound, 
And  Science,  wooed  on  Egypt' 
Reared  her  majestic  head  with  glory  cti 
And  the  wild  Musea  bmUhed  lomantit 
Frcm  Sytia'i  palmT  graves  to  Andalnaa'i 

XXXV. 
Those  yean  have  pasaad  i 

As  links  the  day^tar  in  the  tropic  n 
His  parting  beams  no  soft  redeelian 
Tbey  bum — are 


Artd  Fame  and  Science  have  not  left  a  UW 
In  tbe  vast  legions  of  tbe  Miislmi^  piw,— 
Regions,  to  intelleel  a  deauit  aptwc^ 
A  wild  without  a  fountain  or  a  ftcrwai^ 
Where  (owen  opprewian  'midat  tbe  iiBi[*1 

As  dark  and  lone  ascends  the  ejpnm  "uUt  ^ 

XXXTL 

AbMfcrthee,  fidrOraeccI  when  Ask  psarf 
Her  Aerce  Amatics  to  Byxantiom's  wil^ 
When  Europe  sbeatbed,  in  apathy,  bv  HM^ 
And  beard  unmoved  tbs  fated  ci^a  eaD, 
No  bold  crwadsTs  n 


.1.^ 
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o  die  hi  fteedom,  thoagfa  in  vain, 
•  proud  exchange  the  grave,  and  not 


tin. 


XXX  VII. 


Byantiani — ^'t  ia  the  dead  of  night — 
I  night  of  that  imperial  race  !(15) 
igil — bat  the  eye  of  light 
onlbld,  a  wilder  aoene  to  trace: 
murmuring  atillnev  on  the  train, 
the  midnight  atreets,  at  mom  to  die; 
cioaa,  in  fidr  Sophia'a  fime, 
i  time  is  raised  Devotion's  eje ; 
s  heart  while  fidth's  bright  viaons 

he  high^onled  piinoe,  the  sommoned 


XXXVIII. 

in  light  and  glory— 't  is  the  hour 
and  of  late — the  war-note  caDs— 
ii  lent  a  stem,  delirious  power 
fe  tew  that  guard  the  rampart  walls, 
[annora's  waves  th'  artillery's  peal 
\n  empire's  doom  in  every  note ; 
ad  tmmpet  swell  the  clash  of  steel, 
e  and  dome  the  cloads  of  battle  float; 
•  and  wave  rush  on  the  crescentfs  host, 
m  Tow«is(16)  are  scaled,  and  all  is 

XXXIX. 

ne!  the  tempest  rose,  that  bout  on 

B  bard,  the  warrior,  and  the  sage  I 
» wevB  then  thy  sons,  the  great,  the 

ds  afeguiding^rtarsfTomagetoagel 
mthy  battlements  of  crags  and  snows, 
;  die  memory  of  thy  days  of  pride, 
in  might  though  Cofinth's  fortress 

lied,  rolled  th'  invading  tidel 
be  rock,  the  rampart,  and  the  tower, 
rnard  them  not  with  Mind's  nneon- 
power. 

XL. 

» th'  avengers  then,  whose  viewless 

nviolale  their  awful  fimeXlT) 
Bugh  the  steep  defiles  to  Delphi's 

iplendor  poured  the  Penbrn's  trainl 
hose  migfaty  uid  flqriterious  Pewen, 
h  the  efementa,  to  vmigeanee  wake. 
Bad  stenne  to  darhn  round  their  tow- 

tbe  focke,  aad  bidthethanden  bVHdq 


Till  far  around,  with  deep  and  fearful  cUng, 
Sounds  of  unearthly  war  through  wild  Parnassus 
rang. 

XLI. 

Where  was  the  spirit  of  the  victor-throng, 
Whose  tombs  are  glorious  by  Scamander's  tide, 
Whose  names  are  bright  in  everiasting  song, 
The  lords  of  war,  the  praised,  the  deified? 
Where  he,  the  hero  of  a  thousand  lays, 
Who  from  the  dead  at  Marathon  aroee(18) 
An  armed ;  and  beaming  on  th'  Athenian's  gaze, 
A  batUe-meteor,  guided  to  their  foes? 
Or  they  whose  forms,  to  Alaric's  awe-struck 
eye,(19)  ^ 

Hovering  o'er  Athens,  blazed,  in  airy  panoply  1 

XUI.* 

Ye  slept,  oh  heroes!  chief  ones  of  the  earth  !(dO) 
High  demi-gods  of  ancient  days  I  ye  alept. 
Their  lived  no  spark  of  your  ascendant  wocth, 
When  o'er  your  land  the  victor  Moslem  swept; 
No  patriot  then  the  sons  of  freedom  led. 
In  mountain-pass  devotedly  to  die ; 
The  martyr-spirit  of  resolve  was  fled, 
And  the  high  soul's  unconquered  buoyancy ; 
And  by  your  graves,  and  on  your  battle-plains, 
Warriors  I  your  children  knelt,  to  wear  the  stran- 
ger's chains. 

XLIII. 

Now  have  your  trophies  vanished,  and  yeur 

homes 
Are  moukkred  from  the  earth,  while  scaroe  re- 

niain 
E'en  the  faint  traces  of  the  ancient  tombs 
That  mark  where  sleep  the  sUyen  or  the  slain. 
Your  deeds  are  with  the  deeds  of  glory  flown. 
The  lyres  are  hushed  that  swelled  your  f^me 

aftr. 
The  halls  that  echoed  to  their  sounds  are  gone. 
Perished    the  conquering   weapons  of    your 

war;(3I) 
And  if  a  massy  stone  your  names  retain, 
'T  is  but  to  tell  your  sons,  for  them  ye  died  in  vain. 

XUV. 

Yet,  where  some  k>ne  sepukhral  reUc  stands, 
That  with  those  namee  tradilkm  haDows  yet, 
Ofl  shall  the  wandering  son  of  other  lands 
Linger  in  solemn  thought  and  hushed  regret 
And  still  have  legends  marked  the  k>nely  spot 
Where  k>w  the  dust  of  Agamemnon  lies; 
And  shades  of  Ungs  and  leaden  unfoigot, 
Hovering  around,  to  fimcy's  visbn  rise. 
Souls  of  the  heroes!  seek  your  leit  again, 
Nor  mark  how  changed  the  nalmi  that  saw  your 
gloiy's  nign. 
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XLV. 

^    Lo,  where  th'  Allwinian  spreads  his  despot  sway 
O'er  Thessaly's  rich  vales  and  gbwing  plains, 
Whose  sons  in  sullen  abjectness  obey, 
Nor  lift  the  hand  indignant  at  its  chains: 
Oh4  doth  the  land  that  gave  Achilles  birth, 
And  many  a  chief  of  old,  illustrious  line, 
Yield  not  one  spirit  of  unconquered  worth, 
To  kindle  those  that  now  in  bondage  pine  1 
No  I  on  its  mountain-air  is  slavery's  breath. 

And  terror  chills  the  hearts  whose  uttered  plaints 
were  death. 

XLVI. 

Yet  if  thy  light,  £air  Freedom,  rested  there, 
How  rich  in  charms  were  that  romantic  clime, 
With  streams,  an<i^woods,  and  pastoral  valleys 

fair, 
And  walled  with  mountains,  haughtily  sublime. 
Heights,  that  might  well  be  deemed  the  Muses' 

♦   reign, 
Since,  claiming  proud  alliance  with  the  skies. 
They  kwe  in  loftier  spheres  their  wild  domain ; 
Meet  home  for  those  retired  divinities 
That  k)ve,  where  nought  of  earth  may  e'er  in- 
trude. 
Brightly  to  dwell  on  high,  in  lonely  sanctitude. 

XLVII. 

There  in  mde  grandeur,  daringly  ascends 

Stem  Pindus,  rearing  many  a  pine-dad  height; 

He  with  the  clouds  his  bleak  dominbn  blends. 

Frowning  o'er  vales,  in  woodland  verdure  bright. 

Wild  and  august  in  consecrated  pride, 

There  through  the  deep-blue  heaven  Olyinpns 

towers, 
Girdled  vrith  misU,  light-floating  as  to  hide  • 

The  rock-buUt  palace  of  immortal  powers ; 

Where  far  on  high  the  sunbeam  finds  repose. 

Amidst  th'  eternal  pomp  of  forests  and  of  snows. 

XLVIII. 

Those  savage  cliffii  and  solitades  might  seem 
The  chosen  haunts  where  Freedom's  foot  would 

roam;  ^ 

She  loves  to  dwell  by  glen  and  torrent-streafflT 
And  make  the  rocky  fastnesses  her  home. 
And  in  the  rushing  of  the  mountain-flood, 
In  the  wild  eagle's  solitary  cry. 
In  sweeping  winds  that  peal  through  cave  and 

wood. 
There  is  a  voice  of  stem  sublimity, 
That  swells  her  spirit  to  a  loftier  mood 
Of  solemn  joy  severe,  of  power,  of  fortitude. 

XLIX. 

But  from  those  hills  the  radiance  of  her  smile 
Hath  vanished  long,  her  step  hath  fled  afitf ; 


0*er  SuU's  firowning  rocks  she  paused  awhife.(2S) 
Kindling  the  watch-fires  of  the  moontain-war; 
And  brightly  glowed  her  ardent  spirit  there, 
Still  brightest  'midst  privation;  o'er  diatiea 
It  cast  romantic  splendour,  and  despair 
But  fanned  that  beacon  of  the  wilderness; 
And  rude  ravine,  and  precipice,  and  dell 
Sent  their  deep  echoes  forth,  her  nllying  fact  to 
•welL 

»  ^- 

Bark  children  of  the  hills !  t  was  then  ye  wnogbt 
Deeds  of  fierce  daring,  rudely,  sternly  gnnd; 
As  'midst  your  craggy  citadels  ye  fought, 
And  woman  mingled  with  your  wanior-bsiid. 
Then  on  the  cliff  the  frantic  mother  stood(S) 
High  o'er  the  river's  darkly-roUing-waw, 
And  buried,  in  dread  delirium,  to  the  flood. 
Her  ftee-born  infant,  ne'er  to  be  a  slaw. 
For  all  was  lost— all,  save  the  power  to  dio 
The  wikl,  indignant  death  of  savage  libeity. 

LI. 

Now  is  that  strife  a  tale  of  vanished  dayi, 
With  mightier  things  forgotten  sooo  to  lie; 
Yet  oft  hath  minstrel  sung,  in  fofty  layi, 
Deeds  less  adventurous,  energies  less  high. 
And  the  dread  struggle's  foarful  memory^ 
O'er  each  wild  rock  a  wikier  aspect  Ihnmi; 
Sheds  darker  shadows  o'er  t^  firowning  hOl, 
More  solemn  quiet  o'er  the  glen's  nepose; 
Lends  to  the  rustling  pines  a  deeper  moan, 
And  the  hoarse  river's  voice  a  muimnr  not  itecWB* 

LII. 

For  stillness  now— the  stiUness  of  the  dead. 
Hath  wrapt  that  conflkt's  lone  and  awfiil  •»» 
And  man's  forsaken  homes,  in  rain  spretd, 
Tdl  where  the  storming  of  the  cliflEi  hath  be*. 
And  there,  o'er  wastes  magnificently  rude, 
What  race  may  rove,  unconscious  of  the  chiin  > 
Those  realms  have  now  no  desert  unsubdoedi 
Where  Freedom's  banner  may  be  reared  f^ 
Sunk  are  the  andent  dwellings  of  her  &iDe> 
The  children  of  her  sons  inherit  but  their  lutf- 

LIII. 
Go,    seek   pioud   Sparta's    momimeiili  i»^ 

fanes! 
In  scattered  fragments  o'er  the  Tale  they  Ue> 
Of  all  they  were  not  e'en  enough  reoiains 
To  lend  their  fall  a  mourafti]  majesty.(d4) 
Birth-pUu»  d"  those  whose  names  we  fir*  ^^ 

vered 
In  song  and  stofy— temple  of  the  free! 
Oh  thou,  the  stem,  the  haughty,  and  the  fcsfW, 
Are  such  thy  relics,  and  can  this  be  theel 

Thou  shouldst  have  left  a  giantrwreck  W"*^ 
And  e'en  in  rain  claimed  the  wonder  of  mankiad. 
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LIV. 

te  were  spirits  cast  in  other  mould 
I  beside — and  proved  by  ruder  test; 
ood  alone — the  proud,  the  firm,  the  bold, 
le  same  seal  indeUbly  imprest, 
vere  no  bright  varieties  of  mind, 
tge  stamped  the  rough,  colossal  race, 
id  grandeur  fiowning  o*er  mankind, 
nd  disdainful  of  each  milder  grace, 
e  sky  some  mighty  rock  may  tower, 
mt  can  brave  the  storm,  but  will  ttot 
^flower. 

LV. 

sre  thy  sons — their  life  a  battl^^ay! 
outh  one  lesson  how  for  thee  to  die ! 
I  that  task,  and  they  have  passed  away 
ler  beings  trained  to  aims  less  high. 
ht  on  earth  their  &me  who  proudly  fell, 
»  their  shields,  the  champions  of  thy 

funeral  column  bade  the  stranger  tell 
sd  the  brave,  obedient  to  thy  laws!(25) 
BKither  of  heroic  worth, 
1st  thoQ  Ihre  to  bring  a  meaner  o&pring 

LVI. 

boa  bat  perished  with  th«  free,  nor 

*wii       * 

J  nee,  when  Gkfy's  noon  went  by, 

id  thy  name  in  single  brightnea  shone 

i-woid  on  tba  helm  of  liberty ! 

umklst  have  passed  with  all  thy  light  of 

todly  sunk  in  ruins,  not  in  chains, 
rly  set  thy  star  'midst  clouds  of  shame, 
ants  rose  amidst  thy  fSUling  fanes  j 
«,  surrounded  by  thy  warriors'  graves, 
led  ths  bitter  cap  once  mingled  for  thy 

■ 

LVIL 

if  o'er— for  thee  alike  are  flown 

I's  bright  noon,  and  slavery's  twilight 

Id; 

thy  foil,  as  in  thy  pride,  akme^ 

litude  is  round  thee,  as  a  shroud. 

f  Leonidas!  thy  haUs  are  low, 

eir  cold  altars  have  thy  Lares  fled, 

e  unmarked  the  sun-beams  fede  or  gfow, 

d  flovrers  wave,  unbent  by  human  tread, 

dst  thy  silence,  as  the  grave's  profound, 

I  step  would  seem  as  some  unearthly 

LVIII. 

»  stiU  lifts  his  awful  brow, 

ff  tbt  mouldering  city  of  the  detd, 


Sternly  sublime;  while  o'er  his  robe  of  snow 
Heaven's  floating  tints  their  warm  sufiusions 
spread.  ^ 

And  yet  his  rippling  wave  Eurotas  leads 
By  tombs  and  ruins  o'er  the  silent  plain, 
While  whispering  there,  his  own  wild  graceful 

reeds 
Rise  as  of  old,  when  hailed  by  classic  strain; 
There  the  rose-laurels  still  in  beauty  wave,(26) 
And  a  firail  shrub  survives  to  bkx>m  o'er  Sparta's 
grave. 

LIX. 

Oh!  thus  it  is  with  man — a  tree,  a  flower. 
While  nations  perish,  still  renews  its  race, 
And  o'er  the  fallen  records  of  his  power 
Spreads  in  vrild  pomp,  or  smiles  in  fiury  grace. 
The  laurel  shoots  when  tiose  have  passed  away 
Once  rivals  for  its  crown,  the  brave,  tite  free ; 
The  rose  is  flourishing  o'er  beauty's  clay, ' 
The  myrtle  blows  when  love  hath  ceased  to  be 
Green  waves  the  bay  when  song  and  hM  are 
fled. 
And  all  that  round  us  blooms.  Is  blooming  o'er  the 
dead. 

LX. 

And  still  the  olive  spreads  its  foliage  round 
Morea's  fallen  sanctuaries  and  towen. 
Once  its  green  boughs  Minerva's  votariep  crown- 
ed, 
Deemed  a  meet  oflering  for  celestial  powers. 
The  suppliant's  hand  its  holy  branches  bore  ;(37) 
They  waved  around  th'  Oljrmpic  victor's  head ; 
And,  sanctified  by  many  a  rite  of  yore. 
Its  leaves  the  Spartan's  honored  bier  o'erspread: 
Those  rites  have  vanished — but  o'er  vale  and  hill 
Its  fruitful  groves  arise,  revered  and  hallowed 
still.C28) 

LXI. 

Where  now  thy  thrineS)  Eleusisl  where  thy 

fime 
Of  fearful  visions,  mysteries  wild  and  highl 
The  pomp  of  rites,  the  sacrificial  train, 
The  long  procession's  awful  pageantry? 
Ctuenched  is  the  toreh  of  Ceres(29)— all  around 
Decay  hath  spread  the  stillness  of  her  reign. 
There  never  more  shall  choral  hymns  resound, 
O'er  the  hushed  earth  and  solitary  main ; 
Whose  wave  from  SaUmis  deserted  flows, 
To  bathe  a  silent  shore  of  desolate  repose. 

LXII. 

And  oh !  ye  secret  and  terrific  {wwers. 
Dark  oracles!  in  depth  of  groves  that  dwelt. 
How  are  they  sunk,  the  altars  of  your  bowers, 
Where  Superstition  tranbted  as  she  kneh! 
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Ye,  the  unknown,  the  viewlets  onei !  that  m&de 
The  element*  your  ¥0106,  the  wind  and  wave; 
Spirits !  whose  influence  darkened  many  a  shade, 
Mysterious  visitants  of  fount  and  cave  1 
How  long  your  power  the  awe-struck  nations 
swayed, 
How  kmg  earth  dreamt  of  you,  and  ahudderingly 
obeyed! 

Lxni. 

And  say,  what  marvel,  in  those  early  days^ 
While  yet  the  light  of  heaven-bom  truth  was 

not, 
If  man  around  him  cast  a  fearful  ga», 
Peopling  with  shadowy  powers  each  dell  and 

grot? 
Awfiil  b  Nature  in  her  savage  forms, 
Her  solemn  voice  commanding  in  its  might. 
And  ugrstery  then  was  in  the  rush  of  storm*, 
The  gloom  of  woods,  the  majesty  of  night; 
And  mortals  heard  fate's  language  in  the  blast, 
And  reared  your  forest-shrines,  ye  phantoms  of 
thepastl 

LXIV. 

Then  through  the  foliage  not  a  breeze  might 

sigh 
But  with  prophetic  sound — a  waving  tree, 
A  meteor  flashing  o'er  the  summer  sky, 
A  bird's  wild  flight,  revealed  the  thiiigs  to  be. 
All  spoke  of  unseen  natures  and  conveyed 
Their  inspiration ;  still  they  hovered  round, 
HaUowed  the  temple,  whispered  through  the 

shade. 
Pervaded  loneliness,  gave  soul  to  sound ; 
Of  them  the  fount,  the  forest,  murmured  still, 
Their  vtice  was  in  the  stieam,  their  footstep  on 
thehiU. 

LXV. 

Now  is  the  train  of  Superstition  flown, 
Unearthly  Beings  walk  on  eaith  no  more; 
The  deep  wind  swells  with  no  portentous  tone. 
The  mstling  wood  breathes  no  fatidic  lore. 
Fled  are  the  phantoms  of  Livadia's  cave. 
There  dwell  no  shadows,  but  of  crag  and  steep; 
Fount  of  Oblivion!  in  thy  gushing  wave,(30) 
That  muzmun  ni{^  those  powers  of  terror 

sleep. 
Ohl  that  such  dreams  alone  had  fled  that  clime. 
But  Oieece  If  changed  in  all  that  eoukl  be  chaaged 

by  time!     , 

LXVl. 

Her  skies  are  those  whence  many  a  mighty  bard 
Caught  inspiration,  glorious  as  their  beams: 
Her  hills  the  same  that  heroes  died  to  guard, 
Her  vales,  that  foilered  art's  divines!  dreams ! 


-  But  that  bright  spirit  o'er  the  land  that  shons^ 
And  all  around  pervading  influence  poured, 
That  lent  the  harp  of  ^schylus  its  tone. 
And  proudly  hallowed  Lacedemon's  swoid, 
And  guided  Phidias  o'er  the  yielding  stone^ 

With  them  its  ardoms  lived — ^with  them  its  light  ii 
flown. 

LXVII. 

Thebes,  Corinth,  Argos! — je^  renowosd  of  old. 
Where  are  your  chiefii  of  high  romantic  oime? 
How  soon  the  tale  of  ages  may  be  told ! 
A  page,  a  verse,  records  the  fkll  of  fiuns. 
The  work  of  centuries — we  gaze  on  you, 
Oh  cities !  once  the  glorious  and  the  fim^ 
The  lofty  tales  that  charmed  our  youth  icasw, 
And  wondering  ask,  if  these  their  soenes  cooU 

be? 
Search  for  the  classic  fane,  the  reigal  tomli, 
And  find  the  mosque  alone — a  veoord  of  Ihcir 
doom! 

LXVin. 

How  oil  hath  war  his  host  of  spoilers  poond. 
Fair  Elisl  o'er  thy  consecrated  vales  1(31) 
There  have  the  sunbeams  glanced  on  qiesriDd 

sword, 
And  banners  floated  on  the  balmy  gales. 
Onoe  didi*  thoo  smile,  secure  in  sanctitods 
As  some  enchaiited  isle  'mid  stormy  seas; 
On  thee  no  hostile  Ibotstep  might  intrude, 
And  pastoral  sounds  alone  were  on  thy  birtm. 
Forsaken  home  of  peace !  that  spell  is  broke, 
Thou  too  hast  heard  the  storm  and  bowed  benesth 
.  the  yoke. 

LXIX. 

And  through  Arcadia's  wild  and  lone  retmti 
Far  other  sounds  have  echoed  than  the  stnin 
Of  faun  and  dryad,  from  their  woodland  seati^ 
Or  ancient  reed  of  peaceful  mountain-swun! 
There,  though  at  times  Alpheus  yet  surveji, 
On  his  green  banks  renewed,  the  classic  diooe, 
And  nymph-like  forms,  and  wild  melodioat  lij% 
Revive  the  sylvan  scenes  of  old  romance; 
Yet  brooding  fear  and  dark  suspicion  dwell^ 
'Midst  Pan's  deserted  haunts,  by  fbuntaio,  cm 
and  dell. 

But  thou,  fidr  Attica!  whose  rocky  bomd 
All  art  and  nature's  richest  gifia  '"^li^*^ 
Thou  little  sphere,  whose  sonl-ilhunined  lOODi 
Concentrated  each  sunbeam  of  the  mind ; 
Who,  as  the  summit  of  some  Alpine  heigbt 
Glows  earliest,  latest,  with  the  blush  of  ^y. 
Didst  first  imbibe  the  spleodoms  of  the  ligfat. 
And  smiles  the  kngest  in  ill  lii^^vii^  nji(^) 


MODERN  GREECE. 


165 


gaze  on  thee^  and  fondly  doem 

die  leftored,  the  present  bat  a  dream. 

LXXI. 

I  vivid  hnee  awhile  prevail — 
!r  can — be  all  tfaoo  wert  onoe  more ! 
m  of  triumph  swell  on  every  gale! 
iroceaAons  move  along  thy  shore ! 
emples  *midst  the  olive^hade, 
feaste  simplicity  arise ; 
bI  BODuments,  ingiowe  and  glade^ 
rann  tints  of  thy  resplendent  skies ; 
nred  forms,  of  high  and  heaven^ 

beauty  smile,  around  the  sun-bright 

Lxxn. 

^ed  by  thought's  creative  spella, 
)mp  thy  city,  Theseus!  towers: 
•and,  the  light  of  glory  dwells 
r  &bric8,  wisdom's  lioly  bowers. 
le  fanes  in  finished  grace  ascend, 
I  world  of  life  and  beauty  glows ; 
lars,  porticoes,  in  grandeur  blend, 
he  trophies  of  barbaric  foes ; 
of  platane  wave  in  verdant  pride, 
•t  retreats,  by  calm  Ihssus'  Ude. 

LXXIII. 

lat  fidiy  vision  of  the  wave, 
lie  magic  of  Morgana's  wand,(33) 
seas,  that  undulating  lave 
idly's  Arcadian  strand ; 
ed  scene  of  airy  colonnades, 
Bs,  in  shadowy  glory  drest, 
groves,  and  temples,  and  arcades, 
od  floating  on  the  ocean's  breast ; 
as  fair  the  dream  of  thee  appears, 
e  pervades  the  veiling  cloud  of  years. 

LXXIV. 
t  doud  withdrawn — oh !  mark  on 

on  bin,  with  temples  richly  graced, 
logust  in  perfect  symmetry, 
model  of  Athenian  taste, 
mon !  thy  Doric  pillars  rise 
ignity,  thy  marble's  hue 
uiies,  relieved  by  brilliant  skies, 
thee  spiesd  their  de^  ethereal  blue ; 
r  all  thy  light  proportions  throws 
of  grace,  the  beauty  of  repose. 

LXXV. 

o'er  thes  sleeps  the  sonny  gkiw, 
I  and  eve  in  tianquit  splendaar  VBign, 
sculptures,  as  they  smile,  bestow 
he  poBcil  emulates  in  vain. 


Then  the  fair  forms  by  Phidias  wrought,  vofold 
Each  latent  grace,  developing  in  light, 
Catch  from  soft  clouds  of  purple  and  of  gold, 
Each  tint  that  passes,  tremulously  bright; 
And  seem  indeed  whate'er  devotion  deems, 
While  so  sufiiised  with  heaven,  so  minglit^g  with 
its  beams. 

LXXVI. 

But  oh !  what  words  the  visbn  may  portray, 
The  form  of  sanctitude  that  guards  thy  shrinel 
There  stands  thy  goddess^  robed  in  wax's  array, 
Supremely  glorious,  awfully  divine  I 
With  spear  and  helm  she  stands,  and  flowing 

vest. 
And  sculptured  sgis,  to  perfection  wrought, 
And  on  each  heavenly  lineament  imprest, 
•Calmly  sublime,  the  majesty  of  thought; 
The  pure  intelligence,  the  chaste  repose,—' 
All  that  a  poet's  dream  around  Minerva  throws. 

LXXVIl. 

Bright  age  of  Pericles  I  let  foncy  still 
Through  Time's  deep  shadows  idl  thy  splendour 

trace. 
And  in  each  work  of  art's  consummate  skiD 
Hail  the  free  spirit  of  thy  lofty  race. 
That  spirit,  roused  by  every  proud  reward. 
That  hope  could  picture,  glory  could  bestow. 
Fostered  by  all  the  sculptor  and  the  bard 
Could  give  of  immortality  below. 
Thus  were  thy  heroes  formed,  ando'ertheir  name 
Thus  did  thy  genius  shed  imperishable  fame. 

LXXyilL 

Mark  in  the  thronged  Ceramicus,  the  train 
Of  mourners  weeping  o'er  the  martyred  tove : 
Proud  be  the  tears  devoted  to  the  slain. 
Holy  the  amaranth  strevred  upon  their  grave  !(34) 
And  hark — unrivalled  eloquence  proclaims 
Their  deeds^  their  trophies,  with  triumphant 

voice! 
Hark!  Pericles  reooidstheir  honoured  naines!(35) 
Sons  of  the  fallen,  in  their  k)t  rejoice : 
What  hath  life  brighter  than  so  bright  a  doom  1 
What  power  hath  fote  to  soO  the  garlands  of  the 

tombl 

LXXIX. 

Praise  to  the  valiant  dead !  for  them  dbth  art 
Exhaust  her  skill,  their  triumphs  bodying  forth; 
Theirs  are  enshrined  names,  and  every  heart 
Shall  bear  the  blazoned  imprest  of  their  worth. 
Bright  on  the  dreams  oC  youth  their  fome  shall 


Their  fields  of  fight  shall  epic  song  reeord. 
And  when  the  voice  of  battle  lends  the  skies, 
Their  name  shall  be  their  country's  ndlyhig 
word! 
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While  fime  and  oolunm  rite  august  to  tell 
How  Athens  honours  those  for  her  who  proudly 
fell. 

LXXX. 

City  of  Theseus  t  hursting  on  the  mind, 
Thus  dost  thou  rise,  in  all  thy  glory  fled  t 
Tlius  guarded  by  the  mighty  of  mankind, 
Thus  hallowed  by  the  memory  of  the  dead : 
Alone  in  beauty  and  renown — a  scene 
Whose  tints  are  drawn  from  freedom's  bveliest 

ray. 
'T  is  but  a  vision  now — ^yet  thou  hast  been 
More  than  the  brightest  viaon  might  portray  \ 
And  every  stone,  with  but  a  vestige  fraught 
Of  thee,  hath  latent  power  to  wake  some  lofty 

thought 

LXXXI. 

Fallen  are  thy  fiibrics,  that  so  oft  have  rung 
To  choral  melodies,  and  tragic  lore ; 
Now  is  the  lyre  of  Sophocles  unstrung, 
The  song  that  hails  Hannodius  peals  no  more. 
Thy  proud  Pirsus  is  a  desert  strand, 
Thy  stately  shrines  are  mouldering  on  their  hiD, 
Closed  are  the  triumphs  of  the  sculptor's  hand, 
The  magic  voice  of  eloquence  is  still ; 
Minerva's  veil  is  rent(36) — ^her  image  gone. 
Silent  the  sage's  bower— the  warrior's  tomb  o'er- 
thrown. 

LXXXII. 

Yet  in  decay  thine  exquisite  remaii^ 
Wondering  we  view,  and  silently  revere 
As  traces  left  on  earth's  forsaken  plains 
By  vanished  beings  of  a  nobler  sphere  I 
Not  all  the  old  magniflcence  of  Rome, 
All  that  dominion  there  hath  left  to  time, 
Proud  Coliseum,  or  commanding  dome. 
Triumphal  aich,  or  obelisk  sublime, 
Can  bid  such  reverence  o'er  the  spirit  steal. 
As  aught  by  thee  imprest  with  beauty's  plastic 


LXXXIII. 

Though  still  the  empress  of  the  sun-burnt  waste. 

Palmyra  rises,  desolately  grand — 

Though  with  rich  gold(37)  and  massy  sculpture 

graced, 
Commanding  still,  Persepolis  may  stand 
In  haughty  solitude — though  sacred  Nile 
The  first-bom  \emples  of  the  worid  surveys, 
And  many  an  awful  and  stupendous  pile 
Thebes  of  the  hundred  gates  e'en  yet  diBpla3rs ; 
City  of  Pericles!  oh,  who  like  thee 
Can  teach  how  fidr  the  works  of  mortal  hand  may 

bel 


LXXXIV. 

Thou  led'st  the  way  to  that  illamined  sphere 
Where  sovereign  beauty  dwells;  and  thaw 

didst  bear 
Oh,  still  triumphant  in  that  high  career ! 
Bright  archetypes  of  all  the  grand  and  fair. 
And  still  to  thee  th'  enHghtened  mind  hath  flom, 
As  to  her  country ; — thou  hast  beento  etxth 
A  cynosure: — and,  e'en  from  victory's  throiw^ 
Imperial  Rome  gave  homage  to  thy  worth; 
And  nations  rising  to  their  fiune  a&r, 
Still  to  thy  model  turn,  as  teaiiwii  to  thieirte. 


Glory  to  those  whose  relics  thus  arrest 
The  gaze  of  Ikges !  Glory  to  the  free! 
For  they,  they  only,  could  have  thus  imjiHt 
Their  mighty  image  on  the  years  to  be! 
Empires  and  cities  in  oblivion  lie, 
Gra^eur  may  .vanish,  conquest  be  fijifot;— 
To  leave  on  earth  renown  that  can  not  die, 
Of  high-souled  genius  is  th'  unrivalled  lot 
Honour  to  thee,  O  Athens!  thou  hast  diowi 
What  mortals  may  attain,  and  aeiied  the  pelo 
abne. 

LXXXVI. 

Ohl  liv^  there  those  who  view  with  soonfiil 

eyes 
AU  that  attests  the  brightness  of  thy  prime! 
Yes;  they  who  dwell  beneath  thy  lovely  akis, 
And  breathe  th'  inspiring  ether  (^  thy  dime! 
Their  path  is  o'er  the  mightiest  of  the  deed, 
Their  homes  are  'midst  the  wo^  of  nobktf 
arts;   ' 
'    Yet  all  around  their  gate,  beneath  their  tieed, 
Not  one  proud  thrill  of  loftier  thought  impsitL 
Such  are  the  conquerors  of  Minerva's  Imd, 
Where  genius  first  revealed  the  triumphi  of  loi 
hand! 

Lxxxvn. 

For  them  in  vain  the  glowing  light  may  aak, 
O'er  the  pale  marble,  coloQring's  wunth  to 

shed. 
And  in  chaste  beauty  many  a  aeulptoied  pile 
Still  o'er  the  dust  of  heroes  lifi  iu  head. 
No  patriot  feeling  binds  them  to  the  soil, 
Whose  tombe  and  shrines  their  fiohen  haw  ibt 

reared. 
Their  glance  is  cold  indiffisrenoe,  and  thrirtd 
But  to  destroy  what  ages  have  revwed, 
As  if  exulting  sternly  to  erase 
Whaie'et might  prove  that  land  had  oniMd  an>' 
blernoe. 
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LXXXVIII. 
nay  grieve  that  rescued  from  their 


excellence  and  foes  to  art, 
A^thens  I  borne  to  other  lands, 
xge  still  to  thee  from  every  hearti 
w  DO  more  th'  exploring  stranger's 

ep  reverence  on  MinervaV  fane, 
leneath  their  native  heaven  of  light, 
nained  of  forms  adored  in  vain ; 
rt  years — and,  vanished  from  the 

I  classie  dust  their  proudest  lot  had 


LXXXIX. 

non  I  yet  still  must  fancy  weep 
ou  work  of  nobler  spirits  flown. 
r  old,  the  sunbeams  o*er  thee  sleep 
beauty  still — and  thine  is  gone! 
ire  sunk  since  thou  wert  first  revered, 
I  rites  have  sanctified  thy  shrine, 
round  thee  of  the  race  that  reared 
and  thou — their  fiite  must  soon  be 

ban  earth  again  exult  to  see 
like  theirs  renewed  in  aught  like 


XC. 

f  pillars  now— each  passing  gale 
lem  as  a  spirit's  voice,  which  moaned 
less,  and  told  the  plaintive  tale 
it  synod  once  above  them  throned, 
refill  ruin!  on  thy  sacred  hill, 
ly  rites,  a  kindred  fate  have  shared: 
I  honoured  in  each  fra^ent  still, 
ig  years  and  barbarous  hands  had 

red  stone,  from  rapine's  fury  borne, 
ight  dreams  of  thee  in  ages  yet  on- 


XCI. 

lae  fragments,  though  by  time  de- 

tsensate  conquerors,  yet  remains 
f  charm  th'  enlightened  eye  of  taste, 
rhere  still  inspiring  freedom  reigns, 
prance  breathes  from  every  part 
led  myrtle,  or  the  bruised  rose, 
i'  essential  energy  of  art, 
ch  wreck  imperishably  glows  !(38) 
Athens  lives  in  every  line, 
^tly  still  the  ruins  of  her  shrine. 


XCII. 


Mark— on  the  storied  frieze  the  graceful  train, 
The  holy  festival's  triumphal  throng. 
In  fair  procession,  to  Minerva's  fane. 
With  many  a  sacred  symbol  move  along. 
There  every  shade  of  bright  existence  trace, 
The  fire  of  youth,  the  dignity  of  age ; 
The  matron's  calm  austerity  of  grace, 
The  ardent  warrior,  the  benignant  sage ; 
The  nymph's  light  synmietry,  the  chiefs  proud 
mien, 
Each  ray  ojf  beauty  caught  and  mingled  in  the 


XCIII. 

Art  unobtrusive  there  ennobles  form,(39) 
Each  pure,  chaste  outline  exquisitely  flows; 
There  e'en  the  steed,  with   bold  expressioD 

waTm,(40) 
Is  clothed  with  majesty,  with  being  glows. 
One  mighty  mind  hath  harmonized  the  whole; 
Those  varied  groups  the  same  bright  impress 

bear; 
One  beam  and  essence  of  exalting  soul 
Lives  in  the  grand,  the  delicate,  the  fair; 
And  well  that  pageant  of  t^e  glorious  dead 
Blends  us  with  nbbler  days,  and  loftier  spirits  fled. 

XCIV. 

O  conquering  Oeniurf !  that  oouldst  thus  detain 
The  subtle  graces,  fiidmg  as  they  rise. 
Eternalize  expression's  fleeting  reign, 
Arrest  wa^  life  in  all  its  energies. 
And  fix  them  on  the  stone — thy  glorious  fet 
Might  wake  ambition's  envy,  aiid  create 
Powers  half  divine :  while  nations  are  fbxgot, 
A  thought,  a  dream  of  thine  hath  vanquished 

fate! 
And  when  thy  hand  first  gave  its  wonders  birth. 
The  realms  that  hail  them  now  scarce  claimed  a 
name  on  earth. 

XCV. 

Wert  thou  some  spirit  of  a  purer  sphere 
But  once  beheld,  and  never  to  return  1 
No — ^we  may  hail  again  thy  bright  career. 
Again  on  earth  a  kindred  fire  shall  bum ! 
Though  thy  least  relics,  e'en  in  ruin,  bear 
A  stamp  of  heaven,  that  ne'er  hath  been  re- 
newed— 
A  light  inherent — let  not  man  despair: 
Still  be  hope  ardent,  patience  unsubdued : 
For  still  is  nature  fiiir,  and  thought  divine. 
And  art  hath  won  a  world  in  models  pure  as 
thme.(41) 


^  1 
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XCVI. 
Ghixe  on  yon  fonns,  corroded  and  defaced — 
Yet  there  the  germ  of  future  glory  lies ! 
Their  virtual  grandeur  could  not  be  erased, 
It  clothes  them  still,  though  veiled  from  common 

eyes. 
They  once  were  gods  tM  heroe8(43)— «nd  he- 

heU 
As  the  hleet  guardians  of  their  native  scene ; 
And  hearts  of  warriors,  sages,  bards,  have  swelled 
Whh  awe  that  owned  their  sovereignty  of  mien. 
— ^Ages  have  vanished  since  those  hearts  were 

cold, 
And  still  those  shattered  forms  retain  their  godlike 
mould. 

XCVIL 
lilidst  their  bright  kindred,  from  their  marble 

throne, 
They  have  located  down  on  thousand  storms  of 

time; 
Suiviving  power  and  fame  and  freedom  flown, 
They  atiU  remained,  still  tranquilly  sublime ! 
Till  mortal  hands  the  heavenly  conclave  marred. 
Th'  Olympian  groups  have  sunk,  and  are  fi^rgot ; 
Not  e'en  their  dust  could  weepirig  Athens  guard— 
—But  these  were  destined  to  a  nobler  lot ! 
And  they  have  borne,  to  light -another  land, 
The  quenchless  ray  that  soon  shall  gloriously  ex- 
pand. 

XCVUI. 
Phidias !  supreme  in  thought !  what  hand  but 

thine, 
Inhuman  works  thus  blendingearth  and  heaven, 
O'er  nature's  truth  hath  shed  that  grace  divine, 
To  mortal  form  immortal  grandeur  given  1 
What  soul  but  thine,  infusing  all  its  power, 
In  these  last  monuments  of  matchless  days, 
Could  from  their  ruins,  bid  young  Oenius  tower, 
And  Hope  aspire  to  more  exalted  praise  1 
And  guide  deep  thought  to  that  secluded  height, 
Where  excellence  is  throned,  in  purity  of  light. 

XCIX. 


O'er  whose  young  ardonn,  had  thy  smik  but 

shone, 
Their  soaring  flight  had  left  a  world  behind 
And  many  a  gifted  hand,  that  might  have  wroa|ht 
To  Grecian  excellence  the  breathing  stone, 
Or  each  pure  grace  of  Raphael's  pencil  caogfaf, 
Leaving  no  record  of  its  power,  is  gone  I 
While  thou  hast  fondly  sought,  on  distant  eotd, 
Gems  fiir  less  rich  than  those,  thus  pnckNU^  and 
thus  lost. 

CI. 

Yet  rise,  O  Land  in  all  bat  Art  abns, 
Bid  the  sole  wreath  that  is  not  thine  be  wm  I 
Fame  dwells  around  thee — Genius  is  thine  smi; 
Call  his  richbkwms  to  lifis— be  Thou  their  Sua! 
So,  should  dark  ages  o'er  thy  gbry  sweep. 
Should  thine  e*er  be  as  now  are  Grecian  plaioi^ 
Nations  unborn  shall  track  thine  own  blue  deip. 
To  hail  thy  shore,  to  worship  thy  remains; 
Thy  mighty  monuments  with  reverence  tract. 
And  cry,  '*  This  ancient  soil  hath  nursed  a  gko* 
ousraoel" 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  157,  coL  I. 
Round  Doric  PtmwnafB  soikary  ftnea 

**  The  Psstan  rose,  from  its  peculiar  fragraoee 
and  the  singularity  of  blovring  twice  a  year,  it  dt- 
ten  mentioned  by  the  classic  poets.  The  wild  rate, 
which  now  shoots  up  among  the  ruins,  is  of  the 
small  single  damask  kind,  with  a  very  high  pe^ 
fume ;  as  a  fanner  assured  me  on  the  spot,  it  1km- 
en  both  in  spring  and  autunm.** — Swinburw^f 
Travels  in  the  Two  SicUief, 

Note  2,  page  157,  ool.  2. 

Swelled  o'er  (bat  tid»— (be  toosar  bottle  ileepi 

In  the  naval  engagements  of  the  Gieeks,  *'^ 
was  usual  for  the  soldiers  before  the  fight  to  fliy  i 


And  who  can  tell  how  pure,  how  bright  a  flame,  psan,  or  hymn,  to  Mars,  and  after  the  fight  tat- 


Caught  firom  these  models,  may  illume  the  west  1 
What  Britbh  Angek>  may  rise  to  fiune,(43) 
On  the  tne  isle  what  beams  of  art  may  rest? 
Deem  not,  O  England  I  that  by  dimes  confined. 
Genius  and  taste  difiuse  a  partial  rey  ;(44) 
Deem  not  th'  eternal  energies  of  mind 
Swayed  by  that  sun  whose  doom  is  bat  decay ! 
Shall  thought  be  fostered  but  by  skies  serene? 
No!  thou  hast  power  to  be  what  Athens  e'er  hath 
beoL 

C. 

But  thine  are  treasures  oft  unprized,  unknown, 
And  cold  neglect  hath  blighted  many  a  mind, 


ther  to  Apollo."— -See  PMer^s   AiUiqMtkt  if 
Crreeee,  vol.  iL  p.  15S». 

Note  3,  page  158^  ooL  L 

Her  own  bright  Bmi,  thyson,  ManaflllflL 

The  emigration  of  the  natives  of  the  Mont  to 
different  parts  of  Asia  is  thus  mentioned  by  Cha- 
teaubriand in  his  "  Itin6raire  de  Paris  JlJ6nisaka." 
— "  Parvenu  au  denuer  degr6  du  malheur,  I0 
Moraite  s'arrache  de  son  pays,  et  va  chercher  en 
Asie  un  sort  moins  rigoureux.  Vain  espoir  t  i 
rctrouve  des  cadis  et  dee  pachas  jusqi|^  dans  ks 
sables  de  Jourdainet  dans  lee  deserts  de  Palmyra" 
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Note  4,  page  158^  ool.  1. 

iU  tfaon  noeiT«  th«  wanderar  to  thiot  aniii. 

Mune  work,  ChateMibriand  aim  lektes 
ig  met  with  several  Gheek  emigrants  who 
iliflhed  themeelTes  in  the  woods  of  Florida. 

Note  5,  page  158,  col.  3. 

Wee  of  flowen^  bright-floating  o'er  the  tlda 

;race  est  toujotuB  unie  &  la  magnificence 
scenes  de  la  nature :  et  tandis  que  le  cou- 
milieu  entraine  vers  la  mer  les  cadavres 
et  des*  chines,  on  voit  sur  les  deux  courans 
remonter  le  long  des  rivages  des  iles 
I  de  Pistia  et  de  Nenuphar,  dont  les  roses 
I'^Uvent  eomme  de  petits  papillons." — 
ion  qf  the  banks  qfthe  Misnuippi,  Ckor 
ruTt "  Ataia." 

Note  6,  page  159,  ooL  I. 
Vfid, «  when  nu^  by  bardi  of  elder  time. 

ting  generally  at  the  narrownev  and 
m  of  this  raoontain-ehannel  (Tempe)  and 
Bg  it  withthecoumof  the  Peneua,  through 
la  of  Theaealy,  the  imagination  instantly 
•  the  tradition  that  these  plains  weie  once 
>vith  water  for  which  some  convulsion  of 
lad  subsequently  opened  this  narrow  pas- 
rhe  term  vaU^  in  our  language,  is  usually 
1  to  describe  scenery  in  which  the  predo- 
features  are  breadth,  beauty,  and  repo^. 
der  has  already  perceived  that  the  term  is 
lapplicable  to  the  scenery  at  this  spot,  and 
phrase  vaie  of  Tempe  is  one  that  depends 

5  fiction. The  real  character  of 

though  it  perhaps  be  less  beautiful,  yet 
I  more  of  magnificence  than  is  implied  in 

Mt  given  to  it. To  thc«e  who 

led  St  Vincent's  rocks,  below  Bristol,  1 
convey  a  more  sufficient  idea  of  Tempe, 
■aying  that  its  scenery  resembles,  though 
ch  Uiger  scale,  that  of  the  former  place, 
leus  indeed,  as  it  flows  through  the  valley, 
eatly  wider  than  the  Avon ;  and  the  chan- 
een  the  difls  if  equally  contracted  in  its 
IH ;  but  these  clifls  themsdves  are  much 
id  more  precipitoui^  and  project  their  vast 
frock  with  still  more  extraordinary  abrupt- 
the  boUow  beneath." — Holland's  Travels 

Note  7,  page  159,  col.  1. 
1^  that  have  changed  thy  rirer^  chwie  name. 
aodem  name  of  the  Peneus  is  Salympria. 

Note  8,  page  159,  ool.  1. 

ntttB  the  rich  aftiate*e  conl  berrteegkm. 

'ards  the  lower  part  of  Tempe,  these  clifis 
jed  In  a  very  singular  manner,  and  form 


projecting  angles  on  the  vast  perpendicular  fooei 
of  the  rock  which  they  present  towards  tbechaem; 
where  the  sur&ce  renders  it  possible,  the  summits 
and  ledges  of  the  rocks  are  for  the  most  part  cover- 
ed with  small  wood,  chiefly  oak,  with  the  arbutus 
and  other  shrubs.  On  the  bonks  of  the  river, 
wherever  there  is  a  ao#l  interval  between  the  wa- 
ter and  the  clifls,  it  is  covered  by  the  rich  and  widely 
spreading  foliage  of  the  plane,  the  oak,  an4  other 
forest  trees,  which  in  these  situations  have  attained 
a  remarkable  size,  and  in  various  places  extend 
their  shadow  fiir  over  the  channel  of  the  stream." 
•"  The  rocks  on  each  side  the  vale  of 


Tempe  are  evidently  the  same ;  what  may  be  call- 
ed, I  believe,  a  coarse  bluish  gray  marble,  with  veins 
and  portions  of  the  rock,  in  which  the  marble  is 
of  finer  quality."~JEroUan(fs  Travels  in  Atbaniaf 
df'C, 

Note  9,  page  159,  col.  2. 

Where  Greeee  her  oouaeUi  held,  her  Pythian  vkms  crowned. 

The  Amphictyonic  council  was  convened  in 
spring  and  autumn  at  Delphi  or  Thermopyla,  and 
presided  at  the  Pythian  games,  which  were  cele- 
brated at  Delphi  every  fifth  year. 

Note  10,  page  159,  col.  2. 
Bkxnn  the  wild  koreis  o'er  the  waxlike  dead. 

"  This  spot  (the  field  of  Mantinea)  on  which  so 
many  brave  men  were  laid  to  rest,  is  now  covered 
with  rosemary  and  laurels." — PouqueviUe*9  TrOf 
vels  in  the  Morea. 

Note  11,  page  IGO,  col  2. 

Where  the  daricnpas  taint!  the  gale  aroond. 

For  the  accounts  of  the  upas  or  poiMU-tree  of 
Java,  now  generally  believed  to  be  fiibulous,  or 
greatly  exaggerated,  see  the  notes  to  Darwin's  Bo- 
tanic Garden. 

Note  12,  page  160,  col.  2. 

hfl  seulptnred  liooe^  richly  wrooght  areadea 

"  The  court  most  to  be  admired  of  the  Alhambm 
is  that  called  the  court  of  the  Lions;  it  is  orna- 
mented with  sixty  elegant  pillars  of  an  arohiteo- 
ture  which  bears  not  the  least  resemblance  to  any 
of  the  known  orders,  and  might  be  called  the  Ara- 
bian order.  But  its  principal  ornament, 
and  that  firom  which  it  took  its  name,  is  an  ala- 
baster cup  six  feet  in  diameter,  supported  by  twelve 
lions^  which  ie  said  t^  have  been  made  in  imitation 
of  the  Braxen  Sew  of  Solomon's  temple." — Bour^ 
goanne^s  Travels  in  Spain, 

Note  13,  page  160,  coL  2. 
Bright  ai  that  Pleiad  sphered  in  Meoca^  ftne. 

"  Sept  des  plus  fameux  parmi  les  andens  poMca 
Arabiques,  soat  d^A^^a  \ax  \m  ^cxnvma  onsDr 
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taux  WQB  ]e  nom  de  Pleiade  itroM^ue,  et  lenn 
oavnges  6taient  fospendus  autour  de  la  Caaba,  on 
Moique  de  la  Meoqae.** — Siimondi.  LdtUrature 
du  Midi, 

Note  14,  page  160,  ooL  3. 
And  thou,  O  laat  and  riobtait  OoQfluithw  I 

"The  distress  and  fiJl  of  the  last  Constantine 
are  afoe  glorious  than  the  long  prosperity  of  the 
Byzantine  Cssars.'' — OSbbovHt  Decline  and  Fall, 
4*0.  vol.  zil  p.  226. 

Note  15,  page  161,  col.  1. 
The  cloaii^  night  of  that  imperial  race  I 

See  the  description  of  the  night  previous  to  the 
taking  of  Constantinople  by  Mahomet  II. — Gib- 
boHj  vol.  ziL  p.  225. 

Note  16,  page  161,  ool.  1. 

And  thsSefoi  Tovren  an  scaled,  and  all  i>  won  and  loiL 

"  This  building  (the  Castle  of  the  Seven  Tow- 
en)  is  mentioned  as  eariy  as  the  sixth  centuiy  of 
the  Christian  era,  as  a  spot  which  contributed  to 
the  defence  of  Constantinople,  and  it  was  the  prin- 
cipal bulwark  of  the  town  on  the  coast  of  the  Pio> 
pontis,  in  the  last  periods  of  the  empire." — Pouque- 
vilUft  Travdt  in  the  Morea, 

Note  17,  page  161,  col  1. 
Pranrved  inviolate  their  awful  lane. 

See  the  account  from  Herodotus  of  the  superna- 
tural defence  of  Delphi. — MitfordPt  Greece^  vol  i. 
p.  396,  7 

Note  18,  page  161,  col.  2. 
Who  from  the  dead  at  Marathon  arose. 

**  In  succeeding  ages  the  Athenians  honoured 
Theseus  as  a  demi-god,  induced  to  it  as  well  by 
other  reasons,  as  because,  when  they  were  fighting 
the  Medes  at  Marathon,  a  considerable  part  of  the 
army  thought  they  saw  the  apparition  of  Theseus 
completely  armed,  and  bearing  down  before  them 
upon  the  Barbarians." — Langhome^9  Plutarch, 
L{ft  qf  Theteus. 

Note  19,  page  161,  col.  2.        ^ 

Or  they  whoie  formic  to  Alaric'i  awe-atruck  eye. 

"  From  Thermopyla  to  Sparta,  the  leader  of  the 
Goths  ( Alaric)  pursued  his  victorious  march  with- 
out encountering  any  mortaLantagonist,  but  one 
of  the  advocates  of  expiring  piganism  has  oonfi- 
fidently  asserted,  that  the  walls  of  Athens  were 
guarded  by  the  goddess  Minerva,  with  her  formi- 
dable figis,  and  by  the  angry  phantom  of  Achilles, 
and  that  the  conqueror  was  dismayed  by  the  pre- 
sence of  the  hostile  deities  of  Greece." — CTiUonV 
Decline  and  Fail,  <f«.  vol.  v.  p.  183. 


Note  90,  page  161,  ool.3L 

Tedepi,ohheroasl  chief  ooes  of  the  earth. 

**  Even  all  the  chief  anet  qf  the  earth.**—. 
14th  chapter. 

Note  21,  page  161,  col.  2. 

PeririMd  the  conqoering  m^pom  of  joor  war. 

"  How  are  the  mighty  fallen,  and  the  weapooi 
of  war  perished !" — Samuel,  2d  book,  bt  chap. 

Note  22,  page  162,  oql.  2. 
CVer  Suli'i  frowning  rodca  riie  paond  awhSi. 

For  several  interesting  particulars  relative  lothi 
Suliote  warfare  with  Ali  Pasha,  see  HsUbbA 
Travels  in  Albania. 

Note  23,  page  1G2;  ool.  3. 

Then  on  the  cliff  dw  firantle  mother  aodd. 

"  It  is  related  as  an  authentic  story,  that  agroop 
of  Suliote  women  assembled  on  one  of  the  prto* 
pices  adjoining  the  modem  seraglio,  and  thiev 
their  infants  into  the  chasm  below,  that  they 
might  not  become  the  slaves  of  the  enemy."— Af- 
lamPe  Travels.  ^, 

Note  24,  page  162,  ool.  2. 
To  lend  their  fid!  a  moamfa]  majeicj. 

The  ruins  of  Sparta,  near  the  modem  toim  of 
Mistra,  are  very  inconsiderable,  and  only  suffideal 
to  mark  the  site  of  the  ancient  city.  The  eceoay 
around  them  is  described  by  traveUen  is  fsy 
strflting. 

Note  25,  page  163,  col.  1. 

How  died  the  facare,  obedient  to  thy  lajn 

The  inscription  composed  by  Simooides  fiirthf 
Spartan  monument  in  the  pass  of  Thennopyli 
has  been  thus  translated— "  Stranger,  gb  tdlthi 
Lacedemonians  that  we  have  obeyed  thsir  kv^ 
and  that  we  lie  here." 

Note  26,  page  163,  ooL  2. 
There  the  roee-burels  Kill  in  beauty  wave. 

"In  the  Eurotas  I  observed  abundance  of  tlioie 
famous  reeds  which  were  known  in  the  eariieA 
ages,  and  all  the  rivers  and  marshes  of  Greece  m 
replete  vrith  rose-laurels,  while  the  springs  vA 
rivulets  are  covered  with  lilies,  tuberoses,  bji* 
cinths,  and  narcissus  oiientalts."— •iVn^iitfiOc'' 
Travels  in  the  Morea. 

Note  27,  page  163,  coL2. 
The  nippUaiifi  hand  itsbolybcanclMBbaa 

It  was  usual  for  suppliaiits  to  cany  an  ofin 
branch  bound  with  wool 
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Note  38,  page  163,  col.  2. 

hiitful  giovoi  ax\m,  levered  and  halkmed  mSL 

olive,  according  to  Pouqueville,  is  atill  re* 
vith  veneration  by  the  people  of  the  Moxea. 

Note  29,  page  163,  ooL  % 
Insnched  ii  the  torch  of  Cere»-Hm  aroond. 

8  customary  at  Eleusis  on  the  fifth  day  of 
val,  fiff  men  and  women  to  run  about  with 
in  their  hands,  and  also  to  dedicate  torches 
I,  and  to  contend  who  should  present  the 

This  was  done  in  memory  of  the  journey 
m  in  search  of  Proserpine,  during  which 
I  lighted  by  a  torch  kindled  in  the  flames 
L— Poster**  ArUiquiHes  of  OreeeCf  vol.  i. 

Note  30,'page  164,  coL  1. 
FoantorObUnoDi  in  thy  gwhiog  wate. 

Fountains  of  Oblivion  and  Memory,  with 
ffcynian  fountain,  are  still  to  be  seen 
t  the  rocks  near  Livadia,  though  the  situa- 
the  cave  of  Trophonius  in  their  vicinity 
t  be  exactly  ascertained.— See  HdHand'a 
t. 

Note31,pageI64,  col.2. 

fktr  ElUf  o'er  thy  eonaecnted  rdim. 

was  anciently  a  sacred  territory,  its  inhar 
being  considered  as  consecrated  to  the  ser- 
Jupiter.  All  armies  marching  through  it 
d  up  their  weapons,  and  received  them 
rhen  they  had  passed  its  boundary. 

Note  32,  page  164,  col.  2. 
And  smile  the  kmgeft  in  iia  lingering  ray. 

3  are  assured  by  Thucydides  that  Attica 

9  province  of  Greece  in  which  population 
came  settled,  and  where  the  earliest  pro- 
ras  made  toward  civilization." — MitforcCa 
,  vol.  L  p.  35. 

Note  33,  page  166^  coL  1. 

RaiBBd  by  the  magie  of  Morgana^  waod. 

.  Morgana.  This  remarkable  afirial  phe- 
»,  which  is  thought  by  the  lower  orders 
lians  to  be  the  work  of  a  fidry,  is  thus  de- 

by  fiither  Angelucd,  whose  account  is 
by  Swinburne. 

the  15th  August,  1643,  I  was  surprised, 
lod  at  my  window,  with  a  roost  wonderful 
le :  the  sea  that  washes  the  Sicilian  shore 

up,  and  became,  for  ten  miles  in  length, 
thain  of  dark  mountains,  while  the  waters 
ir  Calabrian  coast  grew  quite  smooth,  and 
Dfltant  appeared  like  one  clear  polished  mir- 
>n  this  glass  was  depicted,  in  chiaro  scuro, 
(  of  several  thousands  of  pilasters  all  equal 


in  height,  distance,  and  degrees  of  light  and  shade. 
In  a  moment  they  bent  into  arcades,  like  Roman 
aqueducts.  A  long  cornice  was  next  formed  at 
the  top,  and  above  it  rose  innumerable  castles,  all 
perfectly  alike;  these  again  changed  into  towers, 
which  were  shortly  after  lost  in  colonnades,  then 
windows,  and  at  last  ended  in  pines,  cypresses  and 
other  trees." — SmnburrWa  Travda  in  the  T\do 
SicUiea 

Note  34,  page  165,  coL  2. 

Holy  the  amanmth  atxewed  upon  their  grave. 

All  sorts  of  purple  and  white  flowers  were  sup- 
posed by  the  Greeks  to  be  acceptable  to  the  dead, 
and  used  in  adorning  tombs;  as  amaranth,  with 
which  the  Thessalians  decorated  the  tomb  of 
Achilles. — PotUr^a  ArUiquUiea  qf  Greece,  voL  vL 
p.  232. 

Note  35,  page  165,  col.  2. 

Hark  I  Perldee  reoorda  their  iKxioiirBd  names. 

Pericles,  on  his  return  to  Athens  after  the  re- 
duction of  Samoe,  celebrated  in  a  splendid  maimer 
the  obsequies  of  his  countrymen  who  fell  in  that 
war,  and  pronounced,  himself,  the  funeral  oration 
usual  on  such  occasions.  This  gained  him  great 
applause ;  and  when  he  came  down  from  the  ro»> 
trum,  the  women  paid  their  respects  to  him,  and 
presented  him  with  crowns  and  chapleta,  like  a 
champion  just  returned  victorious  from  the'  lists. — 
Langhom^a  Plutarch^  L{fe  qf  Perielea, 

Note  36,  page  166,  col.  1. 
Bfinenra'B  veil  ia  rent— htf  image  gone. 

The  peplus,  which  is  supposed  to  have  been 
suspended  as  an  awning  over  the  statue  of  Minerva, 
in  the  Parthenon,  was  a  principal  ornament  of  the 
Panathenaic  festival;  it  was  embroidered  vrith 
various  colours,  representing  the  battle  of  the  GKxis 
and  Titans,  and  the  exploits  of  Athenian  heroes. 
When  the  festival  was  celebrated,  the  peplus  was 
brought  from  the  Acropolis,  and  suspended  as  a 
sail  to  the  vessel,  which  on  that  day  was  con- 
ducted through  the  Ceramicus  and  principal  streets 
of  Athens,  till  it  had  made  the  circuit  of  the  Acro- 
polis. The  peplus  was  then  carried  to  the  Par- 
thenon, and  consecrated  to  Minerva. — See  Chan» 
dler^a  TVaveUj  Stewart'a  Athena^  <f«. 

Nol»  37,  page  166,  col  L 

Though  with  rich  gold  and  nuny  aculptiue  gnoed. 

The  gilding  ai|^t  the  ruins  of  Persepolis  is 
still,  according  to  Winckehnann,  in  high  pre- 
servation. 

Note  38,  page  167,  col.  1. 
There  in  each  wreck  imperiahably  glows. 
"  In  the  most  broken  fragment  the  same  great 
principle  of  life  can  be  ^toNediXo  f^:ustL^«E\ii^dD» 
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moBt  [lerfpcl  figuro,"  is  one  of  the  obscrvalionB  of 
Mr.  Haydon  on  the  Elgin  Miibla. 

Note  39,  page  167,  cot,  3. 
An  iinabDBiln  dun  uuiiiUsa  ftmL 
"  Etitj  thing  here  brutbea  life,  with  >  ivradly, 
witlk  ta  eiqoidlo  knoirladge  of  art,  but  without 
the  lent  citcntation  oi  parade  of  h,  which  ii  con- 
cealed by  conaununate  and  maiterly  akill." — Cano- 
V''  LeOer  to  tftt  Earl  of  Elgin. 

Noto  40,  page  167,  col.  2. 
Hm  e'en  the  lUai  nllh  brU  exfnridn  wena. 
Di.  Vfett,  aAei  eiprewing  bia  admintiaii  of  the 
hone'*  head  in  Lord  Elgin'i  collection  of  Atbeniui 
•culpture,  thui  pioceed*:  "We  led  the  eame 
when  we  view  the  young  eqneatrian  Athenian*, 
•Dd  in  ob«lT^illg  them  we  an  iniennbly  earned 
on  with  the  impression,  that  they  and  their  honea 
(Ctually  exiaCed,  la  we  aee  tliBis,  at  the  inatant 
when  they  were  converted  into  maible." — Ifcifi 
Second  Letter  to  Lord  Elgin, 

Note4t,  pagel67,  eol-S. 
Ami  an  baih  woa  a  mU  In  modeb  pan  w  IhlM. 
Mr.  Plaxman  thinks  that  aiMiiptaiB  ha*  'r«iy 
greatly  improved  within  tbeae  last  twenty  yean, 
and  that  hii  opLnioii  ii  not  lingalar,  becauae  work* 
of  luch  prime  importanos  as  the  Elgin  DurUea 
could  not  remain  in  any  country  without  a  c 
qoent  improvement  of  the  public  taste,  and  the 
talents  of  the  artist. — See  the  Ejiidenct  giwn  in 
repiy  (o  inlemgatoriet  fivm  tht  ConmiUee  on 
the  Elgin  MarUa. 


Note  43,  page  IGS,  col.  1. 
TlBTOMa  wo*  pA  and  hens-Bid  bddl 
The  Theeeos  and  llissQ*,  which  are  connli 
by  Sir  T.  Lawrence,  Mr.  Weetmacolt,  aid  gtk( 
distinguiabed  aitiils,  to  be  of  a  higher  cl 
thfl  Ai^uUo  Belvidere ;  "  because  there  is  in  Um 
an  onion  of  very  grand  brmwitli  a  more  true  uj 
natural  expression  of  the  effect  of  action  quo  tin 
human  frame,  than  there  ia  in  the  ApoUo,  or  suy 
of  the  otbec  more  celebrated  Aatuo."— See  ihs 
Evidence,  ifv. 

Note  43,  page  168,  caL  1. 
Wbat  Briliih  Angelo  may  itie  u  boa 
"  Let  ui  suppose  a  young  man  al  this  tias  il 
London,  endowed  with  powers  aoch  sa  aaUti 
Michael  Angekt  to  advanoe  the  aila,  aa  he  did,  by 
the  aid  of  one  rnnti 
celleocB  in  acnlpture)  to  wbat  ai 
rtot  such  a  genini  cairy  art,  by  the  oppoitBitj  tl 
studying  those  aculpturee  in  the  iQnfaM,  whkk 
adonisd  the  lani^e  of  Mincm  at  Atbnal'— 
Waft  Second  LtUerlo  Lard  Elgin. 

Nota44,  pagel68,caLl. 
Oialai  and  laas  dStBi  ■  panla]  ay.  i 

InallnBonto  the  theories  ofDn  Boa,  Wnxkri.    1 
marni,  Monteaftden,  Sue.  with  ngatd  to  tlie  is-    ; 
herent  obstadee  in  the  climate  of  ''"f'*'**  lo  ttt 
progras  of  genini  and   ttw  aiti — BeeSMflV 
EpocJu  of  the  AtU,  page  84, 5. 


Swrtmoor. 


Tiiet  eitijynn,  an)  cu 


as: 


Amicit  the  peopled  and  the  regal  Isle, 
Whoae  valea,  rejiudng  in  thA  Jwauty,  smile; 
Whose  cities,  fearlea  of  the  spoiler,  tower, 
And  send  on  every  breeze  a  voice  of  power; 
Hath  desolation  reared  heraelf  a  throne, 
And  marked  a  pathless  region  lor  her  own  1 
Vea!  though  thy  turf  no  stain  of  canu^  wore. 
When  bled  the  noble  hearla  of  many  ■  ebore, 


Though  not  a  hvt^  step  thy  bealh-Sowin  M 

Wbeti  empiies  tottered,  and  the  eaith  w 

Vet  lone,  as  if  some  trampler  of 

Had  sUlled  life's  busy  mnrmnrs  on  the  w 

And,  flushed  with  power,  ii 

Stamped  on  thy  soil  the  cum  ol 

For  thee  in  vain  descend  the  de' 

In  vain  the  eimbeam  and  the  d 


nnrs  on  the  mi,  ' 

1  daring  Pride's  eUW  1 

ne  of  hurecuMa;  1 

1  dewa  of  heavB,  I 

•e^Mweraregiini  I 
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(tmoorl  thoQ  that,  'miibt  thj  moontains 

d  thyieir  with  haughty  aolitiide, 
;  doad  on  Smnmer's  cl«ar-bloe  tkj, 
sr,  circled  with  festivity  I 
yond  is  life  I — the  rolling  lea, 
,  the  swell,  whose  echoes  reach  not  thee, 
ihall  find  a  scene  so  wild  and  bare, 
has  left  his  lingering  traces  there? 
lysterioos  Afric's  boundless  plains, 
Mm,  with  attributes  of  midnight  reigite, 
and  silence,  fearfully  profound, 
Vldd  unwaked  to  soul  or  sound ; 
be  sad  wanderer  of  the  burning  tone 
unidst  infinity,  alone, 
[ht  of  life  be  near ;  his  camel's  tread 
prostrate  cities  of  the  dead  1 
imn,  reared  by  long-forgotten  hands, 
ts  head  abofe  the  billowy  sands 
Mddefing  shrine  still  consecrates  the 

that  Gloiy's  fintslep  there  hath  been, 
h  the  spirit  of  the  mighty  passed, 
at  record;  though  the  desert-Mast, 
the  wings  of  Time,  hath  swept  away 
1  creations,  reared  to  brave  decay. 
lone  region !  whose  unnoticed  name 
leeds  have  mingled  with  their  fame, 
1  unfold  thine  annals  1  Who  shall  tell 
nil  the  sons  of  heroes  fell, . 
IT  ages,  which  have  left  no  trace, 
un  on  the  pathway  of  their  race  1 
laply,  in  the  unrecorded  days 
and  chie&,  who  passed  without  their 

{hf  St  have  reared  the  valiant  and  the 

's  page  there  is  no  tale  of  thee. — 
i  thou  thy  memorials.    On  the  wild 
he  cairns  of  yore,  all  rudely  piled,(l) 
ired  by  that  instinct,  which  reveres 
iught  with  characters  of  elder  years. 

are  these.    Long  centuries  are  flown, 
iny  a  crest  and  shattered  many  a  throne, 
the  urn,  the  trophy,  and  the  bust, 

they  hide — their  shrined  and  treasured 

irse  Alps  and  Oceans,  to  behold 
lorious  works  fast  mingling  with  her 
1: 

tiese  nameless  chronicles  of  death, 
I  deep  silence  of  the  unpeopled  heath, 
irimeval  artleesness,  and  wear 
sepulchral  mien,  and  almost  shave 
ty  of  nature,  with  the  forms 
wned  hills  beyond,  the  dwellings  of  the 
s. 

at  avails  it,  if  each  moss-grown  heap 
0  WMte  its  lonely  vigils  keep, 
21 


Guarding  the  dust  which  slumbers  well  beneath 
(Nor  needs  such  care)  flrom  each  oold  season's 

breath? 
Where  is  the  voice  to  tell  their  tale  who  rest, 
Thus  rudely  pillowed,  on  the  desert's  breast  1 
Doththe  sword  sleep  beside  them  7  Hath  there  been 
A  sound  of  battle  'midst  the  silent  scene, 
Where  now  the  flocks  repose?  Did  the  scythed  car 
Here  reap  its  harvest  in  the  ranks  of  warl 
And  rise  these  piles  in  memory  of  the  slain. 
And  the  red  combat  of  the  mountain-plain  1 

It  may  be  thus :  the  vestiges  of  strife. 
Around  yet  Hngering,  mark  the  steps  of  life, 
And  the  rude  arrow's  barb  remains  to  tell(3) 
How  by  its  stroke  perchance  the  mighty  fell. 
To  be  forgotten.    Vain  the  warrior's  pride. 
The  chieftain's  power— they  had  no  baid,  and 

died.(3) 
But  other  scenes,  fium  their  imtroubled  sphere^ 
The  eternal  stars  of  night  have  witnessed  hem. 
Then  stands  an  altar  of  unseulptund  stoiie,(4) 
Far  on  the  moor,  a  thing  of  ages  gone, 
Propped  on  its  granite  pillars,  whenoe  the  rafais. 
And  pure  bright  dews,  have  laved  the  oriuMon 

stains  * 
Left  by  dark  rites  of  bkwd:  for  here,  of  yore. 
When  the  Ueak  waste  a  robe  of  forest  wore. 
And  many  a  crested  oak,  which  now  lies  low, 
Waved  iu  wild  wreath  of  sacred  nusletoe ; 
Here,  at  dead  midnight,  through  the  haunted  shade, 
On  Dniid-harps  the  quivering  moon-beam  played. 
And  spells  were  breathed,  that  filled  the  deepening 

gloom 
With  the  pale,  shadowy  people  of  the  tomb. 
Or,  haply,  torches  waving  through  the  night. 
Bade  the  red  cairn-fires  blaze  from  every  hdght,(5) 
Like  battle-signals,  whose  unearthly  gleams 
Threw  o'er  the  desert's  hundred  hills  and  streams, 
A  savage  grandeur ;  while  the  starry  skies 
Rung  with  the  peal  of  mystic  harmonies. 
As  the  loud  harp  its  deep-toned  hynms  sent  forth, 
To  the  storm-ruling  powen,  the  war^ods  of  the 

North. 
But  wilder  sounds  were  there:  th'  imptoring  cry, 
That  woke  the  forest's  echo  in  reply. 
But  not  the  heart's ! — Unmoved,  the  wizard  train 
Stood  round  their  human  victim,  and  in  vain 
His  prayer  for  mercy  rose ;  in  vain  his  glanoe 
Looked  up,  appealing  to  the  blue  expanse. 
Where,  in  their  calm,  immortal  beauty,  shone 
Heaven's  cloudless  orbs.    With  faint  and  fidnler 

Bound  on  the  shrine  of  sacrifice  he  lay. 
Till,  drop  by  drop,  life's  current  ebbed  away; 
Till  lock  and  turf  grew  deeply,  darkly  red. 
And  the  pale  moon  gleamed  pakr  on  the  dead. 
Have  such  things  been,  and  here  T— where  stiUneas 

dwells 
'Mkist  the  rode  barrows  and  the  mooriand  fwvlls, 


174 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


ThuB  ondistiubedl— OhI  long  the  gulf  of  time 
Hath  clond  in  dftrknen  o'er  thoee  days  of  dime, 
And  earth  no  veatige  of  their  path  retaine, 
Save  anch  aa  these,  which  atrew  her  loneliest  plains 
With  reooida  of  man's  conflicts  and  his  doom, 
His  spirit  and  his  dust—the  altar  and  the  toinh. 

But  ages  rolled  away :  and  England  stood, 
With  her  proud  banner  streaming  o'er  the  flood, 
And  with  a  bfty  calmness  in  her  eye, 
And  regal  in  collected  majesty. 
To  breast  the  storm  of  battle.    Every  breeae 
Bore  sounds  of  tdumph  o'er  her  own  blue  seas ; 
And  other  lands,  redeemed  and  joyous,  drank 
The  Ufe  blood  of  her  heroes,  as  they  sank 
On  the  red  fieUs  they  won ;  whose  wiki  flowers 

wave 
Now,  in  luxuriant  beauty,  o'er  their  grave. 

'T  was  then  the  captives  of  Britannia's  war,(6) 
Hme  for  their  lovely  southern  climes  afitf. 
In  bondage  pined :  the  spell-deluded  throng, 
Dragged  at  Ambition's  charioi-wheeb  so  long, 
To  die, — ^because  a  despot  could  not  clasp 
A  sceptre,  fitted  to  his  boundless  grasp ! 
Yes!  they  whose  march  had  rocked  the  ancient 
thrones 
And  temples  of  the  world ;  the  deepening  tones 
Of  whose  advancing  trumpet,  from  repose 
Had  startled  nations,  wakening  to  their  woes, 
Were  prisoners  here. — And  there  were  some  whoee 

dreams 
Were  of  sweet  hames,  by  chainless  mountain- 
streams. 
And  of  the  vine-dad  hilb^  and  many  a  strain, 
And  festal  melody  of  Loire  or  Seine, 
And  oi  thoee  roothen,  who  had  watched  and  wept. 
When  on  the  field  the  unsheltered  conscript  slept, 
Bathed  with  the  midnight  dews.  And  some  were 

there; 
Of  sterner  spirits,  hardened  by  despair ; 
Who  in  their  dark  imaginings,  again 
Fired  the  rich  palace  and  the  stately  fane, 
Drank  in  the  victim's  shriek,  as  music's  breath, 
And  lived  o'er  socnis,  the  festivals  of  death ! 
And  there  was  mirth  too!— strange  and  savage 
mirth. 
More  fearful  fiur  than  all  the  woes  of  earth ! 
The  laughter  of  odd  hearts,  and  scoflb  that  spring 
From  minds  for  which  there  is  no  sacred  thing, 
And  transient  bursts  of  fierce,  exulting  glee, — 
The  lightning's  flash  upon  its  Masted  tree ! 

But  stiU,  howe'er  the  soul's  dii^uise  were  worn. 
If,  from  wild  revelry,  or  haughty  scorn, 
Or  buoyant  hope,  it  won  an  outward  show, 
Slight  was  the  mask,  and  all  beneath  it— wo. 

Yet  was  this  all  7 — amidst  the  dungeon-gloom, 
The  void,  the  stiUness,  d"  the  captive's  doom. 
Were  there  no  deeper  thoughts!— And  4iat  dark 


To  whom  guilt  owes  one  late,  but  diMdfiil  hour, 


The  mighty  debt  through  yean  of  crime  delayo^ 
But,  as  the  grave's,  inevitably  paid ; 
Came  he  not  thither,  in  his  burning  force, 
The  k>rd,  the  tamer  of  dark  soul»— Remofse? 

Yes !  as  the  night  calls  forth  from  sea  and  ifcy, 
From  breeze  and  wood,  a  solemn  harmony, 
Lost,  when  the  swift,  triumphant  wheels  of  day, 
In  light  and  sound,  are  hurrying  on  their  way: 
Thus,  from  the  deep  recesses  of  the  heart, 
The  voice  which  sleeps,  but  never  dies,  m^ht  ftii^ 
Called  up  by  solitude,  each  nerve  to  thrill, 
With  accents  heard  not,  save  when  all  is  itill ! 

The  voice,  inaudible,  when  Havoc's  tnm 
Crushed  the  red  vintage  of  devoted  Spain; 
Mute,  when  sierras  to  the  war-whoop  rung 
And  the  broad  light  of  conflagration  Mpmag 
From  the  South's  marble  cities ; — hushed,  'nadit 

cries 
That  tdd  the  Heavens  of  mortal  agoniei; 
But  gathering  ailent  strength,  to  wake  at  iaat, 
In  the  concentred  thunden  of  the  past! 

And  there,  perchance,  some  loiig-bewiUend 
mind, 
Tom  from  its  bwly  ^era,  its  path  confined 
Of  village-duties,  in  the  alpine  glen, 
YHiere  nature  cast  its  lot,  'midst  peasant-men ; 
Drawn  to  that  vortex,  whose  fierce  ruler  Uent 
The  earthquake-power  of  each  wild  element, 
To  lend  the  tide  which  bore  his  throne  on  high, 
One  impulse  mora  of  desperate  eneigy ; 
Might,  when  the  billow's  awful  rush  was  o'er, 
Which  tossed  its  wreck  upon  the  stann-best 

shore, 
Won  from  its  wanderings  past,  by  suflering  tried^ 
Searched  by  remorse,  by  anguish  purified, 
Have  fixed  at  length  its  troubled  hopes  and  fesn^ 
On  the  far  world,  seen  brightest  through  our  tesOi 
And  in  that  hour  of  triumph  or  de^[>air, 
Whose  secrots  all  must  learn — but  none  declaic, 
When,  of  the  things  to  come,  a  deeper  sense. 
Fills  the  dim  eye  of  trembling  penitence. 
Have  turned  to  him,  whose  bow  is  in  the  doo^ 
Around  life's  limits  gathering,  as  a  shroud;— 
The  fearful  mysteries  of  the  heart  who  knm, 
And,  by  the  tempest,  calls  it  to  repose  I 

Who  visited  that  death-bed  1— Who  can  tcO 
Its  brief,  sad  tale,  on  which  the  soul  might  dud, 
And  learn  immortal  lessons? — Who  beheU 
The  struggling  hope,  by  shame,  by  doubt  repefled- 
The  agony  of  prayer— the  bursting  teais— 
The  dark  remembrances  of  guilty  yean^ 
Crowding  upon  the  spirit  in  their  might  ?-^ 
He,  through  the  storm  who  looked,  and  there  wm 
light! 

That  scene  is  dosed! — that  wild,  tumdtaotf 
breast. 
With  all  iu  pangs  and  paanons,  is  at  rest! 
He  too  is  frdlen,  the  master-power  of  strife, 
Who  woke  those  ptanons  to  deliiiooi  fife; 
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,  prepared  a  brighter  ooum  to  run, 
eir  buoyant  pinions  to  the  san ! 
;lorioiit  hour  when  Spring  goes  forth, 
lieak  mountains  of  the  shadowy  Noith, 

one  radiant  glance,  one  magic  breath, 
1  things  lovely  from  the  sleep  of  death  j 
)  glad  voices  of  a  thousand  streams, 
their  bondage,  triumph  in  her  beams ! 
aee  hath  nobler  changes !  O'er  the  mind, 
Q  and  living  spirit  of  mankind, 
ince  breathes,  and  bids  the  blighted  heart, 
id  hope  from  desolation  start ! 

a  look,  diawlves  the  captive's  chain, 
with  beauty  widowed  homes  again ; 
he  mother,  in  her  closing  years, 
I  her  sons  once  more,  and  from  the  tears 
D  psst,  but  winning  purer  light, 
the  present  more  serenely  bright, 
its  that  influence  here.    From  dime  to 
ne, 

gliding  with  the  stream  of'  time, 
it  sproid,  borne  onwards,  as  a  breeze 
ling  on  its  wings,  o'er  isles  and  seas : 
leaven's  breath  called  forth,  with  genial 

dry  wand,  the  almond's  living  flower; 

■M  deep-felt  charm  in  secret  move 

!st  heart  to  gentle  deeds  of  love ; 

ind  its  pathway  nature  softly  glows, 

vide  desert  blossoms  as  the  rose. 

it  the  waste  lift  up  the  exulting  voice ! 

ir-echoing  solitudes  rejoice ! 

,  lone  moor !  where  no  blithe  reaper's  song 

ly  sped  the  summer-hours  along, 

ild  rivers,  from  each  mountain  so^noe, 

in  joy,  make  music  on  their  course  1 

kose  sole  records  of  existence  mar^ 

e  of  barbarous  rites,  in  ages  dark, 

ime  nameless  combat ;  Hope's  bright  eye 

sr  thee  in  the  light  of  prophecy ! 

thou  smile,  by  busy  culture  drest, 

rich  harvest  wave  upon  thy  breast  I 

thy  cottage-smoke,  at  dewy  mom, 

tlue  wreaths,  above  the  flowering  thorn, 

1st  thy  hamlet-shades,  the  embosomed  spire 

m  deep-kindling  heavens  their  earliest  fire. 

DO  that  hour  shall  bless,  the  balmy  doee 

fa  day,  the  herald  of  repose, 

athers  hearts  in  peace ;  while  social  mirth 

the  blaze  of  each  free  viUage-hearth ; 

asantrsongs  are  on  the  joyous  gales, 

ry  England's  vcnce  floats  up  from  all  her 

I. 

lere  sweeter  sounds ;  and  thou  shalt  hear 

o  Heaven's  iounortal  host  are  dear. 

yae  still  be  melody  on  earth, 

the  sacred  bowers  where  man  drew  birth, 

igel-steps  their  paths  rejoicing  trod, 

iir  tfembled  with  the  breath  of  God ; 


It  lives  in  those  soft  accents,  to  the  sky(7) 

Borne  from  the  lips  of  stainless  infancy. 

When  holy  strains,  from  life's  pure  fount  which 

sprung. 
Breathed  with  deep  reverence,  falter  on  its  tongue. 

And  such  shall  be  thy  music  when  the  cells, 
Where  guilt,  the  child  of  hopeless  misery,  JwellSf 
(And,  to  wild  strength  by  desperation  wrought, 
In  silence  broods  o'er  many  a  fearful  thought,) 
Resound  to  pity's  voice ;  and  childhood  thence, 
Ere  the  cold  blight  hath  reached  its  innocence, 
Ere  that  soft  rose-bloom  of  the  soul  be  fled. 
Which  vice  but  breathes  on,  and  its  hues  are  dead, 
Shall  af  the  call  press  forward,  to  be  made 
A  gbrious  offering,  meet  for  him,  who  said| 
"  Mercy  not  sacrifice  1"  and  when,  of  old, 
Clouds  of  rich  incense  from  his  altars  rolled, 
Dispersed  the  smoke  of  perfumes,  and  laid  bare 
The  heart's  deep  folds,  to  read  its  homage  there  I 

When  some  crowned  conqueror,  o'er  a  trampled 
worid, 
His  banner,  shadowing  nations,  hath  unfuried. 
And,  like  those  visitations  which  deform 
Nature  for  centuries,  hath  made  the  storm 
His  pathway  to  Dominion's  lonely  sphere, 
Silence  behind, — ^before  him,  flight  and  fear; 
When  kingdoms  rock  beneath  his  rushing  wheels. 
Till  each  far  isle  the  mighty  impulse  feels. 
And  earth  is  moulded  but  by  one  preud  will, 
And  sceptred  realms  wear  fetters,  and  are  sfill } 
Shall  the  free  soul  of  "song  bow  down  to  pay 
The  earthquake  homage  on  its  baleful  way  1 
Shall  the  glad  harp  send  up  exalting  strains, 
O'er  burning  dties  and  forsaken  plains  1 
And  shall  no  harmony  of  softer  dose, 
Attend  the  stream  of  mercy  as  it  flows, 
And,  mingling  with  the  music  of  its  wave, 
Bless  the  green  shores  its  gentle  currents  lave  1 

Oh !  there  are  loftier  themes,  for  him,  whose  eye* 
Have  searched  the  depths  of  life's  lealitieey 
Than  the  red  battle,  or  the  trophiol  car, 
Wheding  the  monarch-victor  ftst  and  fkr; 
There  are  more  noble  strains  from  those  which 

swell 
The  triumphs,  Ruins  may  suflice  to  tell  f 

Ye  Prophet-bards,  who  sat  in  elder  days 
Beneath  the  palms  of  Judah !  Ye,  whose  lays 
With  torrent  rapture,  from  their  source  on  high,  ' 
Burst  in  the  strength  of  immortality ! 
Oh !  not  alone,  those  haunted  groves  among. 
Of  conquering  hosts,  of  empires  crushed,  ye  sung^ 
But  of  that  Spirit,  destined  to  explore 
With  the  bright  day-spring  every  dktant  shore, 
To  dry  the  tear,  to  bind  the  broken  reed. 
To  make  the  home  of  peace  in  hearts  that  bleed ; 
With  beams  of  hope  to  pierce  the  dungeon's  gloom| 
And  pour  eternal  starlight  o'er  the  tomb ! 

And  blessed  and  hallowed  be  itshaunts !  for  there 
Hath  man's  high  soul  been  mcisedfnR&^Mi^M&Nr^ 
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There  hath  the  mmiortal  ipark  for  Heaven  been 

nimed,-^ 
Theie  from  the  rock  the  iprings  of  life  have  harM, 
Ctnenchlees  and  pure !  and  holy  thoughta,  that  riw, 
Wann  fhxn  the  source  of  haman  syinpathiefl, — 
Whero'er  ite  path  of  radiance  may  be  traced, 
Shall  find  their  temple  in  the  ailent  waete. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  173,  od.  1. 
ftfli  Ite  die  ealmi  ofTora,  an  luddy  piled: 

In  MMoe  parts  (^  Dartmoor  the  fiir&ee  if  thickly 
■trowed  with  stones,  which,  in  many  in^ances,  ap- 
pear to  have  been  collected  into  pike,  on  the  tops 
of  prominent  hillocks,  as  if  in  imitation  of  the  na- 
tnral  Ton.  The  Stone-b^rrowt  of  Dartmoor  r»- 
•emble  the  Cairns  of  the  Cheviot  and  (Grampian 
hills,  and  those  in  ComwalL— See  Cooke'9  Tbpo- 
graphioal  Survey  qf  Devonthin, 

Note3,pacel73»col.S. 
And  the  roda  •Roir'a  tatfb  rmsiss  10  laH 

Ftint  arrow-heads  have  oocaskmally  been  found 
vpon  Dartmoor. 

Note  3,  page  173,  ool.  3. 

The  chieftain's  pewef^-they  had  no  bard,  and  died. 

YizAro  fortes  ante  Agamemnona 
MqM:  Sed  orones  illachrymabiles 


Uigentur,  ignoCtqae  lang& 
Nocte,  carentqnta  vate 
"  They  had  no  Poet,  and  they 

Pope'9  ftramUtim. 

• 

Note  4,  page  173,  ooL  9. 

Ihen  aMndi  an  ahar  of  nnacalpumd  aMaa 

On  the  east  of  Dartmoor,  an  some  Dnikfical  IS- 
mains,  one  of  which  is  a  CrDmlecfa,  whose  Chm 
rough  pillars  of  granita  support  a  puudennii  table- 
stone,  and  form  a  kind  of  lai;ge,  incguhr  tripod. 

Note  5^  page  173,  coL  9L 

Bade  the  red  cabiKflnB  Uaae  ftom  avwy  haiihL 

In  some  of  the  Druid  festivals,  fires  were  |ghl- 
ed  on  all  the  cairns  and  eminences  aioaBd,by 
priests^  carrying  sacrad  torohee.  All  the  hoiM- 
hdd  fires  were  prevkmsly  ettingoished,  and  thm 
who  wen  thought  worthy  of  such  a  privStge,  w«i 
allowed  to  relight  them  vrith  a  flamii^timd,M» 
died  al  the  consecrated  eaim-lin. 

Note  6,  page  174,  ooL  1. 

T  wae  than  ths  eaidveeof  BHtaaaia^  WK. 

The  French  prisoners,  taken  in  the  win  with 
Napoleon,  wen  confined  in  a  dspdC  oo  Daitiimx. 

Note  7,  page  175,  coL  9L 
It  lltee  In  thoae  eoft  aoeenti^  to  the  aky. 

In  allusion  to  a  plan  for  the  erection  of  a  givt 
national  school-house  on  Dartmoor,  where  it  wm 
proposed  to  educate  the  children  of  convicts. 


Sfir  jneetiwii  of  nrnlUce  ann  mtutt 

ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  CARRON. 

A.PBIZE  POEH 


The  Scottish  historians  describe  their  hero, 
after  the  battle  of  Falkirk,  by  his  military  talents 
and  presence  of  mind,  preserving  the  troops  under 
bii  own  command,  and  retreating  leisurely  and  in 
good  Older,  akmg  the  banks  of  the  little  river 
Carran,  which  protected  him  firom  the  enemy. 
They  add,  that  Robert  Bruce*  appeared  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river,  and  soon  distinguishing 
the  mijestio  figun  of  WalUoe,  he  called  out  to 
him,  and  desired  a  oonferonoe.  They  represent 
the  Scottish  hero  as  sefadng  thii  opportunity  to 
awaken  the  feelings  of  patriotism  in  the  youthful 
mind  of  Bruce;  as  appealing  to  him  in  behalf  of 

*  Mot  Botat  Ikaos,  afterwaidi  kii«  ef  Soodaod,  hot  hto 


his  country,  and  describhig  her  oppressed  ililii 
as  the  consequence  of  being  deserted  by  tho« 
whom  nature  and  fortune  had  pointed  out,  asM 
fitted  by  birth  and  character  to  maintain  the  n* 
tional  independence.  The  enthusiasm  ef  tki 
speaker  is  said  to  have  made  a  deep  impveafan  €i 
Bruce,  who  firom  that  time  repented  of  hii  a- 
gagements  with  Edward,  and  aecietiy  dt^fftH-* 
to  seize  the  first  opportunity  of  aidhig  the 
of  his  native  oountiy. 


Tbk  mom  nee  brighten 
Wild  Caledonia's  claaric  ground, 
Where  tlie  bold  sons  of  other  days 
Won  their  high  feme  in  Osrian'b  laye, 
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— ^bat  noC  till  Canon't  tide 

otDMn  blood  was  darkly  dyed. 

Qom  raee  bright,  and  heard  the  ciy 

eznkiiig  hosts  od  high, 

r  the  white-crosi  banner  float 

rang  each  clansman'i  gathering  note) 

dark  plumes  and  serried  spears 

and's  daring  mountaineers, 

i£e  with  hope,  they  stood 

lieir  fieedom  with  their  blood. 

onset  shone,  to  guide  the  flying, 

m  a  fiuewell  to  the  dying! 

uner-moon  on  Falkirk's  field, 

upon  eyes  in  sliunber  sealed; 

lo^,  not  to  pass  away, 

peaks  another  morning's  ray, 

iah  when  the  trampet's  Toice 

ent  hearts  again  n^oioe: 

mbeam's  gbWj  what  clarion's  bieath 

ae  the  still,  coU,  sleep  of  Death  1 

1  in  Seotland's  bkiod-etained  plaid, 

her  moontain-warrion  laid ; 
D,  on  that  proud  soil,  whose  mould 
Bt.wlth  heroes'  dnst  of  old, 
irdcd  by  the  firee  and  brave, 
the  Roman  but  a  gravel 
ey  fell — ^yet  with  them  died 
rrior's  hope,  the  leader's  pride, 
hey  fell— that  mar^  host— 

the  land's  high  soul,  is  k»L 
I  the  slain  1  ihey  calmly  sleep, 
their  bleeding  country  weep  *, 
ots,  of  EngUnd's  triumph  telling, 
ot  their  dark  and  rilent  dwelling ; 
n,  snrriving  to  bequeath 
ns  the  choke  of  chains  or  death| 
e  the  slumbcfw's  lowly  bier, 
ing  glance, — ^but  not  a  tear. 
I,  the  fearless  and  the  fiee, 
KnightofEUersUe! 
il-spirit,  fefmed  to  bow 
tonus  are  gathering,  clouds  thy  brow, 
e  of  fear,  or  weak  despair, 
rith  indignant  sorrow  there. 

which  streams  on  yon  red  field, 
itland's  ck>ven  helm  and  shield, 
not  there  alone,  toshed 
leas  beauty  o'er  the  dead, 
ere  smooth  Carron's  rippfing  wave, 
ear  that  death-bed  of  the  brave, 

all  the  midnight  scene, 
rightly  on  thy  bfty  mien. 
Jier  beanM,  O  Patriot!  shine 
Dommanding  glance  of  thine, 
er  lif  ht  hath  filled  thine  eye. 


flame  divine 
heart  a  shrine! 


fimntlie 
tUiit 


Thy  voice  a  Prophet's  tone  hath  wdli, 
The  grandeur  Freedom  lends  her  son; 
Thy  bearing,  a  resistlese  power. 
The  ruling  genius  of  the  hour; 
And  he,  yon  Chief|  with  mien  of  pride. 
Whom  Carron's  waves  firam  thee  divide, 
Whose  haughty  gesture  fain  would  seek 
To  veil- the  thoughts  that  blanch  his  cheek. 
Feels  his  reluctant  mind  controlled 
By  thine,  of  more  heroic  mould; 
Though,  struggling  all  in  vain  to  war 
With  that  high  mind*s  ascendant  star, 
He,  with  a  conqueror's  scornful  eye. 
Would  mock  the  name  of  Liberty. 

—Heard  ye  the  Patriot's  awful  voice  1 
"  Proud  Victor!  in  thy  feme  rejoice! 
Hast  thou  not  seen  thy  brethren  slain, 
The  harvest  of  thy  battle-plain, 
And  bathed  thy  sword  in  blood,  whose  spot 
Eternity  shall  cancel  noti 
Rejoice  1 — with  sounds  of  wild  lament, 
O'er  her  dark  deaths  and  mountains  sent, 
With  dying  moan  and  dirge's  wail, 
Thy  ravaged  country  bids  thee  hail! 
Rejoice ! — while  yet  exulting  cries 
From  England's  conquering  hoet  arise 
And  strains  of  choral  triumph  tell, 
Her  royal  Slave  hath  fought  too  welL 
Oh !  dark  the  ckxids  of  wo  that  rest 
Brooding  o'er  Scotland's  mountain-erest ; 
Her  shield  is  cleft,  her  banner  torn, 
O'er  martyred  chiefe  her  daughten  mourn; 
And  not  a  breeie,  but  wafts  the  sound 
Of  wailing  throqgh  the  land  around. 
Yet'  deem  not  thou,  till  life  depart. 
High  hope  shall  leave  the  patriot's  beaiC, 
Or  courage,  to  the  storm  Inured, 
Or  stem  resolve,  by  woes  matured, 
Oppoee,  to  Fate's  severest  hour, 
Less  than  unconquerable  power. 
No!  though  the  orbs  of  heaven  expire, 
Thine^  Freedom!  is  a  quenchless  fire! 
And  wo  to  him  whose  might  woukl  dare 
The  energies  of  My  despair! 
No! — when  thy  chain,  O  Bmoe!  is  east 
O'er  thy  land's  chaiteied  mountain-blast, 
Then  in  my  yiekiing  soul  shall  die 
The  glorious  feith  of  Liberty!" 

"  WUd  hopesl  o'er  dreamer's  mind  that  rise," 
With  haughty  Ungh,  the  Conqueror  cries, 
(Yet  his  dark  cheek  is  flushed  with  shtfme, 
And  his  eye  filled  with  troubled  flame;) 
*' Vain,  brief  illuamni!  doomed  to  fly 
England's  red  path  of  victoiy ! 
Is  not  her  swoid  unmatched  in  might  1 
Uer  course,  a  torrent  in  the  fightl 
The  terror  of  her -name  gone  ferth 
Wide  o'er  tha  regions  of  the  North  1 
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Far  hence,  'midst  other  heaths  and  anilwa    . 
Must  Freedom's  footstep  now  repose. 
And  thon,  in  lofty  dreams  elate, 
Enthusiast !  strive  no  more  with  Fate  1 
'T  is  vain — the  land  is  lost  and  won — 
Sheathed  be  the  sword,  its  task  is  done. 
Where  are  the  Chiefs  who  stood  with  thee, 
First  in  the  battles  of  the  finee  1 
The  firm  in  heart;  in  spirit  highl 
— They  sought  yon  fatal  field  to  die. 
Each  step  of  Edward's  conquering  host 
Hath  left  a  grave  on  Scotland's  coast." 

''Vassal  of  EngUndl  yes,  a  grave, 
Where  sleep  the  faithful  and  the  brave; 
And  who  the  glory  would  resign 
Of  death  like  theirs,  for  life  like  thinel 
They  slumber — and  the  stranger's  tread 
May  spurn  thy  country's  noble  dead; 
Yet,  on  the  land  they  loved  so  well, 
Still  shall  their  burning  spirit  dwell. 
Their  deeds  shall  hallow  minstrel's  theme, 
Their  image  rise  on  warrior's  dream, 
Their  names  be  inspiration's  breath. 
Kindling  high  hope,  and  scorn  of  death, 
Till  bursts,  iomiortal  from  the  tomb. 
The  flame  that  shall  avenge  their  doom! 
This  is  no  land  for  chains— away! 
O'er  softer  climes  let  tyrants  sway ! 
Think'st  thou  the  mountain  and  the  stotm 
Their  hardy  sons  for  bondage  forml 
Doth  our  stem  wintry  blast  instil 
Submission  to  a  Despot's  willl 
— No!  we  were  cast  in  other  mould 
Than  theirs,  by  lawless  power  oontioUed. 
The  nurture  of  our  bitter  sky 
Calls  forth  resisting  energy. 
And  the  wild  fastnesses  are  ours, 
The  rocks  with  their  eternal  towers! 
The  soul  to  struggle  and  to  dare. 
Is  mingled  with  our  northern  air, 
And  dust  beneath  our  soil  is  lying, 
Of  those  who  died  for  fame  undying. 
Tread*st  thou  that  soil,  and  can  it  be 
No  loftier  thought  is  roused  in  thee 
Doth  no  high  feeting  proudly  start 
From  slumber  in  thine  inmost  heart? 
No  secret  voice  thy  bosom  thrill, 
For  thine  own  Scotland  pleading  still? 
Oh !  wake  thee  yet!  indignant  claim 
A  nobler  fate,  a  purer  fame. 
And  cast  to  earth  thy  fetters  liven, 
And  take  thine  offered  crown  firom  Heaven! 
Wahi4  in  that  high  majestic  k)t, 
May  the  dark  past  be  all  forgot. 
And  Scotland  shall  forgive  the  field, 
Where  with  her  blood  thy  shame  was  sealed. 
E'en  I, — though  on  that  fatal  plidn 
Lies  my  heart's  t>rother  with  the  slain, 


Though,  reft  of  his  henic  worth. 
My  spirit  dwells  alone  on  earth, 
And  when  all  other  giief  is  past, 
Must  tkia  be  cherished  to  the  last  ;^- 
Will  lead  thy  battles,  guard  thy  tlmne, 
With  faith  unspotted  as  his  own, 
Nor  in  thy  noon  of  fame  recall,  • 

Wfiose  was  the  guilt  that  wrought  his  fJL" 

Still  dost  thou  hear  in  stem  disdain 
Are  Fredom's  warning  accents  vaini 
No,  royal  Bruce  1  within  thy  breast 
Wakes  each  high  thought,  too  hog  sup|weil, 
And  thy  heart's  noblest  feelings  live. 
Blent  in  that  suppliant  word — "Fargntl 
Forgive  the  wrongs  to  Scotland  donel 
Wallace  I  thy  fairest  palm  is  won; 
And  kindling  at  my  country's  shrine. 
My  soul  hath  caught  a  spark  of  thine. 
Oh!  deem  not,  in  the  proudest  hour 
Of  triumph  and  exulting  power, 
Deem  not  the  light  of  peace  could  find 
A  home  within  my  troubled  mind. 
Conflicts  by  mortal  eye  unseen. 
Dark,  silent,  secret,  there  have  been, 
Known  but  to  Him,  whoee  glance  can  tnee 
Thought  to  its  deepest  dwelling-plaoe. 
— 'T  is  past,  and  on  my  native  share 
I  tread,  a  rebel  son  no  more. 
Too  blest,  if  yet^my  lot  may  be. 
In  glory's  path  to  foUow  thee; 
If  tears,  by  late  repentance  poured, 
May  lave  the  blood-stains  from  my  swori" 

— ^Far  other  tears,  O  Wallace!  rise 
From  thy  heart's  fountain  to  thine  eyes, 
Bright,  hcily,  and  unchecked  they  spring, 
While  thy  voice  falters,  "Hail!  myKingl 
Be  every  vnong,  by  memory  traced. 
In  this  fiill  tide  of  joy  effaced! 
Hail!  and  rejoice!  thy  race  shaO  claim 
An  heritage  of  deathless  fiune. 
And  Scotland  shall  arise  at  length, 
Majestic  in  triumphant  strength, 
An  eagle  of  the  rock,  than  won 
A  way,  through  tempests,  to  the  sun. 
Nor  scorn  the  visions,  wildly  grand, 
The  prophet-spirit  of  thy  hud  1 
By  torrrent  wave,  in  desert  Mast, 
Those  visions  o'er  my  thoughts  havepsaed, 
Where  mountain-vapours  darkly  roll, 
That  spirit  hath  possessed  my  soul. 
And  shadowy  forms  have  met  mine  eye. 
The  beings  of  futurity; 
And  a  deep  voice  of  years  to  be, 
Hath  told  that  Scotland  shall  be  fine. 

*'  He  comes!  exult,  thou  Sire  of  Kii^! 
From  thee  the  Chie^  the  Avfliger  spriogi! 
Far  o'er  the  land  he  oomes  to  aafv, 
His  baonen  in  their  gbiy  wave. 
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fii'i  tbomand  harpa  awake 

od  heath,  by  rtream  and  lake, 

the  ttndne  that  tu  around 

roud  name  of  Bruce  resound. 

)ut  whereibre  now  recall 

rpered  omene  of  my  &111 

ae  not  in  mysterious  gloom, 

is  no  bondage  in  the  tomb  I 

loul's  world  no  tyrant  reigns, 

1  abne  for  man  hath  chains ! 

lugb  I  perish  ere  the  hour 

ntland's  irengeance  wakes  in  power, 

IT  her,  my  blood  shall  stain 

or  scaffold  not  in  Tain. 

to  efforts  more  sublime, 

se  the  spirit  of  her  clime, 

M  noontide  of  her  lot, 

\xj  shall  foi^get  me  not  I" 


a  forgot  1  and  hath  thy  worth 
its  glory  passed  from  Earth? 
ith  the  brave,  whose  names  belong 
igh  sanctity  of  song, 
1  our  reverence  to  Qontrol, 
Bd  in  sunbeams  on  the  souL 
Vallace !  while  the  heart  hath  still 
B  a  generous  thought  can  thrill, 
outh's  warm  tears  are  yet  the  meed 
r's  death,  or  hero's  deed, 
^htly  live,  from  age  to  age, 
itiy's  proudest  heritage. 


'Midst  her  grsen  vales  thy  fiune  is  dwelling, 
Thy  deeds  her  mountain-winds  are  telling, 
Thy  memory  speaks  in  torrent-wave, 
Thy  itep  hath  hallowed  rock  and  cave ; 
And  cold  the  wanderer's  heart  must  be, 
That  holds  no  converse  there  with  thee. 

Yet,  Scotland !  to  thy  champion's  shade. 
Still  are  thy  grateful  rites  delayed. 
From  lands  of  old  renown,  o'enpread 
With  proud  memorials  of  the  dead, 
The  trophied  urn,  the  breathing  bust, 
The  pillar,  guarding  noble  dust, 
The  shrine,  where  art  and  genius  high 
Have  laboured  for  Eternity  t— 
The  stranger  comes,^— his  eye  explores 
The  wilds  of  thy  majestic  shores, 
Yet  vainly  seeks  one  native  stone. 
Raised  to  the  hero  all  thine  own. 

Land  of  bright  deeds  and  minstrel  kvel 
Withhold  the  guerdon  now  no  more! 
On  some  bokl  hdght  of  awful  form, 
Stem  eyrie  of  the  cloud  and  storm, 
SubUmely  mingling  with  the  skies^ 
Bid  the  proud  Cenotaph  arise ! 
Not  to  record  the  name  that  thrills 
Thy  soul,  the  watch-word  of  thy  hills ; 
Not  to  assert  with  needless  claim, 
The  bright /or  ever  of  its  fiune ; 
But,  in  the  ages  yet  untold. 
When  our9  shall  be  the  days  of  okl, 
To  rouse  high  hearts,  and  speak  thy  pride 
In  him,  for  thee  who  lived  and  died. 

1819. 


Sfie  ]U0t  ^onutunilnt. 


Hum  Miivnt  DoUy, 

When  heons  of  Marner  iUiff  periiaps  had  sunk : 

And  o'er  thy  (kll,  if  It  be  BO  decfeed. 

Good  men  will  moam,  and  brave  men  win  abed  tean. 

Fiune  I  look  not  fbr, 

But  to  natain,  in  Heaven's  all-eeelng  eye, 
Before  TOJ  feUow  men,  in  mine  own  sight, 
With  graceful  rlrtue  and  Iwooming  pride, 
The  dignity  and  honour  of  a  man. 
Thos  stationed  aa  I  am,  I  wiU  do  an 
That  man  may  da 

Afwa  BaiUitf9  OonaUaUb^  Palmobgue. 


I. 
ires  grew  pale  on  Rome's  deserted  shrines, 
dim  grot  the  Pythia's  voke  had  died ; 
ut,  for  the  City  of  the  Gonstantines, 
ising  City  of  the  biUow-side, 
;ity  of  tip  CrossI— great  Ocean's  bride, 
led  from  her  birth  she  sprung!— Ldiag 
|es  passed, 
tin  sbe  k)oked  in  gfory  o'er  the  tide, 


Which  at  her  feet  Baibtne  riches  cast, 
Poured  by  the  bonung  East,  all  joyously  and  fitst 

a  .  . 

Long  ages  passed  I— they  left  her  porphyry  halls 
Still  trod  by  kingly  footsteps.    Gems  acnd  gold 
Brddered  her  mantle,  and  her  castled  walls 
Frowned  in  their  stiength ;  yet  there  were  flgsi 
which  told 
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The  dayi  were  iull.    The  pore  high  fidth  of  old 
Was  changed ;  and  on  her  silken  couch  of  sleep 
She  lay,  and  murmured  if  a  rose-leaf's  fold 
Disturbed  her  dreams ;  and  called  her  slayes  to 
keep 
Their  watch,  that  no  rode  sound  mighft  leach  her 
o*^  the  deep^ 

III. 

But  there  an  sounds  that  firom  the  regal  dwell- 
ing 
Free  hearts  and  fearless  only  may  exclude ; 
'Tis  not  akme  the  wind  at  midnight  swelling, 
Breaks  on  the  soft  repose  by  Luxury  wooed! 
There  are  unbidden  footsteps,  which  intrude 
Where  the  lamps  glitter,  and  the  wine-cup  flows, 
And  darker  hues  have  stained  the  marble, 

strewed 
With  the  fiesh  myrtle,  and  the  short-lived  rose, 
And  Parian  walls  have  rung  to  the  dread  march 
oflbes. 

IV. 

A  voice  of  multitudes  b  on  the  breeae, 
Remote,  yet  solemn  as  the  night-storm's  roar 
Through  Ida's  giant-pines  1  Across  the  seas 
A  murmur  comes,  like  that  the  deep  winds  bore 
From  Tempe's  haunted  river  to  the  shore 
Of  the  reed-crowned  Eurotas;  when,  of  old, 
Dark  Asia  sent  her  battle-myriads  o'er 
Th'  indignant  wave  which  would  not  be  con- 
trolled, 
But,  past  the  Persian's  chain,  in  boundless  fireedom 
rolled. 

And  it  is  thus  again !— Swift  otn  are  dashing 

The  parted  waters,  and  a  light  b  cast 

On  their  white  foam-wreaths,  fiom  the  sudden 

flashing 
Of  Tartar  spears,  whose  ranks  are  tKic^Sng 

fast. 
There  swells  a  savage  trumpet  on  the  blast, 
A  music  of  the  deserts,  wild  and  deep, 
Wakening  strange  echoes  as  the  shores  are  past 
Where  low  'midst  Dion's  dust  her  conqueron 

sleep, 
O'ershadowing  with  high  names  each  mde  s^miI- 

chralheap. 

VI. 

War  fiom  the  West  I— the  snows  on  Thiadan 

hiOs 
Are  kxMod  by  Spring's  warm  breath;  yet  o'er 

the  lands 
Which  Hsmus  girds,  the  ehainleas  wMMmfa>«n 

rills 
'  Pour  down  less  swiftly  than  the  Moslem  bands. 
War  firam  the  East  l^'midst  Araby's  kMie  sands, 


More  bnely  now  the  few  bright  fonaaitM  maybe, 
While  Ismael's  bow  is  bent  in  warrior-handi 
Against  the  Gk>lden  City  of  the  sea :(!) 
-Oh !  for  a  soul  to  fiie  thy  dust  Thermopjla! 

VII. 

Hear  yet  again,  ye  mighty ! — Where  are  they. 
Who,  with  their  gvsen  Olympic  garlands  odwd- 

Leaped  up  in  proudly  beautUul  array, 
As  to  a  banquet  gathering,  at  the  souad 
Of  Persia's  clarion  i — ^Far  and  joyous  roond. 
From  the  pine-forests,  and  the  mountain-ttoin, 
And  the  low  sylvan  valleys,  to  the  bound 
Of  the  bright  waves,  at  Freedom's  voies  Ihay 

rose! 
-Hath  it  no  thrilling  tone  to  break  the  tcnb'i  n- 
posel 

vin. 

They  slumber  with  their  swords !— The  olivi 

shades 
In  vain  are  whispering  their  immoftal  takl 
In  vain  the  spirit  of  the  past  pervades 
The  soft  winds  breathing  through  each  Qrociin 

vale, 
— ^Yet  must  thou  wake,  though  all  unaimedsnd 

pale. 
Devoted  Cityl— Lol  the  Moslem's  spear, 
Red  from  its  vintage,  at  thy  gatee;  Us  sail 
Upon  thy  waves,  his  trumpet  in  thine  ear! 
-Awake  and  summon  those,  who  yet,  pochanoe^ 

may  hear! 

IX. 

Be  hushed,  thou  fiunt  and  foebia  voice  of  weep- 
ing! 
Lift  ye  the  banner  of  the  Cross  on  high, 
And  call  on  chiefr  whose  noble  stres  are  sleeping 
In  their  proud  graves  of  sainted  chivahy. 
Beneath  the  palms  and  cedars,  where  they  qgh 
To  Syrian  gales  I — ^The  sons  of  each  brave  lim^ 
From  their  baronial  halls  shall  hear  your  cry. 
And  sei»  the  arms  which  flashed  round  Sakm^ 
shrine. 

And  wield  for  yon  the  swords  onoe  waved  for  Pa- 
lestine I 


All  still,  all  voiceless ; — and  the  biUows  rosr 
Abne  replies! — Alike  their  soul  is  gooe^ 
Who  shared  thefunersl  foast  on  GSta's  eho0^ 
And  theirt,  that  o'er  the  field  of  Aacakm 
Swelled  the  crusader's  hymn  I^Then  gild  thoo 

on 
Thine  annooi.  Eastern  Clnesnl  and  meet  tbs 

hoar. 
Which  waits  thee  ere  the  day^s  fiwoe  wok  it 

done^ 
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.  itmog  haait ;  w  may  thy  heliiiet  tower 
9d  through  the  stonn,  for  genexous  hope 
power  I 

XI. 

ger  not, — array  thy  men  of  might ! 
ofea,  the  seas  are  peopled  with  thy  foee. 
bzoogh  thy  cypreaa  groves  are  gleaming 
gfat, 

e  dark  hnntamen  of  the  wild,  repoie 
!i  the  ihadowy  marble  porticoee 
proud  TiUas.    Nearer  and  more  near, 
I  thy  walls  the  sons  of  battle  close ; 
oar,  each  moment,  hath  its  sound  of  fear, 
B  deep  grafe  alone  is'chartered  not  to  hear. 

XII, 

bring  wine,  bring  odours  to  the  sliade,(3) 
the  tall  pine  and  poplar  blend  on  high  I 
oses,  exquisite,  but  soon  to  fade ! 
every  brief  delight, — since  we  must  die! 
he  hour,  degenerate  Greeks!  gone  by, 
ist  in  Tine-wreathed  bower,  or  pillared 

1; 

Muns  the  toveh  beueath  yon  fiery  sky, 
ep  and  hoUow  is  the  tambour's  call, 
I  the  startled  hand  th'  untasted  cup  will 

L 


XIII. 

l^ht,  the  glorious  oriental  night, 
Mt  the  silence  of  her  purple  heaven, 
ts  dear  stars!  The  red  artillery's  light, 
rt  her  worlds  of  tranquil  splendour  driven, 
still  firmament's  expanse  hath  given 
fierce  glare,  wheron  each  dififand  tower 
Rrildly  fcrth ;  and  now  the  air  is  riven 
lunder-burstS)  and  now  dull  smoke-clouds 
rw, 

be  gentle  moon,  in  her  moat  hallowed 
ir. 

XIV. 

from  the  waters,  sounds  upon  the  earth, 
in  the  air,  of  battle!  Yet  with  these 
is  mingling,  whose  deep  tones  give  birth 
th  and  Courage !  From  luxurious  ease 
nt  few  have  started !  O'er  the  seas^ 
le  Seven  Towers,(3)  their  banner  waves 

ope  is  whispering  in  the  joyous  breeie, 
plays  amidst  its  folds.    That  voice  vras 

Ml 

on  that  band,  devoted  Constantino. 


one  thy  parent  1  Didst  thou  catch  from 
B  that  fives  in  thine  undaunted eyel 


— That  city  of  the  throne  and  sepulchre 
Hath  given  proud  lessons  bow  to  reign  and  die! 
Heir  of  the  Cssars !  did  that  lineage  high, 
Which,  as  a  triumph  to  the  grave,  hath  passed 
With  its  long  march  of  sceptred  imagery  ,(4) 
Th'  heroic  mantle  o'er  thy  spirit  cast? 
— Thou!  of  an  eagle-race  the  noblest  and  the  last! 

XVI 

Vain  dreams !  upon  that  spirit  hath  descended 
Light  from  the  living  Fountain,  whence  each 

thought 
Springs  pure  and  holy !  In  that  eye  is  blended 
A  spark,  with  Earth's   triumphal  memories 

fraught, 
And  far  within,  a  deeper  meaning,  caught 
From  worlds  unseen.    A  hope,  a  lofty  trust, 
Whose  resting-plaoe  on  buoyant  wing  is  sought 
(Though  through  its  veil,  seen  daridyfrom  the 

dust,) 
In  realms  where  Time  no  more  hath  power  upon 
the  just. 

XVII. 

Those  wer«  proud  days,  when  on  the  battle  plain. 
And  in  the  sun's  bright  face,  and  'midst  th'  array 
Of  awe-etruck  hosts,  and  cirded  by  the  slain, 
The  Roman  cast  his  glittering  midl  away,(5) 
And,  while  a  silence,  as  of  midnight,  lay 
O'er  breathless  thousands,  at  his  voice  who  start- 
ed, 
Called  on  the  unseen,  terrific  powers  that  sway 

The  heights,  the  depths,  the  shades ;  then,  fear- 
less-hearted. 
Girt  on  his  robe  of  death,  and  for  the  grave  departed. 

XVIII. 

But  then,  around  him  as  the  javelins  rushed, 
From  earth  to  heaven  swelled  up  the  loud  acclaim ; 
And,  ere  his  heart's  Ust  free  libation  gushed. 
With  a  bright  smile  the  warrior  caught  his  name, 
Far-floating  on  the  winds !  And  Victory  came, 
And  made  the  hour  of  that  immortal  deed 
A  life,  in  fiery  feeling!  Valour's  aim 
Had  sought  no  loftier  guerdon.    Thus  to  bleed, 
Was  to  be  Rome's  high  star ! — He  died — and  had 
his  meed. 


But  praise — and  dearer,  holier  praise,  be  theirs, 
Who,  in  the  stillness  and  the  solitude 
Of  hearts  pressed  earthwards  by  a  vreightof  cares, 
UncbeeredbyFame'sproudhope,th'etherealfood 
Of  restless  energies,  and  only  viewed 
By  Him  whose  eye,  from  his  eternal  throne, 
Is  on  the  soul's  dark  places ;  have  subdued 
And  vowed  themselves,  with  stiength  till  tben 
unknown. 
To  some  high  maityt-tadL,  m  imcixK  ix^iikK*« 


i 
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^  XX. 

Theirs  be  the  bright  and  sacred  naqies  enshrined 
Far  in  the  bosom  !  for  their  deeds  belong, 
Not  to  the  gorgeous  faith  which  charmed  mankind 
With  its  rich  pomp  of  festival  and  song, 
Garland  and  shrine^and  incense-bearing  throng; 
But  to  that  Spint,  hallowing,  as  it  tries 
Man's  hidden  soul  in  whispers,  yet  more  strong 
Than  storm  or  earthquake's  voice;  for  thence  uiae 
All  that  mysterious  world's  unseen  sublimities. 

XXI. 

Well  might  iky  name,  brave  Constantine !  awake 
Such  thought,  such  feeling ! — But  the  scene  again 
Bursts  on  my  vision,  as  the  day-beams  break 
Through  the  red  sulphurous  mists :  the  camp, 

the  plain, 
The  ternced  palaces,  the  dome-capt  fane. 
With  its  bright  cross  fixed  high  in  crowning  grace; 
Spears  on  the  ramparts,  galleys  on  the  main, 
And,  circling  all  with  arms,  that  turbaned  race, 
The  sun,  the  desert,  stamped  in  each  dark,  haugh- 
ty face. 

XXII. 

Shout,  ye  seven  hills!  Lo!  Christian  pennons 

streaming 
Red  o'er  the  waters  !(6)  Hail,  deliverers,  hail. 
Along  your  billowy  wake  the  radiance  gleaming. 
Is  Hope's  own  smile !    They  crowd  the  swell- 
ing sail, 
On,  with  the  foam,  the  sun-beam,  and  the  gale, 
Borne,  as  a  victor's  car  1    The  batteries  pour 
Their  clouds  and  thunders ;  but  the  rolling  veil 
Of  smoke  floats  up  th'  exulting  winds  before ! 
—And  oh  I  the  glorious  burst  of  that  bright  sea 
and  shore  I 

XXIII. 

The  rocks,  waves,  ramparts,  Europe's,  Asia's 

coast, 
All  thronged  I  one  theatre  for  kingly  war ! 
A  monarch  girt  with  his  Barbaric  host, 
Points  o'er  the  beach  his  flashing  scjrmetar  I 
Dark  tribes  are  tossing  javelins  from  afar. 
Hands  waving  banners  o'er  each  battlement, 
Decks,  with  their  serried  guns,  arrayed  to  bar 
The  promised  aid ;  but  hark !  a  shout  is  sent 
Up  from  the  noble  barks ! — the  Moslem  line  is  rent ! 

XXIV. 
On,  on  through  rushing  flame,  and  arrowy  show- 

The  welcome  prows  have  cleft  their  rapid  way. 
And,  with  the  shadows  of  the  vesper-hour. 
Furled  their  white  sails,  and  anchored  in  the  bay. 
Then  were  the  streets  with  song  and  torch-&e 


Then  the  Greek  wines  flowed  mantimy  in  ths 

light 
Of  festal  halls; — and  there  was  joy  !~the  nj 
Of  dying  eyes,  a  moment  wildly  bright, 
The  sunset  of  the  soul,  ere  lost  to  mortal  m^ ' 

XXV. 

For,  vain  that  feeble  niccour !    Day  b^  ('  v 
Th'  imperial  towers  are  crumbliii^  tsd  Uki 

sweep 
Of  the  vast  engines,  in  their  oeasefesi  phy, 
Comes  powerful  as  when  Heaven  onbbdi  tbe 

deep! 
—Man's  heart  is  mightier  than  the  cutbd  itefs 
Yet  will  it  sink  when  earthly  hope  is  ikd ; 
Man's  thoughts  work  darkly  in  such  boon,  knd 

sleep 
Fttes  far ;  and  in  their  mien,  the  waDs  whotieM^ 
Things,  by  the  brave  untold,  may  fearfully  be  md ! 

XXVI. 

It  was  a  sad  and  solemn  task  to  hold 
Their  midnight-watch  on  that  beleaguered  wiQ! 
As  the  sea-wave  beneath  the  bastions  rolbd, 
A  sound  of  fate  was  in  its  rise  and  frU ! 
The  heavy  clouds  were  as  an  empire's  pdl, 
The  giant-shadows  of  each  tower  and  friw 
Lay  Uke  the  grave's ;  a  k>w,  mysterioos  call 
Breathed  in  the  wind,  and  from  the  tented  pfaia 
A  voice  of  omens  rose,  with  each  wild  martial  itrua 

XXVII. 
For  they  might  catch  the  Arab  charger's  Mfb* 

The  Thracian  drum,  the  Tartar's  drowqr  idd{; 
Might  almost  hear  the  soMan's  banner  swtjinf, 
The  watch-word   muttered    in  some  euton 

tongue. 
Then  flashed  the  gun's  terrific  light  akog 
The  marble  streeU,  all  stillnets— not  rqpoie; 
And  boding  thoughts  came  o'er  them,  dark  tad 

strong; 
For  heaven,  earth,  air,  speak  auguries  to  thist 
Who  see  their  numbered  hours  frurt  presng  loth* 
ck)se. 

XXVIII. 

But  strength  is  from  the  mightiest!   Tbof  » 

one 
Still  in  the  breach  and  on  the  rampart  seen, 
Whose  cheek  shows  paler  with  c»eh  moniioi 

sun. 
And  tells  in  sUence,  how  the  night  bath  been, 
In  kingly  halls,  a  vigil :  yet  serenft, 
The  ray  set  deep  within  his  thoughtful  eye, 
And  there  is  that  in  his  collected  mien, 
To  which  the  hearts  of  noble  men  reply. 
With  fires,  partaking  not  this  frame's  moitaliljl 
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XXIX. 

ill  it  not  of  lofty  minds  the  fate, 

I  o'er  earth  in  brightnees,  but  alone ; 

3wer  was  made  their  birthright,  to  create 

land  thoughts  responsive  to  their  own! 

land  echoes  of  their  spirit's  tone 

to  life,  where'er  their  path  may  be, 

lowing  fast;  as  when  the  wind  hath 

wn 

idian  gToves,(7)  a  wanderer  wild  and 

ind bearing  flames  afar  from  tree  to  treel 

XXX. 

s  thus' with  thee !  thy  lot  is  cast 
days,  thou  Cesar!  yet  the  few. 
t  their  generous  bosoms  to  the  blast 
rocks  thy  throne— the  fearless  and  the 

uts  wherein  thy  glance  can  Mill  renew 

d  devotion  of  the  years  gone  by, 

irom  bright  dreams  th'  ascendant  Roman 

w 

ig  strength! — states  vanish — ages  fly — 

one  task  unch|Lnged — to  .suffer  and  to 


XXXI. 

M  our  nature's  heritage.    But  thou, 

•wned  with  empire!  thou  wert  called  to 

re 

Dore  bitter.    On  thy  fevered  brow 

nblanoe  of  that  buoyant  hope  to  wear, 

long  had  passed  away ;  ak>ne  to  bear 

■h  and  pressure  of  dark  thoughts,  that 

le 

long  billow  in  their  weight  of  care ; 

rith  all  this,  to  smile!  lor  earthrbom 


stem  conflicts,  yet  they  paM,  unknown 

oe! 

XXXIL 
noe  is  on  the  triumph,  on  the  field, 
fed  scaffold ;  and  where'er,  in  sight 
an  eyes,  the  human  soul  is  steeled 
b  that  seem  as  of  immortal  might, 
proud  nature's !  But  her  meteor  light 
iioe  no  depths,  no  clouds;  it  falls  not 
ere, 

90,  and  in  secret,  and  in  night, 
l4e  heart  doth  wrestle  with  despair, 
nore  strong  than  death  from  its  unwit- 
1  prayer. 

xxxni. 

ve  been  firm  in  battle:  they  have  stood, 
prevailing  hope  on  ravaged  plains, 


And  won  the  birthright  of  their  hearths  wfth 

bkxx], 
And  die(f  rejoicing,  'midst  their  ancient  fanes. 
That  so  their  children,  undefiled  with  chains. 
Might  worship  there  in  peactf.    But  they  that 

stand 
When  not  a  beacon  o'er  the  wave  remains. 
Linked  but  to  perish  with  a  ruuied  land, 
Where  Freedom  dies  with  them-H:aU  these  a 
martyr-band! 

XXXIV.        *         * 

But  the  world  heeds  them  not.    Or  if,  pi^ 

chance. 
Upon  their  strife  it  bend  a  careless  eye, 
It  is  but  as  the  Roman's  stoic  gUnce 
Fell  on  that  stage  where  man's  last  agony 
Was  made  hu  sport,  who,  knowing  one  must 

die, 
Recked  not  which  champion ;  but  prepared  the 

strain, 
And  bound  the  bloody  wreath  of  victory, 
To  greet  the  conqueror;  while,  with  cabn  dis- 
dain, 
The  vanquished  proudly  met  the  doom  he  met  In 
vain. 

XXXV. 

The  hour  of  Fate  comes  on  I  and  it  is  fraught 
With  thi»  of  Liberty,  that  now  the  need 
Is  past  to  veil  the  brow  of  anxious  thought, 
And  clothe  the  heaft,  which  still  beneath  must 

bleed. 
With  Hope's  fidr-seeming  drapery.    We  an 

freed 
From  tasks  like  these  by  Misery ;  one  alone 
Is  left  the  brave,  and  rest  shall  be  thy  meed, 
Prince,  watcher,  wearied  one !  when  thou  hast 

shown 
How  bri^f  the  cloudy  space  which  parts  the  grave 

and  throne! 

XXXVI. 

The  signs  are  full.    They  are  not  in  the  sky. 
Nor  in  the  many  voices  of  the  air,- 
Nor  the  swift  clouds.    No  fiery  hosts  on  high, 
Toss  their  vriM  spears ;  no  meteor-banners  glare. 
No  comet  fiercely  shakes  its  blazing  hair. 
And  yet  the  signs  are  full :  too  truly  seen 
In  the  thin  ramparts,  in  the  pale  despair 
Which  lends  one  language  to  a  people's  mien, 
And  in  the  ruined  heaps  where  walls  and  towers 
have  been! 

XXXVII. 

It  Is  a  night  of  beauty;  such  a  night 
As,  from  the  sparry  fpci  oi  VKoznMBAi^^ 
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Or  wave  in  marbled  caTem  rippUng  bright, 
Might  woo  the  nymphs  of  Grecian  fount  and 

glade 
To  sport  beneath  its  moonbeams,  which  pervade 
Their  forest-haunU :  a  night,  to  rove  alone, 
Where  the  young  leaves  by  vernal  winds  are 

swayed, 
And  the  reeds  whisper,  with  a  dreamy  tone 
Of  melody,  that  seems  to  breathe  from  worlds  un- 
known. 

XXXVUI. 

A  night,  to  call  from  green  Elysium's  bowers 
The  shades  of  elder  bards:  a  night,  to  hold 
Unseen  communion  with  th'  inspiring  powers 
That  made  deep  groves  their  dwelling-place  of 

old; 
A  night,  for  mourners,  o'er  the  hallowed  mould, 
To  strew  sweet  flowers ;  for  revellers  to  fill 
And  wreath  the  cup;  for  sorrows  to  be  told, 
Which     love    hath    cherished     long;— vain 

thoughUl  be  still! 
—It  is  a  night  of  fate,  stamped  with  Aimighty 
WiUI 

XXXIX. 

It  thouid  come  sweeping  in  the  storm,  and  rend- 
ing 
The  ancient  summits  in  its  dread  career! 
And  with  vast  billows  wrathfully  contending, 
And  with  dark  clouds  o'ershadowing  every 

sphere! 
—But  He,  whose  footsUfi  shakes  the  earth  with 
fear, 
I  Passing  to  lay  the  sovereign  cities  bw, 
Alike  in  His  omnipotence  is  near. 
When  the  soft  winds  o'er  spring's  green  path- 
way blow. 
And  when  His  thunders  cleave  the  monarch- 
mountain's  brow. 

XL. 

The  heavens  in  still  magnificence  look  down 
On  the  hushed  Bosphorus,  whose  ooean-ctieam 
Sleeps,  with  ita  pale|.  stars:  the  snowy  crown 
Of  &r  01ympus,(8)  in  the  moonlight-gleam 
Towers  radiantly,  as  when  the  Pagan's  dream 
Thronged  it  with  gods,  and  bent  the  adoring 

knee! 
— ^But  that  is  past— and  now  the  One  Supreme 
Fins  not  akMie  tho§e  haunts;  but  earth,  air,  iea. 
And  time,  which  presses  on,  to  finish  his  deoee. 

XLI. 

Olympus,  |dn,  Delphi!  ye,  tfa»4hronei 
And  temples  of  a  visionary  migfat, 
Brao&ig  in  douds  above  your  Ibrest-ioiies, 
And  mantling  thence  the  realms  beneath  with 
night: 


Ye  have  looked  dtiwn  on  battles!  Fear  asd 

Flight, 
And  armed  Revenge,  all  harrying  past  below ! 
But  there  is  yet  a  more  appalling  sight 
For  earth  prepared,  than  e'er,  with  trutqnT 

brow, 
Ye  gazed  on  from  your  world  of  solitude  and 

snow! 

xLn. 

Last  night  a  sound  was  in  the  Moslem  cunp, 

And  Asia's  hills  re-echoed  to  a  cry 

Of  savage  mirth!— Wild  horn,  and  war-Hsfldi' 

tramp, 
Blent  with  the  shoot  of  barbaioas  revefay. 
The  clash  of  desert-spears!   Last  n^t  tlw  iky 
A  hufe  of  menace  and  of  wrath  pot  on. 
Caught  from  red  watch-fires,  blazing  fkr  md 

high, 
And  countless,  as  the  flames,  in  ages  gOBi, 
Streaming  to  heaven's  bright  queen  from  dndoiry 
Lebanon! 

xun. 

But  an  is  stniness  now.    May  this  be  deep 
Which  wraps  those  eastern  thoosandil  Tdk 

perehance 
Along  yon  moonlight  shore  and  dark-Une  dwp 
Bright  are  their  visions  with  the  Houri's  glance, 
And  they  behold  the  sparkfing  Ibontains  daafie 
Beneath  the  bowen  of  paradise,  that  shed 
Rich  odeuxs  o'er  the  fidthfiil;  hot  the  lanee, 
The  bow,  the  spear,  now  roond  the  shnbooi 

spread. 
Ere  Fate  fhlfil  such  dreams,  must  rest  beadpthe 
dead. 

XLIV. 

May  this  be  sleep,  thb  hush  1 — A  slottitas  tp 
Doth  hold  its  vigU  'midst  that  diuky  nee! 
One  that  would  scan  th'  abyss  of  destiny, 
E'en  now  is  gazing  on  the  Aies,  to  trace, 
In  those  bright  worlds,  the  boming  taks  of  apaet, 
Fate's  mystic  pathway;  they  the  while,  senm, 
Walk  in  their  beauty;  but  Mohammed's  te, 
Kindles  beneath  their  aspeet,(9)  and  hb  aim, 
AU  fired  with  stormy  joy,  by  that  soft  Kgfat  iaaeflk 

XLV. 

Oh!  wild  presumption  of  a  conqueror^  dieaBi, 
To  gaie  on  those  pure  altar-fires^  enshrined 
In  depths  of  blue  infinitude,  and  deem 
They  shine  to  guide  the  spoiler  of  mankind 
O'er  fields  of  bk)od  1— Bat  with  the  rsstlcm  ■ia' 
It  hath  been  ever  thus!  and  they  that  wsap 
For  worlds  to  conquer,  o'er  the  bounds  aai^t""'^ 
To  human  search,  in  daring  pride  would  Bwaap^ 
As  o'er  the  trampled  doa*  wbrnb  thsysooa  nail 
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XLVL 
!  that  betined  on  Fate'i  tiemendoiis 

the  fltorm  bunt  o*er  golden  Babylon, 

,  that  sparkled  with  jojit  wonted  light 

ming  Salem,  by  the  Roman  won; 

,  that  calmly  ▼iewed  the  slaughter  done 

le'a  own  itreeti,  when  Alazk'k  truapet- 

It 

ugh  the  Capitol ;  bright  apheres  I  roO  on  t 

ight,  though  empires  fidl;  and  bid  man 

t 

lied  eyes  to  earth,  and  commune  with 


XLvn. 

ath  mighty  leaeons !  from  the  tomb, 
m  the  ruins  of  the  tomb,  and  where, 
be  wrecked  cities  in  the  desert's  gloom, 
elesB  creatures  make  their  savage  lair, 
oomes  Its  idee,  that  shakes  the  mid-, 
htair, 

b  up  douds  to  dim  the  laughing  day, 
iUs  the  soul: — ^yet  bids  us  not  despair, 
LC  one  rock  our  shelter  and  our  stay, 
'hose  shade  an  else  is  passing  to  decay ! 

XLVIIL 

m  iBOfie  on.    I  see  a  wavering  gieam 
hushed  waters  tiea|uk>usly  fidl, 
from  the  Casan*  paUoe :  now  the  beam 
f  lamps  is  brightening  in  the  hall, 
nits  king  arcades  and  pillars  tall 
leeful  shadows  undulating  lie 
inje*9  heaving  bosom,  and  recall 
lit  of  VemoOy  with  her  moonlight  sky, 
MM  and  doMM,  and  faiiy  pageantry. 

XLIX. 

I  that  dwelling  floats  no  mirthful  sound  I 
bU  of  flute  and  Grecian  lyre  no  more, 
;  an  atmosphefs  of  music  round, 
»  hushed  seaman,  gliding  past  the  shore, 
oaidM  ftvel  then  I— Its  ftasts  are  o'er— 
sum  the  fights  akmg  its  colonnade  1 
I  train  of  guests  in  silence  pour 
I  its  kmg  avenoM  of  temoed  shade, 
tiely  founts  and  bowurs  for  joy  akme 
I 


De,  and  in  arms!   With  bdm— with 


n  no  maniago^purments !— Yet  e'en 

itial  foast  should  grace  the  regal  board, 
KgSan  bode  should  wreath  her  kively 


With  an  imperial  diadem  1(10>- but  thou, 
O  fated  prince!  art  called,  and  theM  with  thee, 
To  darker  scenes ;  and  thou  hast  learned  to  bow 
Thine  Eastern  sceptre  to  the  dread  decree,  ' 
And  count  it  joy  enough  to  perish—being  fieel 

U. 

On  through  long  vestibules,  with  sc^emn  tread, 
As  men  that  in  some  time  of  fear  and  wo. 
Bear  darkly  to  their  rest  the  noble  dead, 
Oer  whom  ky^y  their  sorrows  may  not  flow. 
The  warrion  pass:  their  measured  steps  are 

■low. 
And  hollow  echoes  fill  the  marble  halla^ 
Whose  long-drawn  vistas  open  as  they  go. 
In  desolate  pomp;  and  from  the  pntored  walls. 
Sad  seems  the  light  itself,  which  op  their  armour 
falb! 

LII. 

« 

And  they  have  reached  a  gorgeous  chamber, 

bright 
With  all  we  dream  of  splendour;  yetagkMjin 
Seems  gathered  o'er  it  to  the  boding  siglrt, 
A  shadow  that  anticipates  the  tomb  I 
Still  firam  its  fretted  roof  the  lamps  illume 
A  purple  canopy,  a  golden  throne ; 
But  it  is  empty !— Hath  the  stroke  of  doom„ 
Fallen  there  already? — Where  is  He,  the  One, 
Bom  that  high  seat  to  fill,  supremely  and  alonel 

Lm. 

Oh  I  there  aro  times  whose  pressure  doth  efftoe 
Earth's  vain  distinctions ! — when  the  storm  beatf 

kmd. 
When  the  strong  towers  are  tottering  to  their 

base. 
And  the  streets  rock, — who  mingle  in  the  crawdl 
— ^Peasant  and  chief^  the  bwly  and  the  proud. 
Are  in  that  throng  I— Yes,  life  hath  many  an 

hour 
Which  makM  us  kindred,  by  one  chMtenIng 

bowed. 
And  feeling  but,  m  from  the  storm  we  cower, 
What  shrinking  weaknewleels  before  unbounded 

power  1 

LIV. 

Yet  then  that  Power,  whoM  dwelling  is  on  high, 
Its  loftiest  marveb  doth  reveal,  and  speak 
In  the  deep  human  heart  more  gloriously, 
Than  in  the  bursting  thunder  !—Thenoe  the 

weak. 
They  that  spmed  formed,  m  flofer4*ems,  but 

tobreak 
With  the  firat  wind,  ha,ve  risen  to  deeds,  whoM 


Still  calls  upHMMiJito  Vbil  uuotil^Xft^OHa^M^ 
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And  thrill  the  pube! — Ay,  itzeDgth  no  ptngi 
,  could  taxne 
Hath  looked  from  woman'e  eye  upon  the  iword 
and  flame! 

LV. 

And  thifl  is  of  such  l^oun ! — That  throne  it  Toid, 
And  its  lora  comes,  uncrown'd.  Behold  him  elKnd, 
With  a  calm  brow,  where  woes'  have  not  de- 
stroyed 
The  Greek's  heroic  beauty,  'midst  his  band, 
The  gathered  virtue  of  a  sinking  land, 
Alas!  how  scanty! — Now  is  cast  aside 
All  form  of  j^ncely  state?  each  nobU  hand 
Is  prest  by  turns  ip  his:  for  earthly  pride 
There  is  no  jroom  in  hearts  where  earthly  hope 

hath  died! 
«. 

.    -  LVI. 

A  moment's  hush— and  then  he  speaks— he 

■peaks  1 
But  not  of  hope !  that  dream  hath  long  gone  by : 
Qis  words  are  full  of  memory — as  he  seeks, 
By  the  strong  names  of  Rome  and  Liberty, 
Which  yet  are  living  powers  that  fire  the  eye, 
And  rouse  the  heart  of  manhood ;  and  by  all 
The  sad  yet  grand  remembrances  that  lie 
Deep  with  earth's  buried  heroes ;  to  recall 
Tha  soul  of  other  yeara^  if  but  to  grace  their  fall ! 

LVII. 

His  words  are  full  of  fidth ! — And  thoughts,  more 

high 
Than  Rome  e*er  knew,  now  fill  his  glance  with 

light; 
Thoughts  which  gave  nobler  lessons  how  to  die 
Than  e'er  were  drawn  firdm  Nature's  haughty 
^    might! 

And  to  that  eye,  with  all  the  spirit  bright, 
Have  theirs  replied  in  tears,  which  may  not  shame 
The  bravi^t  in  such  moments  I — 'T  is  a  sight 
To  make  all  earthly  splendours  cold  and  tame, 
— That  genius  burst  of  soul,  with  its  electric 

flame  1 

LVIII. 

They  weep— those  champions  of  the  goes    they 

Veep, 
Yet  vow  themselfM  to  death ! — Ay,  'midst  fliat 

train 
Are  martyrs,  privileged  in  tears  to  steep 
Their  lofly  sacrifice ! — The  pang  is  vain, 
And  yet  its  gush  of  sorrow  shall  not  stain 
A  warrior's  sword. — Those  men  are  strangers 

here-^U) 
Ths  homes,  they  never  may  behold  again. 
Lie  far  away,  with  alkthings  blest  and  dear. 
On  laughing  shores,  to  which  their  barks  oo  moTB 

shall  steer! 


LIX. 

EnowVt  thou  the  land  whien  bloom  tlw  mup 

bowers  X13) 
Where  through  dark  foliage  gieam  the  citno'i 

dyesi 
It  is  their  own.    They  see  their  father's  Urnm, 
'Midst  its  Hesperian  gloves  in  sunlight  riH: 
They  meet  in  soul,  the  bright  Italian  eyei, 
Which  king  and  vainly  shall  eiplore  the  muD 
For  their  white  sail's  return :  the  melodiei 
Of  that  sweet  land  are  floating  o'er  their  bnis— 
— Oh !  what  a  crowded  world  one  momfent  mtj 
.  contain! 

LX. 

Such  moments  come  to  thousands !    few  mj 

die 
Amidst  their  native  shades.    The  yoQqg,lhi 

brave. 
The  beautiful,  whose  Maddening  voice  and  eji 
Made  summer  in  a  parent's  heart,  and  g&ie 
Light  to  their  peopled  homes ;  o'er  land  and  win 
Are  scattered  fast  and  far,  as  rose-leaves  &11 
From  the  deserted  stem.     They  find  a  gran 
Far  from  the  shadow  of  th'  ancestral  hall, 
— A  lonely  bed  is  theirs,  whose  smiles  wev  hopi 

toaU! 

•  XLI.      .. 

But  life  flows  on,  and  beats  us  with  its  tide, 
Nor  may  we,  linfering,  by  the  slumberen  diraD, 
Though  they  were  those  once  blooming  at  onr 

side 
In  youth's  gay  home! — ^Away!  what  sound*! 

deep  swell 
Comes  on  the  Wind  I-— It  is  an  empire's  IbsIi 
Slow,  sad,  majestic,  pealing  through  the  night! 
For  the  last  time  speaks  forth  the  solenn  bd, 
Which  calls  the  Christians  to  their  ho&st  ii(% 
With  a  funereal  voice  of  solitary  might 

LXII. 

Again,  and  yet  again  1 — A  startling  power 
In  sounds  like  these  lives  ever ;  for  they  bstf; 
Full  on  remembraniDe  each  eventful  hour, 
Chequering  lift's  crowded  path.    The|  fil  th» 

air 
When  conquerors  pass,  and  fearful  cities  wttf 
A  mien  like  joys;  and  when  young  bniki in 

led 
From  their  paternal  homes;  and  when thsghi* 
Of  burning  streets,  on  midnight's  ckxid,  wawi 

red. 
And  when  the  silent  house  rpoeives  its  gU0it— dia 

dead.(13) 

LXUL 

But  to  those  tones  what  thrilling  soul  WIS  givMi 
On  that  last  night  of  empin!— Asaspcl 


■ 
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by  the  Ii|b-blood  to  ha  louioe  ii  driven,  ^ 
chilled  heart  of  multitude!  they  fell, 
adenoe  eeemed  a  prophecy,  to  tell 
itres  paanng  from  their  line  away, 
{el-watcher's  long  and  lad  farewell, 
quiem  of  a  faith's  departing  sway, 
s,  a  nation's  dirge,  a  wail  for  earth's  de- 


LXIV. 

and  yet  again! — from  yon  high  dome, 
B  dow  peal  comes  awfully;  and  they 
lever  more  to  rest  in  mortal  bome^ 
tirow  the  breastplate  off  at  fall  of  day, 
perial  band  in  close  and  armed  array 
1  that  from  the  sword  must  part  no  more, 
hrough  the  midnight  streets  their  silent 

I  their  ancient  temple  to  adore, 

ts  thousand  years  of  christian  pomp  are 

LXV. 

5  hour  of  sleep:  yet  few  the  eyes, 
hich  forgetfulnesB  her  balm  hath  shed, 
beleagured  city,    Stillness  lies 
loonlight,  o'er  the  hills  and  waters  spread, 
I  the  less  with  signs  and  sounds  of  dread, 
DO  speed^on.    No  voice  is  raised  to  greet 
It  brave  Ck>nstantine ;  and  yet  the  tread 
ly  steps  is  in  the  echoing  street, 
Mure  of  pale  crowds,  scarce  conscious 
ly  they  meet 

LXVI. 
tMOMS  are  luxury's  yet :  why  pour  they 


rdim  terror  in  each  restless  eye  1 
he  dread  oar,  which  bears  the  pesilence, 
cness,  with  its' heavy  wheels,  rolled  by, 
icked  their  palaces,  as  if  on  high, 
hiriwind  passed  I — From  couch  and  joy- 
is  board 

he  fierce  phantom  beckoned  them  to  die  1 
—what  are,  these  I — fat  them  a  cup  is 
>ured(14) 

^  with  wrath; — Man  comes — the  spoiler 
theswofd. 

LJVII. 

I  the  monarch  and  his  chieftains  pass 
gh  those   pale  throngs,  the  streaming 
rehlight  throws 

OS  wiM  form,  amidst  the  living  mass, 
deeply  red,  like  lava's,  which  diKlose 
countlen  sh^et  are  w&m  1>y  mortal 
! 


Lips  bkxxUesB,  quivering  limbs,  hands  clasped 

in  prayer. 
Starts,  tremblingsi  himyings,  tean  *  all  outward 

shows  , 

Betokening  inward  agonies,  were  there: 
— Greeks!  Romans!  all  but  such  as  image  bravtf 

despair! 

Lyvni. 

But  high  above  that  scene  in  bright  repose. 
And  beauty  borrowing  from  the  torches'  gleams 
A  tnien  of  li%  yet  where  no  life-blood  flows. 
But  all  instinct  with  loftier  being  seems. 
Pale,  grand,  colossal;  k>!  th'  en^pdied  dreams 
0$  yore! — GK)ds,    heroes,    bards,   in 'marble 

wrought) 
Look  down,  as  powers,  upon  the'wUd  extremes. 
Of  mortal  passion !— Yet 't  was  man  that  caught, 
And  in  each  glorious  fbrm  enshrmed  inunortal 
thought  I 

LXIX. 

Stood  ye  not  thus  amidst  the  streets  of  Rome? 
That  Rome  which  witnessed,  in  her  sceptred 

days, 
So  much  of  noble  death? — ^When  shrine  and 

dome, 
'Midst  clouds  of  incense,  rung  with  choral  lays, 
As  the  long  triumph  passed  with  all  its  blaze 
Of  regal  spoil,  were  ye  not  proudly  borne, 
O  sovereign  forms!  concentering  idl  the  rays 
Of  the  soul's  lightnings  1— did  ye  not  adorn 
The  pomp  which  earth  stood  still  to  gaze  on  and 
to  mourn? 

LXX.      . 

Hatli  it  been  thus? — Or  did  ye  grace  the  ballsy 
Once  peopled  by  the  mighty?— Haply  there^ 
In  your  still  grandeur,  froft  the  pillared  walls 
Serene  ye  smiled  en  banquets  of  despair. 
Where  hopeless  courage  wrought  itself  to  dare, 
The  stroke  of  its  deliverance,  'midst  the  glow 
Of  living  wreaths,  the  sighs  of  perfumed  4dr, 
The  sound  of  lyres,  t^  flower-crowned  goblet's 
flow:(15) 
^Behokl  again ! — high  hearts  make  noUer  cfiei^ 


ingsnowl 


LXXL 


The  stately  &ne  is  reached—and  at  its  gate 
The  warriors  pause;  on  life's  tumultdbus  tide 
A  stillness  falls,  while  he,  whom  regal,  state  ^ 
Hath  marked  from  all,  to  be  more  sternly  tried. 
By  suffering,  speaks;— ea4k  ruder  voice  hath 

died, 
While  his  imptores  forgiveness! — **  If  there  be 
One  'midst  your  thmi|p,  my  people ! — whom  in 

pride, 


f 
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Or  paMion,  I  haire  wronged;  lach  pardon,  free 
Ai  mortala  hope  firom  Heaven,  accord  that  man 
tome!" 

LXXII. 

But  all  IB  silence;  and  a  gush  of  teafi 
Alone  repGes !— He  hath  not  been  of  thote 
,  Who,  feared  by  many,  pine  in  secret  fears 
Of  all;  th'  environed  but  by  slaves  and  foes, 
To  Whom  day  brings  not  safety,  night  repose, 
For  thej  have  heard  the  voiot  cry  **  «/eep  no 

tnoreP* 
Of  them  be  hath  not  been,  nor  such,  as  dose 
Their  hearts  to  misery,  till  the  time  is  o'er, 
When  it  speaks  low  and  kneel*  th*  oppressor's 
throne  before  I 

LXXIII. 

Be  hath  been  loved— hut  who  may  trust  the  tove 
Of  a  degenerate  race? — in  other  mould 
Are  cast  the  free  and  k)fty  hearts,  that  prove 
Their  faith  through  fiery  triab.— Yet  behold, 
And  call  him  not  forsaken-^Thoughta  untold 
Have  lent  his  aspect  calmness,  and  his  tread 
Moves  firmly  to  the  shrine. — What  pomps  un- 
fold 
Within  it^precinctsl — Isles  and  seas  have  shed 
Their  gorgeous  treasures  there^  around  th'  impe- 
rial dead! 

LXXIV. 

'Tis  a  proud  vision — that  most  regal  pile 

Of  ancient  days! — the  lamps  are  streaming 

bright 
From  its  rich  altar,  down  each  pillared  isle, 
Whose  vista  fadcMn  dimness ;  but  the  sight 
Is  lost  in  splendours,  as  the  wavering  light 
Developes  on  those  walls  the  thousand  dyes 
Of  the  veined  marbles,  which  array  their  height, 
And  from  yon  dome,(16)  the  kxle-star  of  all 

Poor  such  an  iiis-gtow  as  emulates  the  skies. 

LXXV. 

But  gaae  thou  not  on  these;  though  heaven's 

own  hues 
In  their  soft  clouds  and  radiant  tracery  vie ; 
.  Though  tints,  of  sun-bom  glory,  may  sufiuae 
Arch,  column,  rich  mosaic :  pass  thou  by 
The  stately  tombs,  where  eastern  Cssazs  He, 
Beneath  their  trophies;  pause  not  here^  for 

know, 
A  deeper  source  of  all  sublimity 
Lives  in  man's  bosom,  than  the  worid  can  show, 
In  nature  or  in  ait,  above,  aitoid,  bekyw. 


LXXVI. 
Turn  thou  to  mark  (though  tean  may  dm  thj 

The  steel-dad  group  before  yoa  aItar«tone ; 
Heed  not,  though  gems  and  gold  around  it  bloB; 
Those  heads  unhelmed,  those  kneding  foam 

alone. 
Thus  bowed,  kwk  glorious  here.    Tbe^btii 

thrown 
Full  from  the  shrine  on  one,  a  nation's  lord 
A  sufferer  1 — ^but  his  task  shall  soon  be  doo^- 
E'en  now,  as  Faith's  mysterious  cup  ii  poared, 
See  to  that  noble  brow,  peace,  not  of  eikith,  i»> 

stored! 

Lxxvn. 

The  rite  is  o'er.    The  band  of  brethren  piit, 
Once— and  but  once — to  meet  on  eaith  ^ul\ 
Each,  in  the  strength  of  a  collected  hetit. 
To  dars  what  man  may  dare— «iid  know  ^ii 

vain! 
The  rite  b  o'er,  and  thoa  majeatk  fem! 
The  gkiry  is  departed  horn  thy  brow  I 
Be  dothed  with  dnst  1— the  Christian'^  fnviil 

strain 
Hath  died  vrithin  thy  walk;  thy  Cmi  oMt 

bow; 
Thy  kingly  tombs  be  spoiled ;  thy  golden  ibaDH 

laid  low  I 

XXXVIII. 

The  streets  grow  still  and  lonely— and  the  iltf, 
The  last  bright  lingerer  in  the  path  of  mon. 
Gleams  faint ;  and  in  the  very  lap  of  war. 
As  if  young  Hope  with  Twilight's  ray  wm 

born. 
Awhile  tlie  dty  sleeps : — her  throofs,  o^erwaii 
With  fears  and  vratchings,  to  their  liumsiiiitiri; 
Nor  is  the  balmy  air  of  daysprii^  tom 
With  battle  sounds  ;(I7)  the  winds  in  s^  ci- 

pire. 
And  Gluiet  broods  in  mistB,  that  veil  the  soobMi^ 

fire. 

LXXIX 

The  dty  sleeps ! — ay  1  on  the  combat's  ete^ 
And  by  the  scaffold's  brink,  and  'midst  the  fVil 
Of  angry  seas,  hath  Nature  won  reprievs 
Thus  fh>m  her  caiea.    The  brave  have  dV' 

bered  well. 
And  e'en  the  fearful,  in  their  dungeon-esB, 
Chained  between  Life  and  Death !— Such  n^ 

be  thine. 
For  cooflkto  wait  thee  still  (— Tet  who  can  td 
In  that  brief  hour,  how  much  of  Hmw  ml 

shine 
Fun  on  thy  spirit's  dretm  T— Sbep,  wvtfy  Ob* 


. 
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LXXX. 

le  blaat  rise  T— the  clouded  East  H  rad, 
iterm  were  gathering;  and  I  hear 
eeniB  like  lieavy  rain-drope,  or  the  tread, 
I  and  smothered  step,  of  those  that  fear 
i  from  ambushed  foes.    Hark  f  yet  more 

I,  a  many^oned  and  mingled  sound ; 
ng,  as  of  winds  where  boughs  are  sear, 
g  as  of  wheels  that  shake  the  ground 
a  beaiy  rush,  like  seas  that  burst  their 
II 

LXXXI. 

wake !  Th^y  oome  from  sea  and  shore 

mding 

your  rampaitsl  Arm  ye  for  tlie  day! 

>w  may  sleep  amidst  the  thunders  rend- 

1  tower  and  waH,  a  path  for  their  array  1 
low  the  trumpet  cheers  them  to  the  piey, 
I  wiU  ^oiee  to  which  tbs  seas  nply  I 
earth  KoekibaDBMth  their  engiiie'saway, 
for  hills  repeat  their  battle-ery, 
Biee  tomnk  seems  to  shake  the  Taulted 
I 

LXXXII. 

il  not  now,  the  generous  band,  that  long 

uiged  their  swords  around  a  falling 

ne; 

Mse  fearless  men  the  walls  are  strong, 

nch  as  rescue  empires,  are  their  own ! 

JiQse  high  energies  be  vainly  shown? 

i  their  towers  th'  invading  tide  is  driven 

ce  the  Red-sea  waves,  when  Qod  had 

n 

I  strong  winds  l(18>-the  dack-hiowed 

aiaieriVien — 

Tiors  of  the  cross! — for  victory  is  of 

iven! 


LXXXin. 

in !— Again  the  crescent  host  is  rushing, 
wares  foam,  as  on  the  galleys  sweep, 
their  fires  and  darts,  though  bk>od  is 
ing 

their  sides,  as  rivers  to  the  deep. 
ml — theie  yet  is  boper-th'  ascent  is 

S 

1  on  high  no  shaft  descends  in  vain ; 

Me  thai  foil  sweU  up  the  mangled  heap, 
1  moat,  the  dying  and  the  slain, 
at  fearful  bridge  th'  Bssailante  mount 
1! 

LXXXIV. 

hmd  mingling  in  that  aw^hour, 
rific  sounds ! — the  aamge  tone 
22 


Of  the  wiU  horn,  the  cannon's  peal,  tiie  shower 
Of  hissbg  darts,  the  crash  of  waU's  o'erthrown, 
The  de^,  dull  tambour's  beat!-4ttn's  voice 

alone 
Is  there  unheard !  Ye  may  not  catch  the  cry 
OC  trampled  thousands— prayer,  and  shriek,  and 

moan, 

All  drowned,  as  that  fierce  hurricane  sweeps  by, 
But  swell  the  unheeded  sum  earth  pays  for  victory^ 

LXXXV. 

War-clouds  have  wrapt  the  dty !— through  their 
dun 

O'erioaded  canopy,  at  times  a  bkze. 

As  of  an  angry  storm-presaging  sun. 

From  the  Greek  fire  shoots  up -,(19)  and  li^t- 

ningrays 
Flash,  from  the  shock  of  sabres,  through  the 

haze. 
And  glancing  arrows  cleave  the  dusky  air  I 

— Ay !  this  is  in  the  compass  of  our  gaxe, 

But  fearful  things,  unknown,  untold,  are  there, 
Workings  of  Wrath  and  Death,  and  Anguish,  and 

Desptdtl 

LXXXVI. 

Wo^  shame  and  wo!— A  chief,  a  warrior  flies, 
A  red-cross  champion,  bleeding,  wild,  and  pale ! 
— Oh  God !  that  nature's  passing  agonies 
Thus  o'er  the  spark  which  dies  not  should  pre- 
vail! 
Yes !  rend  the  arrow  firom  thy  shattered  mail, 
And  stanch  the   bkxxl-drops,  Genoa's  fallen 

■on  1(20) 
Fly  swifter  yet !  the  javelins  pour  as  hail  Y 
— But  there  are  tortures  which  thou  canst  not 
shun. 
The  spirit  is  their  prey ; — thy  pangs  are  but  begun  I 

LXXX  VII. 


Oh  I  happy  in  their  homes,  the  noble  dead ! 

The  seal  is  set  on  their  majestic  fame ; 

Earth  has  drunk  deep  the  generous  blood  they 

shed, 

Fate  has  no  power  to  dim  their  stainless  name  I 
They  may  not,  in  one  bitter  moment,  shame 
Long  gforious  years;  from  many  a  lofty  stem 
Fall  graceful  flowers,  and  eagle-hearts  grow  tam^ 
And  stars  drop,  fading,  from  the  diadem ; 
But  the  bright  pa$t  is  thfiics — there  is  ^o  change 

fox  themt 

Lxxxvni. 

Where  art  thou  Constantino? — Where  Death 

is  reaping 
His  sevenfold  harvest !  Where  the  stormy  Rlfht, 
Fast  as  th'  artillery's  thunderbolts  are  sweepii^. 
Throws  meteor-bursts  o'er  battle's  noonday- 
night  1 
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Wbaie  the  tQwen  rock  and  cmmble  firom  their 

height, 
As  the  earthquake,  and  the  engines  ply 
Like  red  Veeuvio;  and  where  human  might 
GonfroBts  all  thie^  and  sttU  brave  hearto  beat  high, 
While  a^metara  ring  loud  on  shivering  panoply. 

LXXXIX. 

Where  art  thou  Constantinel^  Where  Chris- 
tian blood 
Hath  bathed  the  walls  in  torrents,  and  in  vain ! 
Where  Faith  and  Vabur  perish  in  the  dooiy 
Whose  billows,  rising  o'er  their  bosoms^  gain 
Dark  strength  each  moment :  where  the  gaDont 

sUdn 
Aromid  the  banner  of  the  croifs  lie  strewed, 
Thick  as  the  vine-leaves  on  the  autumnal  plain ; 
Where  all,  save  one  high  spirit,  is  subdued, 
And  through  the  breach  press  on  the  o'erwhelming 
multitude. 

XC. 

Now  is  he  battling  *midst  a  host  alone, 
As  the  last  cedar  stems  awhile  the  sway 
Of  mountain-storms,  whose  fury  hath  o'erthrown 
Its  forest-brethren  in  their  green  array ! 
And  he  hath  cast  his  purple  robe  away, 
With  its  imperial  bearings;  that  his  sword 
An  iron  ransom  from  the  chain  may  pay, 
And  win,  what  haply  Fate  may  yet  accord, 
A  soldier's  death,  the  all  now  left  an  eminre's  lord ! 

XCI. 

Search  for  him  now,  where  bloodiest  lie  the  files 
Which  onee  were  men,  the  faithful  and  the  brave ! 
Search  for  him  now,  where  loftiest  rise  the  piles 
Of  shattered  helms  and  shields,  which  could  not 

save; 
And  crests  and  banners,  never  more  to  wave 
In  the  free  winds  of  heaven ! — He  is  of  those 
O'er  whom  the  host  may  rush,  the  tempest  rave, 
And  the  steeds  trample,  and  the  spearmen  close, 
Yet  wake  them  not  !-hk>  deep  their  long  and  last 
reposel 

XCII. 

Wo  to  the  vanquished !  thus  it  hath  been  still. 
Since  Time's  first  march ! — Hark,  hark,  a  peo- 
ple's cry  I 
Ay !  now  the  oonquerors  in  the  streets  fulfil 
Their  task  of  wrath  I  In  vain  the  victims  fly ; 
Hark  I  now  each  piercing  tone  of  agony 
Blends  in  the  city's  shriek  I — The  lot  is  cast. 
SlaveS)  t  wasyour  choice,  thus,  rather  thus,  todie, 
Than  where  the  warrior**!  blood  flows  warm  and 

&8t, 

And  roused  and  mighty  heaits  beat  proudly  to  the 
iaft! 


XCIU. 

Oh  !  well  doth  freedom  battle ! — ^Men  have  mk 
E'en  'midst  their  blazing  roofii,  a  nobk  stand, 
And  on  the  floors,  where  once  thdr  daflni 

played. 
And  by  the  hearths,  round  which  tiieir  how- 
hold  band 
At  evening  met ;  ay!  struggling  hand  to  Ia4 
Within  the  very  chAmberB  of  their  sleep, 
Tliere  have  they  taught  the  spoilen  of  the  lad, 
In  chainless  hearts  what  fiery  strength  fis<lRf^ 
To  guard  free  homes ! — bat  ye !  kiied,tiiaUa! 
kneel  and  weep! 

XCIV. 

'T  is  eve — the  storm  hath  died — theviJiifltRt 
Low  on  their  shields;  the  day's  fieioeivaiii 

dene. 
And  blood-stained  seas  alid  burning  towaiiflat 
Its  fearful  deeds.     An  empire's  raoe  inn! 
Sad,  'midst  his  glory,  looks  the  parting  wa. 
Upon  the  captive  city.     Haikl  a  swell 
(Meet  to  proclaim  Barbaric  war-fieUs  won) 
Of  fierce  triumphal  sounds,  that  wildly  tell, 
The  Soldan  comes  within  Uie  Casals'  Inii  t» 
dweU! 

XCV. 

Yes !  with  the  peal  ofcymbal  and  of  goi^ 
He  eomee,— the  Mosl^  treads  those  anoBt 

halls! 
But  all  ii  stillness  there,  as  Death  had  kng 
Been  lord  alone  within  those  gorgeous  wiik 
And  half  that  silence  of  the  grave  af^jsh 
The  conqueror's  heart     Ay,  thai  with  Tb- 

umph's  hour. 
Still  comes  the  boding  whisper,  which  nob 
A  thought  of  those  impervious  clouds  thali0«(i 
O'er  Grandeur's  path,  a  senee  of  some  funa^ 
Power ! 

XCVI. 

"  The  owl  upon  Afrasiab's  towers  hath  sns 
Her  watch-song,  and  arooxid  th'  imperial  tinvsi 
The  spider  weaves  his  web  !"(8I)    StiQ  (faxkij 

hung 
That  verse  of  omen,  as  a  prophet's  tone. 
O'er  his  flushed  spirit.  Yean  on  years  have  Ann 
To  prove  its  truth :  kings  pile  their  domes  in  ar, 
That  the  coiled  snake  may  bask  on  snilptaB^ 

stone, 
And  nations  clear  the  forest,  to  prepare 
For  the  wild  fox  and  wolf  more  stately  d«flli4> 
there  I 

XCVIL 

But  thou !  that  on  thy  ramparts  proudly  djinSi 
As  a  crowned  leader  in  such  hours  should  St, 
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liy  pyre  of  shivered  spean  art  lying} 
ie  heayenfl  o'er  thee  for  a  canopy, 
nnera  for  thy  shroud ! — No  tear,  no  sigh, 
lingle  with  thy  dirge  ;  for  thou  art  now 
▼idssitude !  Lo  1  reared  on  high, 
esoent  blazes,  while  the  Cross  must  bow  ] 
)  no  change  can  reach,  there,  Constan- 
ut  thou! 

XCVIII. 

life's  fitful  fever  thoa  sleepest  well !" 

ty  not  mourn  thee! — Sceptred  chiefe, 

m  whom 

rth  received  her  deedny,  and  fell 

them  trembling — to  a  sterner  doom 

I  been  called.    For  them  the  dungeon's 

om, 

8  cold  starless  midnight,  hath  been  made 

•rfiil  darkness,  where,  as  in  a  tomb, 

It  a  tomb's  repose,  the  chain  hath  weigh- 

f  «ul  to  dust,  with  each  high  power  de- 


XCIX. 

le  eye  of  thousan<b  they  have  stood, 
t  the  stroke  of  Death — but  not  like  thee ! 
mds  and  scaffolds  hath  appealed  their 

3d, 

B  didst  ML  unfettered,  armed,  and  fVee, 

igly  to  the  last ! — And  if  it  be, 

rom  the  viewless  world,  whose  marvels 

le 

to  tell,  a  spirit's  eye  can  see 

ings  of  earth ;  still  mayest  thou  hail  the 

sr  thy  land  shall  dawn,  vrhen  Freedom's 
M  won! 

C. 

M  hour  comes,  in  storm! — ^A  light  is 
nctng 

Ofugh  the  forest-god's  Arcadian  shades! 
not  the  moonbeam,  tremuknisly  dancing, 
k>ne  Alpheus  bathes  his  haunted  glades ; 
our,  gathering  power,  the  air  pervades, 
dark  Cithsron,  and  by  Delphi's  steep ; 
not  the  song  and  lyre  of  Grecian  maids, 
itoral  reed  that  lulls  the  vales  to  sleep, 
le  nMtling  pines,  nor  yet  the  sounding 


CI. 

litter  on  the  mountains,  which,  of  dd, 
to  fireedom's  first  heroic  strain, 
the  streams,  once  crimson  as  they  rolled 
srsian  helm  and  standard  to  the  main; 
e  blue  waves  of  Salamis  again 


Thrill  to  the  trumpet;  and  the  tombs  reply. 
With  their  ten  thousand  echoes,  from  each 

plain, 
Far  as  Platsa's,  where  the  mighty  lie. 
Who  crowned  so  proudly  there  the  bowl  of  liber- 
ty !(22) 

CIL 

Bright  land  with  glory  mantled  oVsr  by  song, 
Land  of  the  vision-peopled  hills  and  streams. 
And  fountains,  whose  deserted  banks  along. 
Still  the  soft  air  vrith  inspiration  teems; 
Land  of  the  graves,  whose  dwellers  slkU  be 

themes 
To  verse  for  ever;  and  of  ruined  shrines. 
That  scarce  look  desolate  beneath  such  beams. 
As  bathe  in  gold  thine  ancient  rocks  and  pines! 
— When  shall  thy  sons  repose  in  peace  beneath 
their  vinesi 

CIIL 

T%ou  wert  not  made  for  bonds,  nor  shame,  nor 

fear! 
— Do  the  hoar  oaks  and  dark-green  laurels  wave 
O'er  Mantinea's  earth? — doth  Pindus  rear 
His  snows,  the  sunbeam  and  the  storm  to  brave  1 
And  is  there  yet  on  Marathon  a  gravel 
And  doth  Eurotas  lead  his  silvery  line 
By  Sparta's  ruins  1 — And  shall  man,  a  slave, 
Bowed  to  the  dust,  amid  such  scenes  repine  ] 
— If  e'er  a  soil  was  marked  for  Freedom's  step — 
'tis  thine! 

CIV. 

Wash  from  that  soil  the  stains,  with  battle- 
showers! 
— Beneath  Sophia's  dome  the  Moslem  prays. 
The  Crescent  gleams  amidst  the  olive-bowers. 
In  the  Comneni's  hall8(23)  the  Tartar  sways: 

But  not  for  long! — the  spirit  of  those  days, 
When  the  three  hundred  made  their  funeral  pile 
Of  Ana's  dead,  is  kindling,  like  the  rays 
Of  thy  rejoicing  sun,  when  first  his  smile 

Warms  the  Parnassian  rock,  and  gilds  the  Delian 
ide. 

CV. 

If  then  't  is  given  thee  to  arise  in  might, 
Trampling  the  scourge,  and  daahing  down  the 

Pure  be  thy  triumphs,  as  thy  name  a  bright  I 
The  cross  of  victory  diiould  not  know  a  stain! 
So  may  that  faith  once  more  supremely  reign. 
Through  which  we  lift  our  spirits  from  the  dust* 
And  deem  not,  e'en  when  virtue  dies  in  vain, 
She  dies  forsaken ;  but  repose  onr  trust 
On  Him  whose  ways  are  dark,  unsearchable — but 
just 
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NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  180,  ooL  3. 

While  tamael*!  bow,  &c. 

The  timy  of  Mahomet  the  Second,  at  the  ai^e 
of  Constantinople,  waa  thronged  with  fitnatica  of 
all  sects  and  nations,  who  were  not  enrolled 
amongst  the  regular  troops.  The  Saltan  himself 
marched  upon  the  city  firom  Adrianople;  but  his 
army  must  have  been  principally  collected  in  the 
Asiatic  provinces  which  he  had  previously  visited. 

Note  3,  page  181,  col.  1. 
-Bring  wins,  bring  odoon^  Ac. 


~  Hue  vina,  et  unguenta,  et  niminm  brevei 
Floies  ammns  fern  jnbe  iosb. 

Btr,  lib.  il  od.  3. 

Note  3,  page  181,  coL  I. 

From  the  Sevsn  Towwi^  Ac. 

The  Castle  of  the  Seven  Towers  is  mentioiied 
in  the  Bjrzantine  history,  as  early  as  the  sixth 
century  of  the  Christian  era,  as  an  edifice  which 
contributed  materially  to  the  defence  of  Constanti- 
nople; and  it  was  the  principal  bulwark  of  the 
town  on  the  coast  of  the  Propontis,  in  the  latter 
periods  of  the  empire.  For  a  description  of  this 
building  see  PouquevUles  TS'aveU, 

Note  4,  page  181,  coL  3. 
With  its  long  march  of  loeptzed  Imsgwy. 

An  allusion  to  the  Roman  custom  of  carrying 
in  processbn,  at  the  funerals  of  their  great  men, 
the  images  of  their  anceston. 

Note  5,  page  181,  col.  3. 

The  Roman  cast  hit  guttering  msll  away. 

The  following  was  the  ceremony  of  consecration 
vrith  which  Decius  devoted  himself  in  battlb.  He 
was  ordered  by  Valerius,  the  ponti&x  maximus, 
to  quit  his  military  habit,  and  put  on  the  robe 
he  wore  in  the  senate.  Valerius  then  covered 
his  head  with  a  veil;  commanded  him  to  put 
forth  his  hand  under  his  robe  to  his  chin,  and 
standing  with  both  feet  upon  a  javelin,  to  repeat 
these  words:  "  O  Janus,  Jupiter,  Mars,  Romulus, 
Bellona,  and  ye  Lares  and  Novensiles!  AH  ye 
heroes  who  dwell  in  heaven,  and  all  ye  gods  who 
rule  over  us  and  our  enemies,  especially  ye  gods 
of  hell !  I  honour  you,  invoke  you,  and  humbly 
mtreat  you  to  prosper  the  arms  of  the  Romans, 
and  to  transfer  all  fear  and  terror  from  them  to 
their  enemies;  and  I  do^  for  the  safety  of  the 
Roman  people,  and  their  legions,  devote  myself, 
and  with  myself  the  army  and  auxiUaries  of  the 
enemy,  to  the  infernal  gods,  and  the  goddew  of  th0 


earth.''  Decius  then,  girding  his  robe  aiDond  Un, 
mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  full  qieed  into  thi 
thickest  of  the  enemy's  battalions.  The  LstiH 
were,  for  a  while,  thunderstnick  at  this  spsctadi: 
but  at  kngth  recovering  themaelves,  thcydisclMii- 
ed  a  shower  of  daits,  luider  which  the  eoosol  Id. 


Note  6,  page  183,  GoL  1. 
-Lol  ChriHlan  pennoQi stresming 


Red  o'er  the  WBieis !  Ac 

See  GKbbon's  animated  deaeriptioD  of  the  airi- 
val  of  five  Christian  shipe,  with  men  snd  provi- 
sions, for  the  succour  of  the  besieged,  not  maaj 
days  before  the  &U  of  Constantinople.— Oacttir 
and  Fall  qf  the  Roman  Empire^  ynL  ^^%li. 

Note  7,  pa^  183,  ooL  1. 
Ab  when  the  wind  bath  blown 


O'er  Indisn  grove^  4k. 

The  summits  of  the  hil^  rocks  in  the  Cumtie, 
particularly  about  the  Ghauta,  are  aomeliBa  co- 
vered vrith  the  bamboo  tree,  which  grows  in  tkiek 
clumps,  and  is  of  such  uncommoo  aridi^,  thst  io 
the  sultry  season  of  the  year  the  friction  occtaoo- 
ed  by  a  strong  dry  wind  will  literally  uodooe 
sparks  of  fire,  whbh  frequently  setting  toe  woodi 
in  a  blaxe,  exhibit  to  the  spectator  stationed  in  i 
valley  surroonded  by  rocks,  a  magnificent,  thsiigk 
imperfect  circle  of  fire. — NoUs  to  Kb^tenh/t 
SpeawtenM  qf  ^ndoo  LUerature. 

Note  8,  pa^e  184,  col.  1. 

The  mowy  crown 
OfCurOl7mpa%  Ac. 

Those  who  steer  their  westward  ooiusetlDDi|h 
the  middle  of  the  Propontis  may  at  onoe  dcKiy^ 
high  lands  of  Thraoe  and  Bithynia,  and  wm 
lose  sight  of  the  tofty  summit  of  Monitt  OlyopVi 
covered  with  eternal  movn.-^DecHne  and  ^i 
4*0.  vol.  iii.  p.  8. 

Note  9,  page  184,  col.  3. 

Mnhammnd'e  fiice 
Kindtee  benesth  tbefar  aepec^  *e. 

Mahomet  II.  was  greatly  addicted  to  the  itidj 
of  astrology.  Hii  calculations  in  this  staenoe  kd 
him  to  fix  upon  the  naming  of  the  39th  of  Miy 
as  the  fortunate  hour  for  a  general  attack  upontbs 
city. 

Note  10,  page  185,  eoL  S. 

Thy  Georgian  bride,  4tc 

Constantino  Paleologos  was  betrothed  to  t 
Georgian  prineen;  and  the  very  spring  whidiwil- 
nessed  the  fidl  of  Constantinople  had  been  fixed 
upon  as  the  time  for  eotntyiiig  the  laqpeari  hok 
totiiatei^. 
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Note  11,  page  186,  coL  1. 

Thow  men  an  miut^en  hen. 
my  of  tbfi  adherentB  of  CoiutantiiM^  in  hit 
Qoble  itaiid  lor  the  tibeities,  or  rather  the 
IT,  of  a  falling  empire,  were  foreignera  and 
f  Italian!. 

Note  13,  page  186,  col.  3. 
Knowest  thou  the  land,  Ac. 
OB  and  the  next  line  are  an  ahnoat  literal 
ation  firom  a  beautiful  aong  of  Gk)et]ie't: 

Kenmt  du  daa  land,  wo  die  zitronen  bluhn 
Mil  dunkeln  laub  dte  gold  oraogen  glutvD?  &C. 

Note  13,  page  186,  GoLS. 

m  idea  exprened  in  thif  stanza  is  beautifiiHy 
6ed   in  Schiller's   poem  "Das  Lied 


der 


Note  14,  page  187,  eol.  1. 
Bath  the  fierce  phantom,  Ac. 
is  said  to  be  a  Greek  superstition  that  the 

0  is  announced  by  the  heavy  rolling  of  an 
)le  chariot,  heard  in  the  streets  at  midnight ; 
|po  by  the  appearance  of  a  gigantic  specQne, 
ommons  the  devoted  person  by  name. 

Note  15,  page  187,  eol.  2. 

Ye  nnUed  on  banquets  of  deepcdr,  Ac. 

ny  instances  of  such  banquets,  given  and 

1  by  persona  resolved  upon  death,  might  be 
ed  horn  ancient  history.  That  of  Yibius 
I,  at  Capua,  is  amongst  the  most  memorable. 

Note  16,  page  188,  col.  1. 
Yon  dome,  the  lode-etar  oTall  eyes. 


'  a  minute  description  of  the  marbles,  jaspers, 
Qfphyiies,  employed  in  the  construction  of 
iphia,  see  The  Decline  arid  Fall,  (f*c.  vol.  viL 


Note  17,  page  188,  coL  2. 

Nor  is  the  balmy  air  oTdayspring  torn 
Wish  baule«)undfl^  Ac 

9  assault  of  the  city  took  place  at  day- break, 
be  Turks  were  strictly  enjoined  to  advance 
!Ooe,  which  had  also  been  commanded,  on 
f  death,  during  the  preceding  night.  TKis 
istance  is  finely  alluded  to  by  Miss  Baillie, 
tragedy  of  Constantino  Palsologus: 

ntdMa  bs  the  march:  nor  drum,  nor  trumps 

teh  of  armi^  shall  to  the  watchful  foe 

nar  approach  betray :  filent  and  soft, 

a  paid^  velveC  foot  on  Lybial  nndi^ 

swslinc  wkh  erooclMd  iboulden  on  bar  pny." 

OMMfonlMte  Palmologut,  Aa  iv. 

I  match  and  labour  «f  thouomds"  must, 


mours,  which  reached  the  ears  of  the  watchmen 
on  the  towers." 

Note  18,  page  189,  col.  1. 

^Tbe  dark-browed  ranks  an  riaen. 

I     "  After  a  conflict  of  two  hours,  the  Greeks  still 
I  maintained  and  preserved  their  advantage,''  says 
Gibbon.    The  strenuous  exeitions  of  tho  janiza- 
ries first  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

Note  19,  page  189,  col.  2. 

Fkom  the  Greek  fin  ihoots  op,  Ac 
"  A  circumstance  that  distinguishes  the  siege  of 
Constantinople  is  the  reunion  of  the  ancient  and 
modem  artillery.  The  bullet  and  the  battering- 
ram  were  directed  against  the  same  wall ;  nor  had 
the  discovery  of  gunpowder  superseded  the  use  of 
the  liquid  and  unextinguishable  fire." — Decline 
and  FaU,  4»c.,  vol  xiL  p.  213. 

NoU  20,  page  189,  coL  2. 
And  stanch  the  blood-<iropi^  Genoa's  fallen  son ! 
"  The  immediate  loss  of  Constantinople  may  be 
ascribed  to  the  bullet,  or  arrow,  which  pierced  the 
gauntlet  of  John  Justiniani  (a  Genoese  chief). 
The  sight  of  his  blood,  and  exquisite  pain,  ap- 
palled the  courage  of  the  chief,  whose  arras  and 
counsels  were  the  firmest  rampart  of  the  city."— 
Decline  and  FaU,  <fv.,  vol.  xii.  p.  229. 

Note  21,  page  190,  col.  2. 

Tin  owl  upon  Afiraaiab'e  towers  hath  sung 
Her  watch-song,  dec. 

Mahomet  II.,  on  entering,  after  his  victory,  the 
palace  of  the  Byz|ptine  emperors,  was  strongly 
impressed  with  the  silence  aiMl  desolation  which 
reigned  within  its  precincts.  A  melancholy  re- 
flection on  the  vicissitudes  of  human  greatness 
forced  itself  on  his  mind,  and  he  repeated  an  ele- 
gant distich  of  Penian  poetry:  ''  The  spider  has 
wove  his  web  in  the  imperial  palace,  and  the  owl 
hath  sung  her  watch-song  on  the  towers  of  Afra- 
siab.'  "—Decline  and  FaU,  «f<.,  vol.  xii.  p.  240. 

Note  22,  page  191,  col.  2. 

— — — "Hie  bowl  of  liberty. 

One  of  the  ceremonies  by  which  the  battle  of 
Platsa  was  annually  commeroorated  was,  to  crown 
with  wine  a  cup  called  the  Botel  of  Liberty ^  which 
was  afterwards  poured  forth  in  libation. 


Note  23,  page  191,  col.  2. 
in  tlie  Gomneni's  haBi^  &c 

The  Comneni  were  amongst  the  most  distin- 
guished of  the  fiuniEei  who  filled  the  Byzantine 
«r,  as  Gibbon  observes,  "  haw  incviuUy  throne  in  the  declining  years  of  the  eastern  em- 
99d  a  stranfS  oomimAaa  of  disoordaot  cla-  piie. 
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flrtrrlt  Soti&0. 


I. 


THE  STORM  OP  DELPHI .♦ 

Far  through  the  Delphian  shades 

An  Eastern  trumpet  rungl 
And  the  startled  eagle  rushed  on  high, 
With  sounding  flight  through  the  fiery  sky, 
And  banners  o'er  the  shadowy  glades, 

To  the  sweeping  winds  were  flung. 

Banners,  with  deep-red  gold 

All  waving,  as  a  flame. 
And  a  fitful  glance  from  the  bright  spear-head 
On  the  dim  wood-paths  of  the  mountain  shed, 
And  a  peal  of  Asia's  war-notes  told 

That  in  arms  the  Persian  came. 

He  camo,  with  starry  gems 

On  his  quiver  and  his  crest; 
With  starry  gems',  at  whose  heart  the  day 
Of  the  cloudless  orient  burning  lay. 
And  they  cast  a  gleam  on  tho  laurel-stems, 

As  onward  his  thousands  pressed. 

But  a  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way, 

And  a  heavy  moan  went  by! 
A  moan,  yet  not  like  the  wind's  low  swell, 
When  its  voice  grows  wild  amidst  cave  and  dell, 
But  a  mortal  murmur  of  dismay, 

Or  a  warrior's  dying  sigh ! 

A  gloom  fell  o'er  their  ^yl 

'T  was  not  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  dark  pine-boughs  as  they  passed  the  blue 
Of  the  Grecian  heavens  with  their  solemn  hue ; 
— The  air  was  filled  with  a  mightier  sway, 

'But  on  the  spearmen  passed  I 

And  hollow  to  their  tread. 

Came  the  echoes  of  the  ground. 
And  banners  drooped,  as  with  dews  o'erbome, 
And  the  wailing  blast  of  the  battle-hom 
Had  an  idtered  cadence,  dull  and  dead. 

Of  strange  foreboding  sound. 

— But  they  blew  a  louder  strain, 
When  the  steep  defiles  were  pajssed! 
And  afiur  the  crowned  Parnassus  rose. 
To  sliine  through  heaven  with  his  radiant  snows. 
And  in  golden  light  the  Delphian  lane 
Before  them  stood  at  last ! 

In  golden  light  it  stood, 

'Midst  the  laurels  gleaming  bne. 


*  Bes  tho  scooiu«  cited  fhn  Hafodocoi^  la  Miclbnl'S  Oneoa 


For  the  Sun-God  yet,  with  a  lovely  smile. 
O'er  its  graceful  pillars  looked  awhile. 
Though  the  stormy  shade  on  cliflf  and  wood 
Grew  deep,  round  its  mountain-throoe. 

And  the  Persians  gave  a  shout  I 

But  the  marble-walls  replied, 
With  a  clash  of  steel,  and  a  sullen  roar 
Like  heavy  wheels  on  the  ocean-shore. 
And  a  savage  trumpet's  note  pealed  out, 

Till  their  hearts  for  terror  died! 

On  the  armour  of  the  Grod, 
Then  a  viewless  hand  was  laid; 
There  were  helm  and  spear,  with  a  danging  din. 
And  corslet  brought  from  the  shrine  within, 
From  the  inmost  shrine  of  the  dread  abode, 
And  before  its  front  arrayed. 

And  a  sudden  silence  fell 
Through  the  dim  and  loaded  air  i 
On  the  wild  bird's  wing,  and  the  myrtle^pnj, 
And  the  very  founts,  in  their  silvery  way. 
With  a  weight  of  sleep  came  down  the  spefl, 
Till  man  grew  breathless  there. 

But  the  pause  was  broken  soonl 

*T  was  not  by  song  or  lyre ; 
For  the  Delphian  maids  had  left  their  bowen, 
And  the  hearths  were  lone  in  the  city's  toven, 
But  there  burst  a  sound  through  the  misty  doob, 

That  battle-noon  of  fire ! 

It  burst  from  earth  and  heaven ! 

It  rolled  from  crag  and  doudl 
For  a  moment  of  the  mountain-blast, 
With  a  thousand  stormy  voices  passed, 
And  the  purple  gloom  of  the  sky  was  liven, 

When  the  thunder  pealed  aloud. 

And  the  lightnings  in  their  play 
Flashed  forth,  like  javelins  thrown; 
Like  sun-darts  winged  fi^m  the  silver  bow, 
They  smote  the  spear  and  the  turbaned  biotr, 
And  the  bright  gems  flew  from  the  crests  like  epdji 
And  the  banners  were  itniek  down ! 

And  the  massy  oak-boughs  crashed 
To  the  fire-bolts  from  oq  hjgh, 
And  the  finest  lent  its  billowy  roar, 
While  the  gloiious  tempest  oowiid  bon, 
And  lit  the  BtnaoiB,  as  tliey  ftamed  aod  d^M 
With  tlie  fierce  rain  awwpoig  by. 
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iflhed  the  Delphian  men 
pale  and  Bcaltered  host ; 
mt  barat  of  a  flashing  wave, 
1  from  the  dim  Corycian  caw, 
^g  blast  o'er  wood  and  glen 
in,  with  the  speara  they  tossed. 

rere  cries  of  wild  dismay, 
rere  shouts  of  warrior-glee, 
savage  sounds  of  the  tempest's  mirth, 
the  realm  of  their  eagle-birth ; 
nt  of  song,  when  they  died  away, 
B,  with  its  temple,  free! 

}  Psan  swelled  ere  long, 

I !  from  the  fane ; 

r  the  war-array, 

ned  Parnassus  riven  that  day! 

t  rise  09  free,  thou  mount  of  song ! 

ty  bounding  streams  again. 


n. 

i  BOWL  OP  LIBERTY.* 

the  fiery  sun, 

it  looks  on  Greece  with  cloudless  eye, 
ir,  and  on  the  war-field  won, 
crowned  the  Bowl  of  Liberty. 

the  tombs  they  stood, 
if  heroes !  with  the  solemn  skies, 
le  plain  around,  where  patriot-blood 
the  soil  in  hues  of  sacrifice. 

ailed  the  glorious  dead, 
I  faith  which  brings  the  viewless  nigh, 
rich  odours  o'er  their  battle-bed, 
kem  to  the  rite  of  Liberty. 

ailed  them  from  the  shades, 
fruited  shades,  where  minstrels  tell 
light  th'  immortal  clime  pervades, 
floats  o'er  meads  of  Asphodel. 

KSt  the  bright  red  winet 
icir  names  who  taught  the  world  to  die, 
he  land's  green  turf  a  living  shrine, 
)  wreath  and  Bowl  of  Liberty. 


he  following  piece  appeared  origioaUy  In  the 
Magasiiie 

xint  of  thia  cerBmony,  anciently  performed  in 
m  dr  the  battle  of  PlatM,  see  Potter**  ilfili^- 
ToLL  p.  389. 


So  the  rejoicing  earth 
Took  from  her  vines  again  the  blood  she  gave. 
And  richer  flowers  to  deck  the  tomb  drew  birth 
From  the  free  tool  thus  haUowed  to  the  brave. 

We  have  the  battle-fields. 
The  tombs,  the  names,  the  blue  majestic  sky. 
We  have  the  founts  the  purple  vintage  yields ; 
— When  shall  we  ciown  the  Bowl  of  Liberty! 


in. 

THE  VOICE  OP  SCIO. 

A  VOICE  from  Scio's  isle, 
A  voice  of  song,  a  voice  of  old, 
Swept  fiur  as  cloud  or  billow  rolled. 

And  earth  was  hushed  the  while. 

The  souls  of  nations  woke ! 
Where  lies  the  land  whose  hills  among. 
That  voice  of  Victory  hath  not  rung. 

As  if  a  trumpet  spoke  1 

To  sky,  and  sea,  and  shore 
Of  those  whose  blood,  on  Ilion's  plain, 
Swept  from  the  rivers  to  the  main, 

A  glorious  tale  it  bore. 

Still,  by  our  sun-bright  deep, 
With  all  the  fiune  that  fiery  lay 
Threw  round  them,  in  its  rushing  way. 

The  sons  of  battle  sleep. 

And  kings  their  turf  have  crowned '. 
And  pilgrims  o'er  the  foaming  wave 
Brought  garlands  there :  so  rest  the  brave, 

Who  thus  their  bard  have  found  I 

A  voice  from  Scio's  isle, 
A  voice  as  deep  hath  risen  again  1 
As  far  shall  p^  its  thrilling  strain, 

Where'er  our  sun  may  smile ! 

Let  not  its  tones  expire  I 
Such  power  to  waken  eajth  and  heaven, 
And  might  and  vengeance,  ne'er  was  given 

To  mortal  song  or  lyre ! 

Know  ye  not  whence  it  comes? 
— ^From  mined  hearths,  finom  burning  fanes, 
From  kindred  blood  on  yon  red  plains, 

From  desolated  homes  I 

'T  is  with  us  through  the  night ' 
'T  is  on  our  hills,  't  is  in  our  sky — 
— Hear  it,  ye  heavens !  when  swords  flash  high, 

O'er  the  mid-waves  of  fight ! 
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IV. 
THE  SPARTAN'S  MARCH.* 


«Th0  Sptxtam  uaed  not  the  crumpet  in  thefar  muth  bxo 
bettle,  eaye  ThocydkiH,  because  they  wished  not  to  ezdta 
the  rage  of  their  wairiorsL  Their  duurging  step  was  made  to 
the*  Dorian  miood  of  flutes  and  soft  recorden'  Thevaloarof 
a  Spartan  was  tao^highly  tempered  to  reqnin  a  stunning  or 
rousing  impube.  His  spirit  was  like  a  sieed  too  proud  for  the 
9pax.*'~-CampbeU  on  the  Elegiac  Poetry  of  the  Cfreeks. 


'T  WAS  morn  upon  the  Grecian  hilli, 
Where  peasants  dressed  the  Tines, 

Sunlight  was  on  Cithsron's  nils, 
Arcadia's  locks  and  pines. 

And  brightly,  through  his  reeds  and  flowers, 

Eurotas  wandered  by,. 
When  a  sound  arose  finom  Spaita's  towers 

Of  solemn  harmony. 

Was  it  the  hunters'  choral  strain 
To  the  woodland-goddess  poured  1 

Did  virgin-hands  in  Pallas*  fane 
Strike  the  full-sounding  chord*! 

But  helms  were  glancing  on  the  stream, 

Spears  ranged  in  close  array, 
And  shields  flung  back  a  glorious  beam 

To  the  mom  of  a  fearful  day! 

And  the  mountain-echoes  of  the  land 
Swelled  through  the  deep  blue  sky. 

While  to  soft  strains  moved  forth  a  band 
Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  marched  not  with  the  trumpet's  blast. 

Nor  bade  the  horn  peal  out, 
And  the  laurel  groves,  as  on  they  passed, 

Rung  with  no  battle-shout ! 

They  asked  no  clarion's  voice  to  fire 
Their  souls  with  an  impulse  high ; 

But  the  Dorian  reed  and  the  Spartan  lyre 
For  the  sons  of  liberty  I 

And  still  sweet  flutes,  their  path  aionnd, 

Sent  forth  Eolian  breath ; 
They  needed  not  a  sterner  sound 

To  marshal  them  for  death ! 

*  OriginsDy  pobUdied  In  the  Edinbuij^Blagazine. 


So  moved  they  cahnly  to  tlieix  field. 

Thence  never  to  RAnm, 
Save  bearing  back  the  Spaxtan  dudd, 

Or  on  il  proudly  bomel 


V. 

-    THE  URN  AND  SWORD. 

Thet  sought  foff  treaKOesin  tbe  tomb, 
Where  gentler  hands  were  woat  to  spnad 
Fresh  boughs  and  flowers  of  purple  bkxMn, 
And  sunny  ringlets,  for  the  dead.* 

They  scattered  fiur  the  greensward-heap, 
Where  once  those  hands  the  bright  wine  psoni 
— What  found  they  in  the  home  of  sieepi 
— A  mouldering  urn,  a  shivered  swoid! 

An  urn,  which  held  the  dust  of  one 
Who  died  when  hearths  and  shrines  werefise; 
A  sword,  whose  work  was  proudly  done, 
Between  our  mountains  «jad  the  sea. 

And  these  are  tressuresl-^-undismayed, 
Still  for  the  suffering  land  we  trust, 
Wherein  the  past  its  fame  hath  laid, 
With  freedom's  sword,  and  valor's  dusL 


VI. 
THE  MYRTLE-BOUGA 

Still  green  along  our  sunny  shore 

The  flowering  myrtle  waves, 
As  when  its  fragrant  boughs  c^yore 

Were  oflfered  on  the  graves; 
The  graves,  wherein  our  migh^  men 
Had  rest,  unviolated  then. 

StUl  green  it  waves!  as  when  the  health 
Was  sacred  through  the  land ; 

And  fearless  was  the  banquet's  mirth, 
And  free  the  minstrel's  hand; 

And  guests,  with  shining  myrtle  crowned. 

Sent  the  wreathed  fyre  and  wine-cup  round. 

Still  green!  as  when  on  holy  grtyund 
The  tyrant's  blood  was  poured : 

^Forget  ye  not  what  garlands  bomid 
The  young  deliverer's  sword! 

—Though  earth  may  shroud  Harmodlni  noi 

We  still  have  sword  and  myitle-boughl 


*  See  Fwtei^  Gndan  AotiquhiM^  vqL  ii.  pi  SBi 
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Sonfifii  ot  tfie  eitr."^ 


oDowing  btliadfl  are  not  transhitioiis  from 
inish,  but  are  founded  upon  some  of  the 
nd  wonderful'  traditioni  pveaerfed  in  the 
«  of  that  language,  and  the  ancient  piem 
id. 


JIIVS  DEPARTURE  mTO  EXILE. 

ixty  knightB  in  his  gallant  train, 
>rth  the  Campeador  of  Spain; 
1  nerras  and  plains  afar, 
the  lands  of  hii  own  BiTar.(l) 

:h  o'er  field,  and  to  watch  in  tent, 
s  home  in  good  Castile  he  went; 
Rrasting  siege  and  the  battle's  Tan, 
le  DoUe  Cid  was  a  banished  man ! 

1  his  oliye-woods  the  mom-breeze  played, 
native  streams  wild  music  made, 
ir  in  the.  sunshine  his  vineyards  lay, 
yt  march  and  combat  he  took  his  way. 

thoughtful  spirit  his  way  he  took, 
turned  his  steed  for  a  parting  look, 
irting  look  at  his  own  fair  towers; 
be  Exile'sbeart  hath  weary  hours! 

none  were  spread,  and  the  band  arrayed, 
Cid  at  the  threshold  a  moment  stayed; 
it  a  moment — the  halls  were  lone, 
gates  of  hii  dwelling  all  open  thrown. 

M  not  a  steed  in  the  empty  itall, 
ear  nor  a  cloak  on  the  naked  wall, 
Lwk  on  the  perch,  nor  a  seat  at  the  door, 
sound  of  a  step  on  the  hollow  floor  7(2) 

fim  tear  swelled  to  the  warrioK*s  eye, 
oioe  of  his  native  groves  went  by; 
aid—"  My  foemen  their  wish  have  won— 
he  will  of  Gh)d  be  in  all  things  done!" 

Tumpet  blew,  with  its  note  of  cheer, 
winds  of  the  morning  swept  ofi'the  tear, 
fields  of  bis  glory  lay  distant  far, 
gone  from  the  towers  of  his  own  Bivar! 

"  And  gbtl  my  fimn  with  mtil-anay, 
aBypoUUMd  In  tho  New  Monthly  lfi««2ioe.     I     And  set  me  on  my  steed, 


THE  CID'S  DEATH-BED. 

It  was  an  hour  of  grief  and  fear 

Within  Valencia's  walls, 
When  the  blue  spring-heaven  lay  still  and  dear 

Above  her  marble  halls. 

There  were  pale  cheeks  and  troubled  eyes. 

And  steps  of  hurrying  feet. 
Where  the  Zambra's(3)  notes  were  wont  to  rise, 

Abng  the  sunny  street 

It  was  an  hour  of  fear  and  grief. 

On  bright  Valencia's  shore, 
For  death  was  busy  with  her  chief, 

The  noble  Campeador. 

The  Moor-king's  barks  were  on  the  deep. 

With  sounds  and  signs  of  war, 
For  the  Cid  was  passing  to  his  sleep, 

In  the  silent  Alcazar. 

No  moan  was  heard  through  the  towen  of  state, 

No  weeper's  aspect  seen. 
But  by  the  couch  Ximena  sate, 

With  pale  yet  steadfimt  mien.(4) 

Stillness  was  round  the  leader's  bed, 

Warriors  stood  mournful  nigh, 
And  banners,  o'er  his  glorious  head. 

Were  drooping  heavily. 

And  feeble  grew  the  conquering  hand, 

And  cold  the  valiant  breast ; 
~He  had  fought  the  battles  of  the  Und, 

And  his  hour  was  come  to  rest. 

What  said  the  Ruler  of  the  fieldl 

— His  voice  is  faint  and  low ; 
The  breeze  that  creeps  o'er  his  lance  and  shield 

Hath  louder  accents  now. 

**  Raise  ye  no  cry,  and  let  no  moan 

Be  made  when  I  depart ; 
The  Moor  must  hear  no  dirge's  tone. 

Be  ye  of  mighty  heart! 

"  Let  the  cymbal-dash  and  the  truifipet-strain 
From  your  walls  ring  far  and  shrill. 

And  foar  ye  not,  for  the  saints  of  Spain 
Shall  gnnt  yon  vicCoiy  atilL 
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So  go  ye  forth  on  your  fonenl-way, 
And  God  shall  gyre  yon  tpeed. 

*' Go  with  the  dead  in  the  front  of  war, 

All  anned  with  sword  an^  helm, 
And  march  by  the  camp  of  King  Bucar, 

For  the  good  Castilian  realm. 

**  And  let  me  slumber  in  the  soil 

Which  gave  my  fathers  birth ; 
I  have  closed  my  day  of  battle-toil, 

And  my  oourse  is  done  on  earth.'* 

— ^Now  wave,  ye  glorious  banners,  wave  !(5) 
Through  the  lattice  a  wind  sweeps  by. 

And  the  arms,  o'er  the  death-bed  of  the  brave, 
Send  forth  a  hollow  sigh. 

Now  wave,  ye  banners  of  many  a  fight ! 

As  the  fresh  wind  o'er  you  sweeps ; 
The  wind  and  the  banners  fall  hushed  as  night, 

The  Campeador — he  sleeps ! 

Sound  the  battle-horn  on  the  breeze  of  mom, 
And  swell  out  the  trumpet's  blast, 

Till  the  notes  prevail  o'er  the  voice  of  wail, 
For  the  noble  Cid  hath  passed  I 


THE  CID'S  FUNERAL  PROCESSION. 

The  Moor  had  beleaguered  Valencia's  towers, 
And  lanoes  gleamed  up  through  her  citron-bovrers, 
And  the  tents  of  the  desert  had  girt  her  plain. 
And  camels  were  trampling  the  vines  of  Spain ; 
For  the  Cid  was  gone  to  rest 

There  were  men  from  wilds  where  the  death-wind 

sweeps. 
There  were  spears  from  bilk  where  the  lion  sleeps. 
There  were  bows  from  sands  where  the  ostiich  runs, 
For  the  shrill  horn  of  Afric  had  called  her  sons 
To  the  battles  of  the  West. 

The  midnight  bell,  o'er  the  dim  seas  heard 
Like  the  roar  of  waters,  the  air  had  stirred ; 
The  stars  were  shining  o'er  tower  and  wave. 
And  the  camp  lay  hushed,  as  a  wizard's  cave ; 
But  the  Christians  woke  that  night. 

They  reared  the  Cid  on  his  barbed  steed, 
Like  a  warrior  mailed  for  the  hour  of  need, 
And  they  fixed  the  sword  in  the  cold  right  hand, 
Which  had  iqpght  so  well  for  hb  fathers'  land. 
And  the  shield  from  his  neck  hung  bright. 

There  waa  arming  heard  in  Valencia's  halb. 
There  waa  vigil  kept  on  the  rampart  walls ; 
Stars  had  not  fiided,  nor  douds  turned  red. 
When  the  knights  had  girded  the  noble  dead. 
And  the  bariaUrain  moved  oat. 


With  a  measured  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one, 
Was  the  still  death-march  of  the  boat  b&gm; 
With  a  silent  step  went  the  cuiraaed  bands^ 
Like  a  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  aandi. 
And  they  gave  no  battle  ahomt. 

When  the  first  went  forth  it  was  midnight  deep, 
In  heaven  was  the  moon,  in  the  camp  was  sleep. 
When  the  last  through  the  city's  gates  had  gDW^ 
O'er  tent  and  rampart  the  bright  day  shoos, 
•    With  a  sun-bont  from  the  sea. 

There  were  knights  five  hand  red  went  armed  beftn^ 
And  Bermudez  the  Cid's  green  standard  bore  ;(6) 
To  its  last  fidr  field,  with  the  break  of  mom, 
Was  the  glorious  banner  in  silence  borot. 
On  the  glad  wind  streaming  free. 

And  the  Campeador  came  stately  then, 
Like  a  leader  circled  with  steel-clad  meni 
The  helmet  was  down  o'er  the  face  of  the  deed, 
But  his  steed  went  proud,  by  a  warrior  led, 
For  he  knew  that  the  Cid  wm  then. 

He  was  there,  the  Cid,  with  his  own  good  tmA, 
And  Ximena  foUowing  her  noble  lord ; 
Her  eye  was  solemn,  her  step  was  ak>w. 
But  there  rose  not  a  sound  of  war  or  wo, 
Not  a  whisper  on  the  air. 

The  halls  in  Valencia  were  still  and  kMie, 
The  churches  wete  empty,  the  masses  done ; 
There  was  not  a  voice  through  the  wide  KwU 

Not  a  fbot-frdl  heard  in  the  Alcazar, 
— So  the  burial-train  moved  oat. 

With  a  measured  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one, 
Was  the  still  death-march  of  tbe  host  began; 
With  a  silent  step  went  the  cuirassed  baiidi, 
Like  a  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  sands; 
— And  they  gave  no  battlfrehout 

But  the  deep  hills  pealed  with  a  cry  ere  iaog, 
When  the  Christians  burst  on  the  Paynim  thnvK- 
With  a  sudden  flash  of  the  lance  and  spear, 
And  a  charge  of  the  war-steed  in  full  career, 
It  was  Alvar  Fanez  came  !(7) 

He  that  was  wrapt  with  no  funeral  shrood, 
Had  passed  before  like  a  threatening  ckxidl 
And  the  storm  rushed  down  on  the  tented  pbis, 
Abd  the  Archer-Clueen,(8)  with  her  baodi  hy 
slain. 
For  the  Cid  upheld  his  fiune. 

Then  a  tenor  fell  on  the  King  Bucar, 
And  the  Lybian  kings  who  had  joined  hii  war, 
And  their  heaits  grew  heavy,  and  died  away, 
And  thdr  hands  could  not  wield  an  assagay, 
For  the  dreadful  things  they  saw! 
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i  where  Mixuiya  his  onaek  made, 
levenky  thomuid  knighti  arrayed, 
the  anow  on  Nevada's  iteep, 
me  hke  the  foam  of  a  roaring  deep; 
iras  a  light  of  fisar  and  awe ! 

ted  form  of  a  warrior  tall, 
d  of  fire,  went  before  them  all ; 
d  of  fire,  and  a  banner  pale, 
•red  cross  on  his  shadowy  mail, 
de  in  the  battle's  van ! 

ar  in  the  path  of  his  dim  white  horse, 
eath  in  the  Giant-warrior's  course ! 
uiner  streamed  with  its  ghostly  light, 
^ord  blaied  out,  there  was  hurrying 

seemed  not  the  sword  of  man ! 

J  the  river  grew  darkly  red, 
and  the  leaders  of  Afric  fled ; 
rork  for  the  men  of  the  Cid  that  day! 
9  weary  at  eve,  when  they  ceased  to 

ipers  whose  task  b  dope  1 

id  the  leaders  of  Afric  fled  I 
iheir  galleys  in  haste  were  spread ; 
lad  its  share  of  the  Paynim-slain, 
of  the  desert  was  brdce  in  Spain ; 
the  Cid  to  his  grave  passed  on ! 


THE  CliyS  RISING. 

eep  mid-watch  of  the  silent  night, 

)n  in  slumber  lay, 

id  went  forth,  in  rushing  night, 

army  on  its  way  1(9)  ' 

fieas  of  the  hour, 

dreams  of  sleep  have  power, 

Q  forget  the  day. 

dark  and  lonely  streets  it  went, 
slumberers  woke  in  dread; 
r  a  passing  armament, 
e  charger^s  stony  tread. 
I  heard  no  trumpet's  peal, 
ivy  tramp  of  steel, 
it's,  to  combat  led. 

dark  and  lonely  streets  it  passed, 
hollow  pavement  rang, 
;ni,  as  with  a  sweeping  blast, 
to  the  stormy  dang  1 
irch  of  the  viewless  train 
}  a  royal  fime, 
i  prieet  his  night-hymn  sang. 

nocking  that  shook  the  marble  floor, 
Dioe  at  the  gate,  wiuch  said— 


"That  the  Cid  Ruy  Dies, the  Campeador, 
Was  there  in  his  arms  arrayed; 
And  that  with  him,  firom  the  tomb, 
Had  the  Count  Qoniaka  come. 
With  a  host,  uprisen  to  aid  I 

"  And  they  came  for  the  buried  king  that  lay 

At  rest  in  that  ancient  fane ; 
For  he  must  be  armed  on  the  battle-day. 
With  them  to  deUver  Spain !" 
— Then  the  march  went  sounding  on. 
And  the  Moors,  by  noontide  sun, 
Were  dust  on  Toloea's  plain. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  197,  col.  1. 

Bivar,  the  supposed  birth-place  of  the  Cid,  was 
a  castle,  about  two  leagues  from  Burgos. 

Note  3,  page  197,  col.  I. 

Tomaba  la  cabeza,  e  estabalos  catando: 
Vio  puertas  abiertas,  e  uzos  sin  canados, 
Alcandaras  vadas,  sin  pielles  e  sin  mantes : 
E  sin  falcones,  e  sin  adtores  mudados. 
Sospiro  mio  Cid.  Poem  qf  the  Cid. 

Note  3,  page  197,  col.  2. 

The  zambra,  a  Moorish  dance.  When  Valencia 
was  taken  by  the  Cid,  many  of  the  Moorish  fiuni- 
lies  chose  to  remain  there,  and  reside  under  his 
government. 

Note  4,  page  197,  col.  3. 

The  cakn  fortitude  of  Ximena  is  frequently 
alluded  to  in  the  romances. 

Note  5,  pa«e  198,  col.  I. 

Banderas  antiguas,  tristes 
De  victorias  un  tiempo  amadas, 
Tremolando  estan  al  viento 
Y  lloran  aunquo  no  hablan,  &c. 
Herder's  translation  of  these  romances  (Der 
Cid,  nach  Spanischen  Romanzen  besungen)  are 
remarkable  for  their  spirit  and  scrupubus  fidelity. 

Note  6,  page  198,  col.  2. 

^' And  while  they  stood  there,  they  saw  the  Cid 
Ruy  Diez  coming  up  with  three  hundred  knights ; 
for  he  had  not  been  in  the  battle,  and  they  knew 
his  green  pennon"^S(nUhey'9  Chronicle  qf  the 
Cid, 


Note  7,  page  198,  col.  2. 

Alvar  Fanez  Minaya,  one  of  the  Cid's 
distinguished  warriors. 


MRS.  HEMANS»  WORKS. 


Notes,  page  198, co!.  2. 
——The  archer  I 


A  Moorish  Amazon,  who^  with  a  band  of  fe- 
male warriors  ,  accompanied  King  Bocar  from 
Africa.  Her  arrows  were  so  unerring,  that  she 
obtained  the  name  of  the  Star  of  archen. 

Una  Mora  mny  gallar^ta, 

Gran  maestra  en  el  tirar, 


Con  saetas  del  Aljava, 
De  loe  aieos  de  Tnrquia 
Elstiella  era  nomhrada, 
Por  la  destieza  que  alia 
En  el  hflrir  de  la  Xan. 

Note  9,  page  199,  coL  1. 
See  Sonthey's  ChnMude  of  the  Cid,  pw  3SA 


Hecortnei  ot  Wttmun. 


ARABELLA  STUART. 

**  The  Ladt  Arabella,"  as  she  has  been  fre- 
quently entitled,  was  descended  from  Maigaret, 
eldest  daughters  of  Henry  Yll.  and  consequently 
allied  by  birth  to  Elizabeth,  as  well  as  James  I. 
This  affinity  to  the  throne  proved  the  misfortune 
of  her  life,  as  the  jealousies  which  it  constantly 
excited  in  her  royal  relatives,  who  were  anxious  to 
prevent  her  marrying,  abut  her  out  from  the  en- 
joyment of  that  domestic  happiness  which  her 
heart  appears  to  have  so  fervently  desired.    By  a 
secret,  but  eariy  discovered  union  with  William 
Sejrmour,  son  of  Lord  Beauchamp,  she  alarmed 
the  cabinet  of  James,  and  the  wedded  lovers  were 
immediately  placed  in  separate  confinement  From 
this  they  found  means  to  concert  a  romantic  plan 
of  escape ;  and  having  won  over  a  female  attend- 
ant, by  whose  assistance  she  was  disguised  in 
male  attire,  Arabella,  though  faint  from  recent 
sickness  and  sufiering,.stole  out  in  the  night,  and 
at  last  reached  an  appointed  spot,  where  a  boat 
and  servants  were  in  waiting.    She  embarked; 
and,  at  break  of  day,  a  Fiftnch  vessel,  engaged  to 
receive  her,  was  discovered  and  gained.    As  Sey^ 
mour,  however,  had  not  yet  arrived,  she  was  de- 
■iious  that  the  vessel  should  lie  at  anchor  for  him ; 
but  this  wish  was  overruled  by  her  companions, 
who,  contrary  to   her   entreaties,  hoisted   sail, 
"which,"  says  D'lsraeli,  "occasioned  so  fatal  a 
termination  to  this  romantic  adventure.  Seymour, 
indeed,  had  escaped  from  the  Tower ; — he  reached 
the  whari^  and  Ibund  his  confidential  man  waiting 
with  a  boat,  and  arrived  at  Lee.  The  time  passed; 
the  viraves  were  rising;  Arabella  was  not  there; 
bat  in  the  distance  he  descried  a  vessel.    Hiring 
a  fisherman  to  take  him  on  board,  he  discovered, 
to  his  grief,  on  hailing  it,  that  it  was  not  the 
French  ship  chafjged  with  Ins  Arabella;  in  despair 
and  confriaion  he  found  another  ship  from  New- 
castle, whkh  lor  a  larfe  sum  altered  its  ooaise. 


earnestly  looking  out  for  the  expected  boat  of  ber 
husband,  was  overtaken  in  Calais  Roadi  by  a 
vessel  in  the  King's  service,  and  brought  back  to 
a  captivity,  under  the  suflfering  of  which  her  mind 
and  constitution  graduaUy  sank.  **  What  paasd 
in  that  dreadful  imprisonment,  can  not  perfaapi  be 
recovered  for  authentic  history ,~biit  enough  ii 
known ;  that  her  mind  grew  impaired,  that  the 
finally  lost  her  reason,  and,  if  the  duration  of  btf 
imprisonment  was  short,  that  it  was  only  tenni- 
tiated  by  her  death.  Some  efifusions,  often  hcgu 
and  never  ended,  written  and  erased,  incohemt 
and  rational,  yet  remain  among  her  papen."— 

lyisraeWs  CurionHes  of  Literature. Thelbl- 

lowing  poetn,  meant  as  some  record  of  her  6te, 
and  the  imagined  fluctuations  of  her  thought!  and 
feelings,  is  supposed  to  commence  during  the 
time  of  her  first  imprisonment,  while  her  mind  wii 
yet  buoyed  up  by  the  consciousness  of  Sejmoar'f 
affection,  and  the  cherished  hope  of  eventual  deli- 
verance. 


And  b  not  lore  in  vaii^ 
Toctnre  enough  wiitaout  a  living  lombl 

Ftarwomk  al  fia  U  oor  cha  balao  tanta 

PintkwtMtt 

.1. 

'TwAS  but  a  dream !-^I  saw  the  stag  leap  fm, 
Under  the  boughs  where  early  birds  were  tff- 

I  stood,  o'ershadowed  by  the  greenwood  tree, 

And  heard,  it  seemed,  a  sudden  bugle  ringiBf 
Far  through  a  royal  ibrest:  then  the  fawn 
Shot,  like  a  gleam  of  light,  from  grassy  Uwn 
To  secret  covert;  and  the  smooth  turf  shook, 
And  lilies  quivered  by  the  glade*s  lone  brook, 
And  young  leaves  trembled,  as,  in  fleet  eancr, 


A  piiiicely  band,  with  horn,  and  hound,  and  ipsar, 
and  Unded  him  in  Flanders."— Arabella,  mean-l  Like  a  rich  masque  swept  forth.   I  saw  the  danoe 
*«.  while  imploring  her  attendants  to  linger,  and!  Of  their  white  phunes,  that  bore  a  silvery  gtaaot 
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rp  wood's  heaxt;  tnd  all  ptMed  by, 
I  met  the  tmile  of  one  clear  eye, 
It  joy  to  miiie. — ^Yee,  thou  wert  there, 
ft  soft  wind  blew  the  cliutering  hair 
thy  gallant  hrow,  aa  thou  didat  rein 
r,  taming  from  that  goigeoas  train, 
methought,  thy  hunting  spear  away, 
f  graceful  in  thy  green  array, 
ly  side ;  and  we,  that  met  and  parted, 
tread  (rf'some  dark  watchful  power, 

to  childhood's  trust,  and,  fisarless- 
ted, 

glad  fulness  of  our  thoughts  that  hour, 
le  mingling  of  sweet  streams,  beneath 

leaves,  and  nudst  the  floating  breath 
inest  flowers. 

II. 

T  is  past!— I  wake, 
i,  and  alone,  and  far  from  thee, 
id  friend !   Yet  fostering  for  thy  sake, 
tiless  hope  of  happiness  to  be ; 
I  still  my  woman's  spirit  strong,  . 
£uth  which  lifts  from  earthly  wrong, 
ard  glance.   I  know,  I  know  our  Ioyo, 
dl  gentle  angels  from  above, 
ring  fervour ;  and  prevail, 
breath,  as  of  the  spring's  first  gale, 
ts  now  cold;  and,  raising  its  bright 

»  gush  of  sunny  tears  erase 
lersofanguBh;  in  this  trust 
ive,  I  bow  not  to  the  dust, 
f  biing  thee  back  no  faded  form, 
skilled  and  blighted  by  the  storm, 
youth's  first  treasures,  when  we  meet, 
St  sorrow,  by  communion,  sweet. 

ni. 

CO  art  in  bonds ! — ^yet  droop  thou  not, 
bved ! — there  is  one  hopeless  lot, 
sd  that  not  ours.    Beside  the  dead 
the  grief  that  mantles  up  its  head, 
he  laughter  and  proad  pomp  of  light, 
ineas  from  the  vainly-doting  sight, 
beautiful !( I)  If  thou  wert  gone 
[rave's  bosom,  with  thy  radiant  brow, — 
-thrilling  voidb,  with  Uiat  low  tone 
St  tenderness,  which  now,  ev'n  now, 
ting  thro'  my  soul,  were  music  taken 
om  this  world, — oh  I  thus  forsaken, 
ar  onT—thou  liVst,  thou  liv'st,  thou  'rt 

{lad  thought  I  make  my  heart  a  shrine, 
10  lamp  which  quenchless  there  shall 

witcher  for  the  day's  return. 


IV. 

And  k)  t  the  joy  that  oometh  with  the  morning, 

Brightly  victorious  o'er  the  hours  of  care ! 
I  have  not  watched  in  vain,  serenely  scorning 

The  wild  and  busy  whispers  of  despair  I 
Thou  hast  sent  tidings  as  of  heaven.-^I  wait 

The  liour,  the  sign,  for  blessed  flight  to  thee. 
Oh !  for  the  skylark's  wing  that  seeks  its  mate 

As  a  star  shoots ! — ^but  on  the  breezy  sea 
We  shall  meet  soon. — To  think  of  such  an  hourt 

Will  not  my  heart,  o'erburdened  by  its  bliss, 
Faint  and  give  way  within  me,  as  a  flower 

Bore  down  and  perishing  by  noontide's  kiisl 
Yet  shall  I  fear  that  lot  1— the  perfect  rest, 
The  full  deep  joy  of  dying  on  thy  breast. 
After  long-suflfering  woni    So  rich  a  close 
Too  seldom  crowns  with  peace  aflfection's  woec 

V. 

Subset  !-r*I  teU  each  moment — ^from  the  ski^ 

The  last  red  splendour  floats  along  my  wall, 
Like  a  king's  banner! — Now  it  melts,  it  dies ! 

I  see  one  star — I  hear — 't  was  not  the  call, 
Th'  expected  voice ;  my  quick  heart  throbbed  too 

soon. 
I  must  keep  vigil  till  yon  rising  moon 
Shower  down  less  golden  light  Beneath  her  beam 
Through  my  lone  lattice  poured,  I  sit  and  dream 
Of  summer  lands  afar,  where  holy  love^ 
Under  the  vine,  or  in  the  citron-grove, 
May  breathe  from  terror. 

Now  the  night  grows  deep, 
And  silent  as  its  clouds,  and  full  of  sleep. 
I  hear  my  veins  beat — Hark!  a  bell's  slow  chime, 
My  heart  strikes  with  it. — Yet  again — 't  is  time ! 
A  step! — a  voice  !^r  but  a  rising  breeze  1 
Hark ! — haste ! — I  come,  to  meet  thee  on  the  seas. 

VL 

Now  never  more,  oh !  never,  in  the  worth 
Of  its  pure  cause,  let  sorrowing  love  on  earth 
Trust  fondly — never  more ! — the  hope  ii  crushed 
That  lit  my  life,  the  voice  within  me  hushed 
That  spoke  sweet  oracles ,  and  I  return 
To  lay  ray  youth,  as  in  a  burial-urn, 
Where  sunshine  may  not  find  it — All  is  lost  f 
No  tempest  met  our  barks — ^no  billow  tossed ; 
Yet  were  they  severed,  e'en  as  we  must  be. 
That  so  have  loved,  so  striven  our  hearts  to  free 
From  their  close-coiling  fate  I   In  vain — ^in  vain ! 
The  dark  links  meet,  and  clasp  themselves  again, 
And  press  out  life. — Upon  the  deck  I  stood. 
And  a  white  sail  came  gliding  o'er  the  flood, 
Like  some  proud  bird  of  ocean ;  then  mine  eye 
Strained  out,  one  moment  earlier  to  descry 
The  form  it  ached  for,  and  the  bark's  career 
Seemed  slow  to  that  Ibnd  yeamin^:  ll  ^stm  TstsvLx 
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Fraught  with  our  foes  !-^What  boots  it  to  recall 

The  strife,  the  tears  1  Once  more  a  prison-wall 

Shuts  the  green  hills  and  woodlands  firom  my  sight, 

And  joyous  glance  of  waters  to  the  light, 

And  thee,  my.  Seymour,  thee ! 
« 

I  will  not  sink ! 

Thou,  thou  hast  rent  the  heavy  chain  that  bound 
thee: 
And  this  shall  be  my  strength — the  joy  to  think 

That  thou  mayst  wander  with  heaven's  breath 
around  thee ; 
And  all  the  laughuig  sky!  This  thought  shall  yet 
Shine  o'er  my  heart,  a  xadiant  amulet, 
Guarding  it  from  d^pair.    Thy  bonds  are  broken, 
And  unto  me,  I  know,  thy  true  love's  token 
Shall  one  day  be  deliverance,  though  the  years 
Lie  dim  between,  o'erhung  with  mists  of  tears. 

VII. 

My  fnend,  my  friend !  where  art  thou  1  Day  by 

day. 
Gliding,  like  some  dark  mournful  stream,  away, 
My  silent  youth  flows  from  me.  Spring,  the  while, 

Comes  and  rains  beauty  on  the  kindling  boughs 
Round  hall  and  hamlet;  Summer,  with  her  smile. 

Fills  the  green  forest ; — ^yoiing  hearts  breathe 
their  vows ; 
Brothers  bng  parted  meet ;  fair  children  rise 
Round  the  glad  board ;  Hope  laughs  from  loving 

eyes: 
All  this  is  in  the  world ! — These  joys  lie  sown. 
The  dew  of  every  path — On  one  alone 
Their  freshness  may  not  fall— the  stricken  deer. 
Dying  of  thirst  with  all  the  waters  near. 

VIH. 

Ye  are  from  dingle  and  fresh  glade,  ye  flowers ! 

By  some  kind  hand  to  cheer  my  dungeon  sent; 
O'er  you  the  oak  shed  down  the  summer  showers. 
And  the  lark's  nest  was  where  your  bright  cups 
bent, 
Ctuivering  to  breeze  and  rain-drop,  like  the  sheen 
Of  twilight  stars.    On  you  Heaven's  eye  hath 

been^ 
Through  the  leaves,  pouring  its  dark  sultry  blue 
Into  your  glowing  hearts;  the  bee  to  you 
Hath  murmured,  and  the  rill. — My  soul  grows 

front 
With  passionate  yearning,  as  its  quick  dreams 

paint 
Your  haunts  by  dell  and  stream, — the  green,  the 

free. 
The  fun  of  an  sweet  sound, — the  shut  from  me  I 

IX. 

There  went  a  swift  bird  singing  past  my  ooU — 
O  Love  and  Freedom !  ye  are  lovely  things  I 
With  yoa  the  peasant  on  the  hills  may  dweU, 


And  bythe  streams;  but  I — the  blood  ofkiofi^ 
A  proud,  unmingling  river,  thnnigh  my  veins 
Flows  in  lone  brightness, — and  its  gifts  are  duiu! 
Elings ! — I  had  sBent  visions  of  deep  btisi. 
Leaving  their  thrones  hi  distant,  and  for  this 
I  am  cast  under  their  triumphal  car, 
An  insect  to  be  cnished.-^Oh !  Heaven  it  &r,— 
Earth  pitiless! 

Dost  thou  forget  me,  Seymour  1    lampioved 
So  kmg,  so  sternly !  Seymour,  my  bekjved! 
There  are  such  tales  of  holy  marveb  doM 
By  strong  affection,  of  deliverance  won 
Through  its  prevailing  power  I    Aie  thsn  tfaii^ 

tdd 
Till  the  young  weep  with  rapture,  and  the  eld 
Wonder,  yet  dare  not  doubt, — and  thou,  oh !  thoa, 

Dost  thou  forget  me  in  my  hope's  decay  \-^ 
Thou  canst  not! — through  the  silent  night.eT'oDOfir, 

I,  that  need  prayer  so  much,  awake  and  pny 
StiU  first  for  thee.— Oh  I  gentle,  gentle  ftiend ! 
How  shaU  I  bear  this  anguidi  to  the  endl 

Aid !— comes  there  yet  no  aid  7 — the  voice  of  Mood 
Passes  Heavenhi  gate,  ev'n  ere  the  crimson  flood 
Sinks  through  the  grreensward ! — is  there  not  a  cry, 
From  the  vnrung  heart,  of  power,  through  agoov, 
To  pierce  the  cbuds?  *  Hear,  Mercy !  hear  me! 

None 
That  bleed  and  weep  beneath  the  smiling  em, 
Have  heavier  cause ! — ^yet  hear ! — my  soul  grows 

dariL— 
Who  hears  the  last  shriek  from  the  sinking  buk, 
On  the  mid  seas,  and  with  the  storm  alone, 
And  bearing  to  th'  abyss,  unseen,  unknown, 
Its  freight  of  human  hearts  1—th'  o'ermasterng 

wave! 
Who  shaU  teH  how  it  rushed — and  none  to  mef 

Thou  hast  forsaken  me !    I  feel,  I  know, 
There  would  be  rescue  if  this  were  not  so. 
Thou'it  at  the  chase,  thou'rt  at  the  festive  botfd, 
Thou'rt  where  the  red  wine  free  and  high  is  pound, 
Thou'rt  where  the  dancers  meet ! — a  magic  giiif 
Is  set  within  my  soul,  and  proud  shapes  psM, 
Flushing  it  o'er  with  pomp  from  bower  and  hall  ^ 
I  see  one  shadow,  stateliest  there  of  all, — 
Thine  /— What  dost  thou  amidst  the  bright  and  fair, 
Whispering  light  words,  and  mocking  my  de^itirl 
It  is  not  well  of  thee ! — ^my  love  was  mote 
Than  fiery  song  may  breathe,  deep  thought  exploce, 
And  there  thou  smilest,  while  my  heart  b  dyinf, 
With  all  its  blighted  hopes  around  it  lying; 
Ev'n  thou,on  whom  they  hung  their  last  green  leaf- 
Yet  smile,  smile  on !  too  bright  art  thou  for  giien 

Death ! — ^what,  is  a  death  a  locked  and  tieasmed 

thing. 
Guarded  by  swoids  of  fire  1(2)  a  hidden  fpring» 
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fruit,  that  I  should  thus  endure, 
woild  within  me  held  no  cure  7 
e  not  fipieed  free  wings — Heaven,  Hear 
oontiol 

Hight*— they  rush — I  look  into  my  soul 
a  gul^  and  tremble  at  th'  array 
orms  crowding  it  I  Give  strength  to  pray, 
heir  dark  host  pass. 

The  storm  is  stilled, 
in  Heaven  I  Thou,  only  thou,  canst  sound 
t's  great  .deep,  with  floods  of  anguiih 

man  life  too  fearfully  profound. 
I,  forgive,  my  Father !  if  Thy  child, 
Q  its  heaving  darkness,  hath  grown  wild, 
ed  in  her  despair  !    It  well  may  be, 
m  wouldst  lead  my  spirit  back  to  Thee, 
ashed  hope  too  long  on  this  world  poured, 
ken  love  which  hath  peichance  adored 
in  Thy  place  I    Now  let  me  strive 
ly  strong  arm  no  more!  Forgive,  forgive ! 
to  peace! 

And  peace  at  last  is  nigh, 
is  on  my  brow,  a  token  sent 
eazied  dust,  from  home :  no  breeze  flits  by, 
lis  me  with  a  strange  sweet  whisper,  blent 
myiteiies. 

Hark !  the  v^aming  tone 
-its  word  is  Death.    Alone,  alone, 
in  youth,  but  chastened,  I  depart, 
o  heaven.    Yet,  yet  my  woman's  heart 
w  a  sfnrit  and  a  power  to  bless, 
his  hour's  o'ershadowing  fearfulness, 
first  love !— oh !  tender  still,  and  true ! 
otten  if  mine  anguish  threw 
m  its  bitter  fountain  on  thy  name, 
tot  a  moment. 

Now,  with  fainting  frame, 
d  just  lingering  on  the  flight  begun, 
or  thee  its  last  dim  thoughts  in  one, 
ee  I    Peace  be  on  thy  noble  head, 
bright  fiuone,  when  I  am  with  the  dead ! 
prayer  survive  me,  and  retain 
,  again  to  bless  thee,  and  again ! 
It  been  gathered  into  my  dark  fate 
h;  too  long,  for  my  sake,  desolate 
n  thine  exiled  youth ;  but  now  take  back, 
ng  hands,  thy  freedom,  and  retrack 
few  kind  tears  for  her  whose  days 
t  tn  dreams  of  thee)  the  sunny  ways 
and  find  thou  happiness !    Yet  send, 
1,  in  silent  hours  a  thought,  dear  friend ! 
my  voiceless  chamber ;  for  thy  love 
n  to  me  an  gifts  of  earth  above. 


Though  bought  with  burning  tears !  It  is  the  sting 
Of  death  to  leave  that  vainly-precious  thing 
In  this  cold  world !    What  were  it  th^n,  if  thou, 
With  thy  fond  eyes,  wert  gazing  on  me  now  1 
Too  keen  a  pang ! — Farewell !  and  yet  once  more, 
Farewell ! — ^the  passion  of  long  years  I  pour 
Into  that  word :  thou  hear'st  not, — but  the  wo 
And  fervour  of  its  tones  may  one  day  flow 
To  thy  heart's  holy  place ;  there  let  them  dwell — 
We  shall  o'ersweep  the  grave  to  meet — ^Farewell  I 
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Fearl-J'm  a  Greek,  and  how  ohoald  I  fear  death  1 
A  iiave,  yid  whereftte  should  I  dread  mj  freedom? 

I  will  not  U?e  dasradBd.-~8ardanapalu9, 


Come  ^m  the  woods  with  the  dtron-flowers, 
Come  with  your  lyi^  for  the  festal  hours, 
Maids  of  bright  Scio !  They  came,  and  the  breew 
Bore  their  sweet  songs  o'er  the  Grecian  seas; — 
They  came,  and  Eudora  stood  robed  and  crown- 
ed. 
The  bride  of  the  mom,  with  her  train  around. 
Jewels  flashed  out  from  her  braided  hair. 
Like  starry  dews  midst  the  roses  there ; 
Pearls  on  her  bosom  quivering  shone. 
Heaved  by  her  heart  through  its  golden  zone ; 
But  a  brow,  as  those  gems  of  the  ocean  pale. 
Gleamed  from  beneath  her  transparent  veil ; 
Changeful  and  faint  was  her  fair  cheek's  hue, 
Tho'  clear  as  a  flower  which  the  light  looks 

through  i 
And  the  glance  of  her  dark  resplendent  eye. 
For  the  aspect  of  woman  at  times  too  high, 
Lay  floating  in  mists,  which  the  troubled  stream 
Of  the  soul  sent  up  o'er  its  fervid  beam. 

She  looked  on  the  vine  at  her  father's  door, 

Like  one  that  is  leaving  his  native  shore ; 

She  hung  o'er  the  myrtle  once  called  her  own, 

As  it  greenly  waved  by  the  threshold  stone; 

She  turned — and  her  mother's  gaze  brought  back 

Each  hue  of  her  childhood's  fiuled  track. 

Oh !  hush  the  song,  and  let  her  tears 

Flow  to  the  dream  of  her  early  years ! 

Holy  and  pure  are  the  drops  that  fall 

When  the  young  bride  goes  from  her  father's  haU ; 

She  goes  unto  love  yet  untried  and  new, 

She  parts  from  love  which  hath  still  been  true ; 

*  Founded  on  a  circuraatance  related  in  the  Socmxl  Series 
of  the  Curiaritiea  oT  Literature,  and  finrming  part  of  a  picuin 
I  in  the  "  Painted  Biography'*  there  deacribod. 
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Mute  be  the  seng  and  the  choral  strain, 

Till  her  heart't  deep  weU-spring  is  clear  again  I 

She  wept  on  her  aaother'B  £ulhfttl  bfeaat, 

Like  a  babe  that  aobe  iteeff  to  re^t; 

She  wept — ^yet  laid  her  hand  awhile 

In  hi$  that  waited  her  dawning  smile, 

Her  soul's  affianced,  nor  cherished  less 

For  the  gush  of  nature's  tenderness! 

She  lifted  her  graceful  head  at  last — 

The  choking  jiwell  of  her  heart,  was  past ; 

And  her  lovely  thoughts  from  their  cells  found 

way 
In  the  sudden  flow  of  a  plaintive  lay ^3) 


THE  bride's  farewell. 

Why  do  I  weepi — to  leave  thJB  vine 

Whose  clusters  o'er  me  bend,— ^ 
The  myrtle—yet,  oh !  call  it  mine ! — 

The  flowers  I  loved  to  tend. 
A  thousand  thoughts  of  all  things  dear^ 

Like  shadows  o'er  me  sweep, 
I  leave  my  sunny  childhood  here. 

Oh,  therefore  let  me  weep! 

I  leave  thee,  sister!  we  have  played 

Through  many  a  joyous  hour, 
Where  the  silvery  green  of  the  olive  shade 

Hung  dim  o'er  fount  and  bower. 
Yes,  thou  and  I,  by  stream,  by  shore, 

In  song,  in  prayer,  in  sleep, 
EUve  been  as  we  may  be  no  more — 

Kind  sister,  let  me  weep  I 

I  leave  thee,  father!  Eve's  bright  moon 

Must  now  light  other  feet, 
With  the  gathered  grapes,  and  the  lyre  in  tunc, 

Thy  homeward  step  to  greet. 
Thou  in  whose  voice,  to  bless  thy  child. 

Lay  tones  of  love  so  deep. 
Whose  eye  o'er  all  my  youth  hath  smiled— 

I  leave  thee !  let  me  weep ! 

Mother!  I  leave  thee!  on  thy  breast, 

Pouring  out  joy  and  wo, 
I  have  found  that  holy  place  of  rest 

Still  changeless, — ^yet  I  go! 
Lips,  that  have  lulled  me  with  your  strain, 

Eyes,  that  have  watched  ray  sleep! 
Will  earth  give  love  like  yours  againl 

Sweet  mother!  let  me  weep ! 


And  like  a  slight  young  tree,  that  throws 
The  weight  of  rain  from  its  drooping  boughs. 
Once  more  she  wept.    But  a  changeful  thing 
Is  the  human  heart,  as  a  mountain  spring, 
That  works  its  way  through  the  torrent's  foam, 
To  Ihb  bright  pool  near  it,  the  lily's  home! 


It  b  w^ll — the  cloud,  on  hpr  soiil  that  lay, 
Hath  melted  in  glittering  drops  away. 
Wake  again,  mingle,  swe^  fluta  and  Ijfm! 
She  turns  to  her  lover,  she  leaves  her  sire. 
Mother !  on  earth  il  must  still  be  so, 
Thou  rearest  the  lovely  to  tee  them  got 

They  are  moving  onward,  the  bridal  thioi^ 
Ye  may  track  their  way  by  the  swells  of  soi^; 
Ye  may  catQh  thro'  the  foliage  their  whits  lobei' 

gleam, 
Like  a  swan  .midst  the  reeds  of  a  shadowy  fltieua. 
Their  arms  bear  up  garlands,  their  ghdiif  tntd 
Is  over  the  deep-veined  violet's  bed; 
They  have  light  -leaves  around  them,  hbm  dda 

above. 
An  arch  for  the  triumph  of  youth  <nd  love! 

n. 

Still  and  sweet  was  the  home  that  stood 
In  the  flowering  depths  of  a  Grecian  wood, 
With  the  soft  green  light  o'er  iu  low  toattftmi, 
As  if  from  the  glow  of  an  emerald  shed, 
Pouring  through  lime-leaves  that  mingled  oohighi 
Asleep  in  the  silence  of  noon's  clear  sky. 
Citrons  amidrt  their  dark  foliage  glowed, 
Making  a  gleam  round  the  kme  abode; 
Laurels  o'erhung  it,  whose  faintest  shiver 
Scattered  out  rays  like  a  glandng  river; 
Stars  of  the  jasmine  its  pillars  crowned, 
Vine-stalks  its  latti6e  and  walls  had  bound, 
And  brightly  before  it  a  fountain's  play 
Flung  showers  through  a  thicket  of  glosij  btj, 
To  a  cypress  which  rose  in  that  hashing  nio. 
Like  one  tall  shaft  of  some  frJlen  fiuie. 

And  thither  lanthis  had  brought  his  bride. 
And  the  guests  were  met  by  that  fowalmruk', 
Th^  lifted  the  veil  from  Eudora's  face. 
It  smiled  out  sofUy  in  pensive  grace, 
With  lips  of  love,  and  a  bit>w  serene, 
Meet  for  the  soul  of  the  deep  wood-soen&— 
Bring  wine,  bring  odours ! — the  board  m  spnid- 
Bring  roses !  a  chaplet  for  every  head ! 
The  wine-cups  foamed,  and  the  rose  was  showw^ 
On  the  young  and  fair  from  the  world  embowewii 
The  sun  looked  not  on  them  in  that  sweet  ihid^ 
The  winds  amid  scented  boughs  were  laid; 
But  there  came  by  fits,  through  some  wavy  ta^ 
A  sound  and  a  gleam  of  the  moaning  sea. 

Hush !  be  still ! — was  that  no  more 
.  Than  the  murmur  from  the  shore  1 
Silence  !^<lid  thick  rain-drops  beat 
On  the  grass  like  trampling  feetT — 
Fling  down  the  goblet,  and  draw  the  swofd! 
The  groves  are  filled  with  a  pirate-hocde ! 
Through  the  dim  olives  their  sabres  shine  ;- 
Now  must  the  red  Mood  stnam  for  wine! 


> 
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m  the  banqnel  to  battle  iprang,  ■ 

th  the  ehriek  of  the  maideni  rang ; 

len-fraited  boughs 

hing  poniards  and  darkening  brows, 

garland  and  lyre  that  fled ; 

:  soon  oo  a  greensward  bed. 

n\  tft^tt  dost  not  fly ^ 

inthis  before  her  lie, 

1  ftom  his  breast  in  a  gushing  fldw, 

[aige  tears  in  its  hour  of  wo, 

Qg  film  in  his  lifted  eje, 

is  young  bride  out  moumfolly. — 

n  beskle  him,  her  arms  she  wound, 

lis  drooping  neck  around, 

on  of  that  fond  grasp 

I  life  with  its  ivy-clasp. 

ler  thence  in  her  wild  despair, 

B  rovers — they  left  him  there ; 

e  fountain  a  dark-red  vein, 

!t  vblets  a  pile  of  slain, 

'  fear  through  the  summer-grove, — 

inmph  of  youth  and  love ! 

III. 

y  the  shore  that  night, 

I  moon,  with  sleeping  Ught, 

eh  purjpie  Sciote  hill, — 

ly  the  shore,  and  stilL 

rave  no  gay  guitar 

Dating  music  far ; 

rand  of  dancing  feet 

9  Starry  hours  to  greet. 

»  of  mortal  wo, 

iges  wild  or  low, 

the  midnight's  blue  repose, 

sea-beat  rocks  arose, 

a's  mother  stood 

t  th' Egean  flood, 

Ked  and  straining  eye — 

the  spoilers'  vessel  nigh 

e,  becalmed  in  silent  sleep, 

alone  on  a  breathless  deep, 

of  molten  nlver  dark, 

it  drowned  that  evil  bark ! 

broad  pennon  a  shadow  cast, 

and  black  from  the  tall  still  mast, 

leavy  sound  of  its  flapping  sail, 

rainly  wooed  the  gale. 

'as  all  else — had  ocean's  breast 

en  Eudora  that  hour  to  resti 

waves  tiemble!  what  pierong  ciy 
e  b(Mit  of  the  ihq»  on  highl 
}3 


What  ligfat*through  the  heavens,  in  a  sudden 

spire, 
Shooto  from  the<deck  up7  Fire !  'tis  fire  I 
There  are  wild  Ibrms  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
Seen  darkly  clear  on  that  lurid  glow ; 
There  are  shout,  and  eignal-gun,  and  call, 
And  the  dashing  of  water, — but  fruitless  all ! 
Man  may  not  fetter,  nor  ocean  tame 
-The  might  and  wrath  of  the  rushing  flame ! 
It  hath  twined  the  roast  like  a  glittering  snake. 
That  coils  up  a  tree  from  a  dusky  brake; 
It  hath  touched  the  sails,  and  their  canvass  rolls 
Away  from  its  breath  into  shrivelled  scrolls ; 
It  hath  taken  the  flag's  high  place  in  air, 
And  reddened  the  stars  with  its  wavy  glare. 
And  sent  out  bright  arrows,  and  soared  in  glee. 
To  a  burning  mount  midst  the  moonlight  sea. 
The  swimmers  are  plunging  from  stem  and  plow— 
Eudora,  Eudor^ !  where,  where  art  thou? 
The  slave  and  his  master  alike  are  gone. — 
Mother!  who  stands  on  the  deck  alone? 
The  child  of  thy  bosom ! — and  lo  I  a  brand 
Blazing  up  high  in  her  lifted  hand ! 
And  her  veil  flung  back,  and  her  free  dark  hair 
Swayed  by  the  flames  as  they  rock  and  flare, 
And  her  fragile  form  to  its  bftiest  height 
Dilated,  as  if  by  the  spirit's  might, 
And  her  eye  with  an  eagle-gladness  fraught,—- 
Oh !  could  this  work  be  of  woman  wrought  1 
Yes !  t  was  her  deed ! — by  that  haughty  smile 
It  was  her's ! — She  hath  kindled  her  funeral  pile  I 
Never  might  shame  on  that  bright  head  be, 
Her  bk)od  was  the  Ghreek's,  and  hath  made  her 

free. 

Proudly  she  stands,  like  an  Indian  bride 

On  the  pyre  with  the  holy  dead  beside ; 

But  a  shriek  from  her  mother  hath  caught  her  ear. 

As  the  flames  to  her  marriage-robe  draw  near. 

And  starting,  she  spreads  her  pale  arms  in  vain 

To  the  form  they  must  never  infold  again. 

One  moment  more,  and  her  hands  are  clasped, 
Fallen  is  the  torch  they  had  wildly  grasped. 
Her  sinking  knee  unto  Heaven  is  bowed. 
And  her  last  look  raised  through  the  smoke's  dim 

shroud. 
And  her  lips  as  in  prayer  for  her  p^don  move- 
Now  the  night  gathers  o'er  youth  and  k>ve  1* 


*  OrigtaMlly  pobUied,  as  wed  as 
oonH  in  the  ^iNO  iM!ml%  ilf<va»*M. 


S0venl  othar  of  tiMSB  Be- 
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THE  SWITZER'S  WlfE. 

Werner  Staufiach^p,  one  of  the  three  confeder- 
ates of  the  field  of  Grutii,  had  be^  alarmed  b^  the 
envy  with  which  the  Austrian  BailifT,  Landen- 
berg,  had  noticed  the  appearance  of  wealth  and 
comfort  which  distinguished  his  dwelling.  It  was 
not,  however,  until  roused  by  the  entreaties  of  his 
wife,  a  woman  who  seems  to  have  been  of  an  he- 
roic spirit,  that  he  was  induced  to  deliberate  with 
his  ihends  upon  the  measures  by  which  Switzer- 
land was  finally  delivered.  . 


Nor  look  nor  tons  reToaleth  aught; 
SsvB  women's quietoeas  of  thought; 
And  yet  around  her  is  a  light 
Of  inward  majeirty  and  mighL— Af.  /.  /. 

Wer  aolch  eln  hen  an  seinen  Busen  dnickt, 
Der  kaon  fur  herd  und  hof  mit  freuden  IMiten. 

WmholmT\ilL 


It  was  the  time  when  children  bound  to  meet 
Their  father's  homeward  step  from  field  or  hill, 

And  when  the  herd's  returning  bells  are  sweet 
In  the  Swiss  valleys,  and  the  lakes  grow  still, 

And  the  last  note  of  that  wild  horn  swells  by, 

Which  haunts  the  exile's  heart  with  melody. 

And  lovely  smiled  full  many  an  Alpine  home, 
Touched  with  the  crimson  of  the  dying  boor, 

Which  lit  its  low  roof  by  the  toiient's  foam, 
And  pieiced  its  lattice  thx&  the  vine-hung  bow- 
er; 

But  one,  the  loveliest  o'er  the  land  that  rose, 

Then  first  looked  mournful  in  its  green  tepose. 

For  Werner  sat  beneath  the  linden-tree, 
That  sent  its  lulling  whispers  through  his  door, 

Even  as  man  sits  whose  heart  alone  would  be 
With  some  deep  care,  and  thus  can  find  no  more 

Th'  accustomed  joy  in  all  which  evening  brings. 

Gathering  a  household  with  her  quiet  wings. 


His  wife  stood  hushed  before  him, — sad,  yet  mi}d 
In  her  beseeching  mien ; — he  marked  it  not. 

The  silvery  laughter  of  his  bright-haired  child 
Rang  firom  the  greensward  round  the  sheltered 
spot, 

But  secerned  unheard ;  nntU  at  last  the  boy 

Raised  firom  his  heaped  up  fioweri  a  glance  of  joy, 

And  met  his  father's  fibce :  but  then  a  change 
Passed  swiftly  o'er  the  brow  of  infant  glee, 

And  a  quick  sense  of  something  dimly  strange 
Brought  him  finom  play  to  stand  beside  the  knee 

So  often  climbed,  and  lift  his  loving  eyes 

That  shone  Unough  cbuds  of  sorrowful  aorprise. 


Then  the  proud  boeom  of  the  ttiong  man  shook; 

But  tenderly  his  babe's  fair  mother  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  with  a  pleading  kx)k, 

Thro'  tears  half  quivering,  o'er  him  bent,  tod 
said, 
"  What  grief,  dear  finend,  hath  made  thy  bsiit  ill 

That  thou  shouldst  torn  thee  fipom  ovr  kyve  vnfl 


'*  If  ii  too  sad  to  see  thee  thua^  my  firieod  I 
Markest  thou  the  wonder  on  thy  boy's  bit  biov, 

Missing  the  smile  from  thinel  Oh!  cbss  tfaee! 
bend 
To  his  soft  arms,  uneeal  thy  thcN^jhto  «^«  Mvl 

Thou  dost  not  kindly  to  withhold  the  dum 

Of  tried  aflection  in  thy  aeeret  can.** 

He  looked  up  into  that  sweet  earnest  &oe. 

But  sternly,  mournfully:  not  yet  the  band 
Was  loosened  fVom  his  soul ;  its  inmost  place 
,   Not  yet  imveiled  by  love's  o'ermastering  hand. 
"  Speak  low!*'  he  cried,  and  pointed  where  on  high 
The  white  Alps,  glittered  through  the  solemn  dtj: 

**  We  must  speak  low  amidst  our  ancient  hiDi 
And  their  free  torrents ;  for  the  days  are  coom 

When  tyranny  lies  couched  by  fbrest-riDs, 
And  meets  the  shepherd  in  his  moantain-hoDK. 

QOf  pour  the  wine  of  our  own  grapes  in  fesr, 

Keep  silence  by  the  hearth!  its  foes  are netr. 

"  The  envy  of  the  oppressor's  eye  hath  been 
Upon  my  heritage.    I  sit  to-night 

Under  my  household  tree,  if  not  serene, 
Yet  with  the  faces  best-beloved  in  sight: 

Ts-morrow  eve  may  find  me  chained,  and  thss^ 

How  can  I  bear  the  boy's  young  smiles  to  seef 

The  bright  blood  left  that  youthful  mother'i  cheek; 

Back  on  the  linden-stem  she  leaned  her  fisn, 
And  her  lip  trembled,  as'  it  strove  to  speak, 

Like  a  fhdl  harp  string,  shaken  by  the  ftons. 
'Twas  but  a  nK>ment,  and  the  faintness  pssHili 
And  the  free  Alpine  spirit  woke  at  last 

And  she,  that  ever  through  her  home  had  ac^ 
With  the  meek  thoughtfuhieas  and  quiet  wak 

Of  woman,  calmly  loving  and  beloved, 
And  ttnud  in  her  happiness  the  while, 

Stood  brightly  forth,  and  sted&stly,  that  hour, 

Her  clear  glance  kindling  into  sudiden  poiisr. 

Ay,  pale  she  stood,  but  with  an  eye  of  light, 
And  took  her  fidr  child  to  her  holy  breaet, 

And  hfied  her  soft  voice,  that  gathered  miffat 
As  it  found  language: — "  Are  we  thiM  wpft^ 
ed? 

Then  must  we  rise  upor^  our  mountain-sod, 

And  man  must  arm,  and  woman  call  on  Qtd! 

"  I  know  what  thou  wouldst  do,— and  be  itdoBe! 
Thy  soul  is  darkened  with  its  fBais  for  me. 
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I  Heaven,  my  husband ! — this,  thy  eon, 
i  whom  I  have  bom  thee,  must  be  free ! 
reet  memory  of  our  pleasant  hearth 
^ve  strength — if  aught  be  strong  on 

L 

It  been  broodiiig  o'er  the  silent  dread 
sqwnding  tears;  now  lift  once  more, 
of  the  hills!  thy  stately  head, 
iiine  eagle  glance  my  joy  restore! 
ftU,  bnt  seeing  thee  subdned, — 
«  back  thine  own  undaimted  mood. 

tieaide  the  waters,  and  along 
nois-paths,  and  through  the  forests  go ; 
1  burning  words,  thy  tale  of  wrong 
rave  hearts  that  midst  the  hamlets  glow. 
B  with  thee^  my  beloved ! — Away ! 
ly  child,  and  leave  me, — I  can  pray!" 

np  like  a  warrior-youth  awaking 
n'sounds  upon  the  ringing  air ; 

her  to  his  breast,  while  proud  tears 
king 

dark  eyes,  fell  o'er  her  braided  hair, — 
rthy  art  thou,"  was  his  joyous  cry, 

I  for  thoe  should  gird  himself  to  die. 

my  wife,  the  mother  of  my  child ! 

II  thy  name  be  armour  to  my  heart; 
ir  hind,  by  chains  no  more  defiled, 

t  of  thee  to  choose  the  better  part! 
pirit  on  my  words  shall  dwell, 
voice  shall  stir  the  Alps — Farewell ! 

hey  parted,  by  the  quiet  lake,        ' 
ear  starlight :  he,  the  strength  to  rouse 
hills;  she,  thoughtful  for  his  sake, 
her  child  beneath   the  whispering 

blue,  hal^curtained  eyes  to  sleep, 
'  hymn,  amidst  the  stillness  deep. 


PROPERZIA  ROSSI. 

i  Road,  a  celebrated  female  sculptor  of 
MBcnscd  also  of  talents  for  poetry  and 
in  consequence  of  an  unrequited  at- 
-A  painting  by  Ducis,  represents  her 
T  last  work,  a  basso-relievo  of  Ariadne, 
n  Knight,  the  object  of  her  affection, 
s  it  with  indifference. 


— Tdl  me  do  man,  no  more 
Hi's  lofty  gifts  I  Are  they  ooc  vain 
h  its  bauDiing  thint  for  happineal 
It  loved,  an^  itriven,  and  ftiled  to  bind 
been  unio  ma,  whereon  m  J  own 
il  a  rasing-placa.  a  home  fbrall 
loraflacttaat  Idepsrt, 


Unknown,  though  Fame  goes  with  me;  I  must  leave 
The  earth  inknown.   Yet  it  may  be  that  death 
Shall  give  my  name  a  power  to  winiuch  tean 
At  would  have  made  life  prsHoiin 


I. 

One  dream  of  passion  and  of  beauty  more! 
And  in  its  bright  fulfilment  let  me  pour 
My  soul  away !    Let  earth  retain  a  trace 
Of  that  which  lit  my  being,  though  its  race 
Might  have  been  loftier  far. — Yet  one  more  dream ! 
From  my  deep  spirit  one  victorious  gleam  < 

Ere  I  depart !    For  thee  alone,  for  thee! 
May  this  last  work,  this  farewell  triumph  be. 
Thou,  loved  so  vainly!  I  would  leave  enshrined 
Something  immortal  of  my  heart  and  mind, 
That  yet  may  speak  to  thee  when  I  am  gone, 
Shaking  thine  inmost  bosom  with  a  tone 
Of  lost  affection ; — something  that  may  prove 
What  she  hath  been,  whose  melancholy  love 
On  thee  was  lavished;  silent  pang  and  tear, 
And  fervent  song,  that  gushed  when  none  were 

near. 
And  dream  by  night,  and  weaiy  thought  by  day. 
Stealing  the  brightness  from  her  life  away, — 

While  thou Awake!  not  yet  within  me  die^ 

Under  the  burden  and  the  agony 

Of  this  vain  tenderness, — my  spirit,  wake 

Ev'n  for  thy  sorrowful  affection's  sake. 

Live !  in  thy  work  breathe  out! — that  he  may  yet, 

Feeling  sad  mastery  there,  perchance  regret    . 

Thine  unrequited  gift. 

IL 

It  comes, — the  power 
Within  me  bom,  flovrs  back ;  my  fruitless  dower 
That  coukl  not  win  me  bve.    Yet  once  again 
I  greet  it  proudly,  with  its  rushing  train 
Of  glorious  images: — ^they  throng— they  press — 
A  sudden  joy  lights  up  my  bneliiiess, — 
I  shall  not  perish  all! 

The  bright  work  grows 
Beneath  my  hand,  unfolding,  as  a  rose. 
Leaf  after  leaf,  to  beauty;  line  by  line, 
I  fix  my  thought,  heart,  soul,  to  bum,  to  shine, 
Through  the  pale  marble's  veins.    It  grows — and 

now  • 

I  give  my  own  life's  hietory'to  thy  brow, 
Forsaken  Ariadne  I  thou  shalt  wear 
My  form,  my  lineaments;  but  oh!  more  fair, 
Touched  into  lovelier  being  by  the  glow 

Which  in  me  dwells,  as  by  the  summer-light 
All  things  are  glorified.    From  thee  my  wo 

Shall  yet  look  beautifiil  to  meet  his  sight. 
When  I  am  passed  seway.    Thou  ait  the  mould, 
Wherein  I  pour  the  fervent  thoughts,  th'  untold, 
The  self^nsuming  1  Speak  to  him  of  me. 
Thou,  the  deseit«d  b^  tlk  Vcnm^ 
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With  the  soft  sadnev  of  thine  earnest  eye, 

Speak  to  him,  lorn  one!  deeply,  moutofolly. 

Of  all  my  love  and  grief!   Oh !  could  I  throir 

Into  thy  firame  a  voice,  a  sweet  and  bw, 

And  thrilling  voice  of  song !  when  be  came  nigh, 

To  send 'the  passion  of  its  melody 

Through  his  pierced  hoeom— on  its  tones  to  bear, 

My  life's  deep  feeling,  as  the  southern  air 

Wafts  the  itiai  myrtle's  breath,^-to  rise,  to  sweU, 

To  sink  away  in  accents  of  fiurewell. 

Winning  but  one,  one  gush  of  tears,  whoee  flow 

Surely  my  parted  spirit  yet  might  know 

If  love  be  strong  as  death! 

i  III. 

Now  flur  thou  art. 
Thou  form,  whose  life  is  of  my  burning  heart  I 
Yet  all  the  vision  that  within  me  wrought. 

It  can  not  make  thee !  Oh!  I  might  have  given 
Buth  to  creationp  of  far  nobler  thought, 

I  might  have  kindled  with  the  fire  of  heaven. 
Things  not  of  such  as  die!    But  I  have  been 
Too  much  alone ;  a  heart  whereon  to  lean. 
With  all  these  deep  affections,  that  o'erflow 
My  aching  soul,  and  find  no  shore  below; 
An  eye  to  be  my  star,  a  voice  to  bring 
Hope  o'er  my  path,  like  sounds  that  breathe  of 

spring. 
These  are  denied  me— dreamt  of  still  in  vain, — 
Therefiire  my  brief  aspirings  firom  the  chain, 
Are  ever  but  as  some  wild  fitful  song^ 
Rising  triumphantly,  to  die  exe  long 
In  dirge-like  echoes. 

IV. 

Yet  the  worid  will  see      * 
Little  of  this,  my  parting  work,  in  thee, 

Thou  sl&t  have  &me!  Oh,  mockeryl  give  the 
reed 
From  storms  a  shelter,  give  the  drooping  vine 
Something  round  which  its  tendrils  may  entwine, — 

Give  the  parched  flower  a  rain-drop,  and  the 
meed 
Of  love's  kind  words  to  woman  f  Worthless  fiune ! 
That  in  his  hoeom  wins  not  for  my  name 
Th'  abiding-place  it  asked !    Yet  how  m^  heart, 
In  its  own  fairy  world  ^  song  and  art. 
Once  beat  for  praise  ^Are  those  high  bngings 

o'er? 
That  which  I  have  been  can  I  be  no  more? 
Never,  oh!  never  more;  though  still  thy  sky 
Be  blue  as  then,  my gidrious  Italy! 
And  though  the  music,  whoee  rich  bieathings  fill 
Thine  air  with  soul,  be  wandering  past  me  still, 
And  though  the  n|antle  ofthy  sunlight  streams. 
Unchanged  on  forms,  instinct  with  poeti^peams; 


Never,  oh  I  nei^er  more  I    Where'er  I  mow^ 
The  shadow  of  this  broken-hearted  love 
Is  on  me  and  around !    Too  well  tJiey  know, 

Whose  life  is  all  within,  too  soon  and  weO, 
When  there  the  blight  hath  settled ;— -bat  I  go 

Under  the  silent  wings  of  peace  to  dwell; 
From  the  stow  wasting,  firam  the  loody  pain, 
The  inward  baming  of  those  wotdi— **«ii  todi," 

Seared  OD  the  heut — ^Igo.  Twill  soon  bs  pelt 
Sunshine,  and  song,  and  bright  Italian  haavBO^ 

And  thoQ,  oh  I  thou,  on  whom  my  tpaii  eist 
Unvalued  wealth,— who  knowert  not  what  wis 

given 
In  that  devotedness, — the  sad,  and  deep,    • 
And  unrepaid — farewell !    If  I  cooU  weep 
Once,  only  once,  beloved  one !  on  thy  bni^ 
Pouring  my  heart  fi>ith  ere  I  sink  to  rest! 
But  that  were  happiness,  and  unto  me 
Earth's  gift  iafame.    Yet  I  was  Ibnned  to  be 
So  richly  blest!    With  thee  to  watch  the  fly 
Speaking  not,  feeling  but  that  thodf  weit  ni^; 
With  thee  to  listen,  while  the  tones  of  so^g 
Swept  ev'n  as  part  of  our  sweet  air  atong. 
To  listen  silently ; — ^with  thee  to  ga» 
On  forms,  the  deified  of  olden  days. 
This  had  been  joy  enough ;— «nd  hoor  by  hour. 
From  its  glad  well-springs  drinking  life  and  powci; 
How  had  my  spirit  soared,  and  made  its  ftme 

A  glory  for  thy  brow  !r— Dreams,  dreams!— thi 
fire 
Boms  fidnt  within  me.    Yet  I  leave  my  mms  ■ 

As  a  deep  thrill  may  linger  on  the  lyre 
When  its  ftill  chords  are  hushed — awhils  to  fiw^ 
And  one  day  haply  in  thy  heart  revive 
Sad  thoughts  of  me: — ^I  leave  It,  with  asodnd^ 
A  spell  o'er  memory,  moamfully  piofoimd^ 
I  leave  it,  on  my  country's  air  to  dwell,— 
Say  proudly  yet— " 'T  wot  her't  who  Imd  wc 
welir 


GERTRUDE, 

OR  FIDEUTY  TILL  DBA1H. 

The  Banm  V/m  Der  Wart,  aocnsed,  tho«|hit 
is  believed  unjustly,  as  an  acoompUoe  in  the  ii«** 
sination  of  the  Elmperor  Albert,  was  bound  ali^ 
on  the  wheel,  and  attended  by  hli  wifo  Gertivdii 
throughout  his  last  agonixing  hooie,  with  the  bn^ 
heroic  devotedness.  Her  own  vufifering^  with 
those  of  her  unfortunate  husband,  are  most  afle^ 
ingly  described  in  a  letter  which  she  afterwardi  ad* 
dreued  to  a  female  friend,  and  which  was  pabbdk- 
ed  some  years  ago,  at  Haarlem,  u^  a  book  nfUifA 
Gertrude  Yon  Der  Wait  or  F&ddity  onto  Dealt 
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Duk  lowvn  oar  ftie, 
I  the  norm  that  gatheni  o'er  in ; 
,  till  that  latMt  agony 
n  the»froin  nature^  shall  unloon 
oA  acred  hold.    In  thj  dark  prison-houM^ 
ic  face  of  armed  law, 
•eaflbid,  If  It  needi  moat  be^ 


ren  clasped,  her  dark  eyes  raised, 

)  threw  back  her  hair ; 

ifiil  wheel  she  gazed^ 

e  kmd  was  them. 

u  round  her  dear  and  oold| 

leaven  above, 

watching  to  behold 

;  of  earthly  love. 

9  not  depart,"  she  died, 
•Iph,  say  not  so  1 

ne  to  quit  thy  nde, 

oe  1  I  can  not  go. 

rid  aught  for  me  to  fear, 

th  is  on  thy  brawl 

nrhat  means  it  1 — mine  is  hen-^ 

eave  thee  now. 

1  with  thee  in  thine  honr 

fid  of  bliss; 

I  memory's  living  power 

ben  me  through  thitl 

ine  honoured  k>ve  and  tme 

oar  nobly  on! 

I  blessed  heaven  in  view, 

I  shall  soon  be  won." 

It  these  high  words  to  flow 

lan's ireeaking  hearti 

that  night  of  bttterest  wo 

er  bfty  part ; 

li  such  a  glazing  eye, 

I  a  curdling  cheek — 

if  mortal  agony, 

f  t&ou  sboukbt  speaki 

se  high, — but  with  %  rose 

that  he  might  hear: 

ud  dark  hour  brought  repose 

bosoms  near; 

it  striving  with  despair 

tortured  form,  • 

f  her  deep  soul  in  prayer 

he  rushing  storm. 

10  death-damps  firam  l^s  brow,  • 
pale  hands  and  soft,    ! 

i  npoo  the  lute-choids  k>w, 
1  his  hsait  80  oft. 


She  spread  her  mantle  o'er  his  bitest, 
She  bathed  his  lips  with  dew, 

And  on  his  cheeks  such  kisses  pressed 
As  hope  and  joy  ne'er  knew. 

Oh !  lovely,  are  ye,  Love  and  Faith, 

£nduring  to  the  last! 
She  had  her  meed— one  smile  in  death — 

And  his  worn  spirit  passed. 
While  even  as  o'er  a  martyr's  grave 

She  knelt  on  that  sad  spot. 
And,  weeping,  blessed  the  Gfod  who  gave 

Strength  to  fomke  it  not! 


IMELDA. 


Hie  TOnnSfoKiSot  the  leanoa  they  had  laarm, 
And  lored  when  they  riMokl  hale,— Uke  thae,  ImeUa  1(4) 

Half,  a  Poem. 

I  la  beOa  Donna,  e  par  che  donoa.~7\uaou 


We  have  the  myrtle's  breath  around  us  here, 

Amidst  the  fidlen  pillars; — this  hath  been 
Some  Naiad's  fane  of  old.    How  brightly  clear, 

Flinging  a  vein  of  silvey  o'er  the  scene. 
Up  through  the  shadowy  grass,  the  fountain  vreDs, 

And  music  with  it,  gushing  from  beneath 
The  ivied  alfiu! — that  sweet  murmur  tells 

The  rich  vrild  flowers  no  tale  of  wo  or  death ; 
Yet  once  the  wave  was  darkened,  and  a  stain 
Lay  deep,  and  heavy  drops — ^but  not  of  rain — 
On  the-dim  violets  by  its  marble  bed. 

And  the  pale  shining  water-lily's  head. 

• 

Sad  is  that  legend's  truth.— A  fair  girl  met 
One  whom  she  bved,  by  this  lone  temple's 

Just  as  Uie  sun  behind  the  pine-grove  set^ 
And  eve's  k>w  voice  in  whispers  woke,  to  bring 

All  wanderers  hone.   They  stood,  that  gentle  pab. 
With  the  blue  heaven  of  Italy  above. 

And  citron-odours  dying  on  the  air, 
And  Mght  leaves  trembling  round,  and  early  love 

Deep  in  eaeh  breast. — What  recked  their  souls  of 
strife 

Between  their  fathers  1  Unto  them  young  life 

Spread  out  the  treasures  of  iU  vernal  yean; 

And  if  they  vrept,  they  vrept  far  other  tears 

Than  the  cold  world  wrings  forth.    They  stood, 
that  hour, 

Speaking  of  hope,  whil^  tree,  and  fount,  and  flow- 
er, 

And  Stat,  just  gleaming  thxoiigh  the  cypress 
boughs. 

Seemed  holy  things,  tancorift 
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But  change  came  o'er  the  aoene.    A  hurrying 
tread 

Broke  on  the  whispery  shades.    Imelda  knew 
The  footstep  of  her  brother's  wrath,  and  fled 

Up  where  the  cedars  make  yon  avenue 
Dim  with   green   twilight:  pausing  there, ^shc 

caught — 
Was  it  the  clash  of  swords?— a  swift  dark  thought 

Struck  down  her  lip's  rich  crimson  as  it  passed, 
And  from  her  eye  the  sunny  sparkle  took 
One  moment  with  its  fearMness,  and  shook 

Her  slight  frame  fiercely,  as  a  stormy  blast 
Might  rock  the  rose.    Once  more,  and  yet  once 

more, 
She  stilled  her  heart  to  listen,— all  was  o'er; 
Sweet  summer  winds  alone  were  heard  to  sigh, 
Bearing  the  nightingale's  deep  spirit  by. 

That  night  Imelda's  voice  was  in  the  song, 
Lovely  it  floated  through  the  festive  throng. 
Peopling  her  father's  halls.    That  fatal  night 
Her  eye  looked  starry  in  its  dazzling  light, 
And  her  cheek  glowed  with  beauty's  flushing 

dyes, 
Like  a  rich  cloud  of  eve  in  southern  skies, 
A  burning,  ruby  cloud.    There  were,  whose  gaze 
Followed  her  form  beneath  the  clear  lamp's  blaze, 
And  marvelled  at  its  radiance.    But  a  few 
Beheld  the  brightness  of  that  feverish  hue. 
With  something  of  dim  fear;  and  in  that  glance 

Found  strange  and  sudden  tokens  of  unrest, 
Startling  to  meet  amidst  the  ma^  dance. 

Where  thought,  if  present,  an  unbidden  guest, 
Comai  not  unmasked.    Howe'er  this  were,  the 

time 
Sped  as  it  speeds  with  joy,  and  grief,  and  crime 
Alike:  and  wheiithe  banquet's  hall  was  left 
Unto  its  giurlands  of  their  bloom  bereft. 
When  trembling  stars  looked  silvery  in  their  wane. 
And  heavy  flowers,  yet  slumbered,  once  again 
There  stole  a  footstep,  fleet,  and  light,  and  lone, 
Through  the  dim  cedar  shade ;  the  step  of  one 
That  started  at  a  leaf,  of  one  that  fled, 
Of  one  that  panted  with  some  secret  dread : — 
What  did  Imelda  there  1  She  sought  the  scene 
Where   bve  so  late  with  youth  and  hope  had 

been; 
Bodings  were  on  her  soul— a  shuddering  thrill 
Ran  throoi^  each  vein,  when  first  the  Naiad's 

riU 
Met  her  with  mekidy— sweet  sounds  and  k>w;     - 
We  hear  them  yet,  they  live  abng  its  flow — 
fl^r  voice  is  mnsie  k)st  f  The  fimntain-side 
She  gained — the  wave  flashed  forth — ^t  was  darkly 

dyed 
E'en  as  from  warrior-hearts ;  and  on  its  edge, 

the  fern,  and  flowers,  and  flMMs-tufts 
deep. 


There  lay,  as  hilled  by  stream  and  rustling  sedgs^ 
A  youth,  a  graceful  youth.    "  Oh !  dost  thou 
sleep  1 

Aso !"  she  cried,  "my  Aaol  is  this  rest?" 
But  then  her  low  tones  fidtered : — "  On  thy  biesst 
Is  the  stain,— yes,  'tis  blood!— and  Ihat  cold 

cheek —  • 
That  movdess  lip! — thou  dost,  noil  slumber T— 

speak. 
Speak,  Azzo,  my  beloved ! — ^no  sound — no  breath! 
What  hath  come  thus  between  our  spirits!— Death ! 
Death  1 — I  but  dream — 1  dream  l^-^-and  there  die 

stood, 
A  faint,  frail  trembler,  gazing  first  on  bk)ed, 
With  her  fair  arm  around  yon  cypress  thrown, 
Her  form  sustained  by  that  dark  stem  alone, 
And  fading  &st,  like  spell-struck  maid  of  old, 
Into  white  waves  diwolving,  clear  and  cold; 
When  from  the  grass  her  dimmed  eye  caqght  t 

gleam — 
'Twas  where  a  sword  lay  shivered  by  the  stream,— 
Her  brother's  sword  I— she  knew  it;  and  she  knew 
'Twas  with  a  venomed  point  that  weapon  slew! 
Wo  for  young  love !  But  bve  is  strong,    ^boe 


came 


Strength  upon  woman's  fragile  heart  and  frime. 
There  came  swift  courage !   On  the  dewy  gnxud 
She  knelt,  with  all  her  dark  hair  floatii^  round, 
Like  a  long  silken  stole ;  she  kneh,  and  preseed 
Her  lips  of  glowing  life  to  Azxo's  breast. 
Drawing  the  poison  forth.    A  strange,  sad  agfatl 
Pale  death,  and  fearless  love,  and  solemn  night  I— 
So  the  moon  saw  them  last 

The  mom  came  singing 

Through  the  green  forest  of  the  Appenines, 
With  all  her  joyous  birds  their  firee  flight  swingiif  , 

And  steps  and  voices  out  among  the  vines. 
What  found  that  day-spring  here  ?  Two  fidr  fivw 

laid 
Like  sculptured  sleepers ;  from  the  myrtle  shsde 
Casting  a  gleam  of  beauty  o'er  the  wave, 
Still,  mournful,  sweet    Were  such  thii^  fortltf 

gravel 
Could  it  be  so  indeed  1  That  radiant  girl, 
Decked  as  for  bridal  hours! — long  braids  of  peed 
Amidst  her  shadowy  locks  were  faintly  shii^ 

As  tears  might  shine,  with  melancholy  light; 
And  there  was  gold  her  slender  waist  entwUiiaf ; 

And  her  pale  graceful  inns— how  uuUy  Irigbt! 
And  fiery  gems  upon  her  breast  were  lying, 
And  round  her  marble  brow  red  rcees  dying.^ 
But  she  died  first!— the  violet's  hoe  had  spieal 

O'er  her  sweet  eye-lids  with  repose  opprosed, 
She  had  bowed  heavily  her  gentle  head 

And,  on  the  youth's  hushed  bosom,  imktowiL 
So  slept  tliey  well ! — the  poison's  work  was  done; 
Love  w^  true  heart  had  striven— hut  Death  Itf^ 
won. 
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EDITH, 

A  TALL  OF  THE  WOODS.* 


1  Heillge !  nife  defn  Kind  suruck ! 
1  babe  genoMen  das  irdlache  Oluck, 
I  babe  gelebt  und  geUebet 

WaUenttein, 


b— oh  1  Bolcmn  are  the  houndleas  woods 
Teat  Weutera  World,  when  day  declines, 
iT  sounds  the  roll  of  distant  floods, 
9ep  the  rustling  of  the  ancient  pines ; 
nness  gathers  on  the  stilly  air, 
fstcry  seems  o*er  every  leaf  to  brood, 
s  for  human  heart  to  bear 
ght  and  burden  of  the  solitude ! 
at  hour,  midst  those  green  wastes,  there 

^and  &ir;  and  oh!  how  desolate! 
mayed;  whDe  sank  the  crimson  light, 
ligh  cedavB  daikened  with  the  night. 
;  sate :  though  many  lay  around, 
le  and  silent  on  the  bloody  ground, 

ered  from  her  need  and  from  her  wo, 
Death  severs  Life.    0*er  that  wild  spot 
lad  raged,  and  brought  the  valiant  low, 
ft  them,  with  the  history  of  their  lot, 
forest  oaks.    A  fearful  scene 
whoae  home  of  other  days  had  been 
)  fair  halls  of  England !  but  the  love 
.  filled  her  soul  was  strong  to  cast  out  fear, 
to  might  upborne  all  else  above, 
rank  not—marked  not  that  the  dead  were 

bne  she  thought,  whose  languid  head 
f  upon  her  wedded  bosom  fell ; 
of  aught  but  him  on  earth  was  fled, 
heavily  she  felt  his  Ufe-blood  well 
her  garmento  forth,  and  vamly  bound 
r  torn  robe  and  hair  the  streaming  wound, 
)d,  still  hoped !— Oh !  from  such  hope  how 

ng 

ion  wooes  the  whispers  that  deceive, 

en  the  pressure  of  dismay  grows  strong, 

re,  that  weep,  watch^  tremble,  ne*er  believe 

jr  indeed  can  fSH !  So  bowed  she  there, 

5  dying,  while  unconscious  prayer 

II  her  soul.    Now  poured  the  moonhght 

m, 

the  pine-stems  through  the  foliage  brown, 
y-fBes,  kindling  up  the  leafy-place, 
bl  radiance  o'er  the  warrior's  face. 


lad  on  incidents  rdaisd  In  sn  Amsrican  work, 
iofCimnsctlfilL»» 


Whereby  she  caught  ito  changes :  to  her  eye. 
The  eye  that  faded  looked  through  gathering 
haze, 
Whence  love,  o'ermastering  mortal  agony. 

Lifted  a  long  deep  melancholy  gaze. 
When  voice  was  not:  that  fond  sad  meaning  pass- 

•  ed — 
She  knew  the  fulness  of  her  wo  at  last ! 
One  shriek  the  foresto  heard,— and  mute  she  lay. 
And  cold ;  yet  clasping  still  the  precious  clay 
To  her  scarce-heaving  breast.   O  Love  and  Death  1 
Ye  have  sad  meetings  on  this  changeful  earth. 
Many  and  sad !  but*  airs  of  heavenly  breath 
Shall  meh  the  links  which  bind  you,  for  your  birth 

Is  &i  apart.  • 

Now  light,  of  richer  hue 
Than  the  moon  sheds,  came  flushing  mist  and  dew ; 
The  pines  grew  red  with  morning;  fresh  winds 

played, 
Bright«oloured  birds  with  splendour  crossed  the 

shade. 
Flitting  on  flower-like  wings ;  giad  murmurs  broke 

From  reed,  and  spray,  and  leaf,  the  living  strings 
Of  earth's  Eolian  lyre,  whose  music  woke 

Into  young  life  and  joy  all  happy  things. 
And  she  too  woke  from  that  k>ng  dreamless  trance. 
The  vddowed  Edith :  fearfully  her  glance 
Fell,  as  in  doubt,  on  faces  dark  and  strange, 
And  dusky  forms.    A  sudden  sense  of  change 
Flashed  o'er  her  spirit,  ev'n  as  memory  swept 
The  tide  of  anguish  back  with  thoughto  that 

slept; 
Yet  half  instinctively  she  rose,  and  spread 
Her  arms,  as  t  were  for  something  lost  or  fled, 
Then  faintly  sank  again.    The  forest-bough. 
With  all  its  whispers,  waved  not  o'er  her  now, — 
Where  was  shel  Midst  the  people  of  the  wild, 

By  the  red  hunter's  fire:  an  aged  chief; 
Whose  home  looked  sad— for  therein  played  no 

chUd— 
Had  borne  her,  in  the  stillness  of  her  grief; 
To  that  lone  cabin  of  the  woods ;  and  there, 
Won  by  a  form  so  desolately  fair. 
Or  touched  with  thoughto  from  some  past  sorrow 

sprung,  . 

O'er  her  low  couch  an  Indian  matron  hung, 
While  in  grave  silence,  yet  with  earnest  eye. 
The  ancient  warrior  of  the  waste  stood  by. 
Bending  in  watchfulness  his  proud  gray  head. 

And  leaning  on  his  bow. 

And  life  returned. 

Life,  but  with  all  ito  memories  of  the  dead. 

To  Edith's  heart;  and  well  the  suflferer  learned 
Her  task  of  meek  endurance,  well  she  wore 
The  chastened  grief  that  humbly  can  adore, 
Midst  bUndmg  tears.    But  unto  that  old  pab, 
Ev*n  as  a  breath  of  spring's  awakening  air. 
Her  presence  was;  or  a  sweet  wild  tune    * 
Bringing  back  tender  thou«,hto,^VaRijLifi^M»wso. 
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Dq>art  with  childhood.    Sadly  they  had  seen 

A  daughter  to  the  land  of  spirits  go, 
And  ever  from  that  tiine  her  fading  mien, 

And  voice,  like  winds  of  summer,  soft  and  low, 
Had  haunted  their  dim  years;  but  Edith's  &ce 
Now  looked  in  holy  sweetness  ftom  her  place. 
And  they  again  seemed  parents.    Oh !  the  joy ! 
The  rich,  deep  blessedness — though  earth's  alloy, 
Fear,  that  still  bodes,  be  there— of  pouring  forth 
The  heart's  whole  power  of  love,  its  wealth  and 

worth 
Of  strong  afifootion,  in  one  healthful  flow 
On  something  all  its  own ! — that  kindly  glow, 
Which  to  shut  inward  is  consuming  pain, 
Grives  the  glad  soul  its  flowering  time  again. 
When,  like  the  sunshine,  freed. — ^And   gentle 

cares 
Th'  adopted  Edith  meekly  gave  for  theirs 
Who  (oved  her  thus: — ^her  spirit  dwelt,  the  while, 
With  the  departed,  and  her  patient  smile 
Spoke  of  farewells  to  earth ; — ^yet  still  she  prayed| 
Ev'n  o'er  her  soldier's  lowly  grave,  for  aid 
One  purpose  to  fulfil,  to  leave  one  trace 
Bristly  recording  that  her  dwelling-place 
Had  been  among  the  wilds ;  for  well  she  knew 
The  secret  whisper  of  her  hoeom  true, 
Which  warned  her  hence. 

And  now,  by  many  a  word 
Linked  unto  moments  when  the  heart  was  stirred, 
By  the  sweet  moumfulness  of  many  a  hymn. 
Sung  when  the  woods  at  eve  grew  hushed  and 

dim, 
By  the  persuasion  of  her  fervent  eye, 
AJl  eloquent  with  child-fike  t^ety. 
By  the  sdll  beauty  of  her  life,  she  strove 
To  win  Anr  heaven,  and  heaven-bom  truth,  the 

love 
Pooled  out  on' her  80  freely. — ^Nor  in  vain 
Was  that  soft-breathing  influence  to  enchain 
The  soul  in  gentle  bonds:  by  slow  degrees     . 
Light  followed  on,  as  when  a  summer  breeze 
Parts  the  deep  niasses  of  the  forest  shade 
And  lets  the  sunbeam  through: — her  voice  was 

made 
Ev'n  such  a  breeze;  and  she,  a  lowly  guide, 
By  faith  and  sorrow  raised  and  purified, 
So  to  the  Cross  her  Indian  fosterers  led, 
Until  their  prayers  were  one.    When  moming 

spread 
O'er  the  blue  lake,  and  when  the  sunset's  glow 
Touched  into  golden  bronze  the  c3rpre8s-bough. 
And  when  the  quiet  of  the  SabbaUi  tune 
Sank  on  her  heart,  though  no  melodious  chime 
Wakened  the  wUdcmess,  their  prayers  were  one. 
— Now  might  she  pass  in  hope,  her  work  was  done. 
And  she  vas  passing  from  the  woods  away; 
The  broken  flower  of  England  might  not  stay 
Amidst  those  alien  shades;  her  eye  was  bright 
Ev'n  yot  with  something  of  a  starry  light. 


But  her  form  wasted,  and  her  fidr  joong  ch^ 
Wore  oft  and  patiently  a  &tal  streak, 
A  rose  whose  root  was  death.    The  parting  s^ 
Of  autumn  through  the  forests  had  gone,  by, 
And  the  rich  maple  o'er  her  wanderings  lone 
Its  crimson  leaves  in  many  a  shower  had  strown, 
Flushing  the  air;  and  winter's  blast  had  been 
Amidst  the  pines ;  and  now  a  softer  green 
Fringed  their  dark  boughs;  for  spring  again  had 

come^ 
The  sun^y  spring !  Jnit  Edith  to  her  bone 
Was  journeying  fast    Alas !  we  think  itad 
To  part  with  life,  when  all  the  earth  kwks  gbd 
In  her  young  lovely  things,  when  voices  bieak 
Into  sweet  sounds,  and  leaves  and  blossoms  wito; 
Is  it  not  brighter  then,  in  that  far  dime 
Where  graves  are  not,  nor  blights  of  changefiii 

time, 
If  here  such  glory  dwdl  with  paaring  blooos^ 
Such  golden  sunshine  rest  aroond  the  tombs  1 
So  thought  the  dying  one.    'T  was  early  day, 
And  sounds  and  odours  with  the  breei^'  play, 
Whispering  of  spring-time,  through  the  ciMd* 

door, 
Unto  her  couch  life's  fareweU  sweetness  bore; 
Then  with  a  look  where  aU  her  hope  awoke, 
"  My  father !" — to  the  gray-haired  chief  she  spoka- 
"Know'st  thou  that  I  depart  T'—"  I  know,  I 

know," 
He  answered  mournfully,  "  that  thoQ  most  go 
To  thy  beloved,  my  daughter !" — "  Sorrow  not 
For  me,  kind  motherl"  with  meek  smiles  ooei 

more 
She  murmured  in  low  tones;  "  one  happy  lot 
Awaits,  us,  friends !  upon  the  better  shore; 
For  we  have  prayed  together  in  one  trust, 
And  lifted  our  frail  spirits  fiom  the  dost. 
To  Gh)d,  who  gave  them.    Lay  me  by  mineevn, 
Under  the  cedar-shade :  where  he  b  gone 
Thither  I  go.    There  will  my  sisters  be. 
And  the  -dead  parents,  lisping  at  whose  knee 
My  childhood's  prayer  was  learned, — the  Sarioo^ 

prayer 
Which  now  ye  know, — and  I  shall  meet  JM 

there. 
Father,  and  gentle  mother  !-rye  havo  bound 
The  bruised  reed,  and  mercy  shall  be  found 
By  Mercy's  children." — From  the  matron's  eyt^ 
Dropped  tears,  her  sole  and  pawinnafe  reply; 
But  Edith  felt  them  not ;  for  now  a  deep. 
Solemnly  l)eautiful,  a  stillness  deep. 
Fell  on  her  settled  face.     Then,  sad  and  alow, 
And  mantling  up  his  stately  head  in  wo, 
"  Thou  'rt  passing  hence,"  he  sang,  that  winitf 

old. 
In  sounds  like  those  by  plaintive  wateni  rolled 

"  Thoo  'rt  passing  from  the  lake's  green  ade, 
And  the  hunter's  hearth  away ; 
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of  flo?rera,  for  the  mmmer's  pnde, 
I  thou  canBt  not  itay. 

rneying  to  thy  f pint's  home, 
e  skies  me  ever  clear; 
)nth*s  ijrolden  hours  will  come, 
ihall  not  find  thee  here. 

D  nusB  thy  Toice,  my  hird  I 
r  whispering  pine ; 
midst  the  levvm  be  heud, 
■ong  like  thine. 

it  roves  o*er  stream  and  hiD, 
*  winter  gone, 

weet  faDs— yet  caught  we  still 
1  in  its  tone. 

f  farightonel  thou  shalt  be 
rsweli  sounds  are  o'er ; 
>  eyes  thou  kyv'st,  shalt  see 
'paitingmore.       •  . 

^ve  thy  tears  have  Wet, 
dnd's  wild  moanings  by, 
hy  kindred  shalt  forget,   ' 
rers-^not  such  as  die. 

fjtam  thy  brow  shall  melt, 
w  from  tfiy  strain, 
bine  earthly  smile  hath  dwelt, 
i  shall  thirst  in  vain. 

r  cabin  be,  and  k>ne, 
m,  its  light,  art  fled; 
f  step  the  padiway  shown 
happy  dead. 


I  follow  thee,  our  guidel 
that  shining  band; 
■ing  from  the  lake's  green 
land!" 


had 


caught  no 


sleep  bad  mdted  into  death. 


FHE  INDIAN  CITY.* 


Mp  woundi  eY«r  dosed  without  a  icar  1 
rt*f  bleed  kx^est,  and  but  liettl  to  wear 

liehdHflKunsit. 

CkUdeBaroid. 


ilendour  went  down  Ae  day 
1  where  an  Indian  city  lay, 


ma  Ude  tn  FortMiP  Oriental  Memc^xv. 


With  its  crown  of  domes  o'er  the  forest  high, 

Red  as  if  fused  in  the  burning  sky, 

And  its  deep  groves  pierced  by  the  rays  vrhich  made 

A  bright  stream's  way  through  each  long  arcade. 

Till  the  pillared  vaults  of  the  Banian  stood. 

Like  torch-lit  aisles  midst  the  solemn  wood. 

And  the  plantain  glittered  with  leaves  of  gold, 

As  a  tree  midst  the  genii-gardens  old. 

And  the  cypress  lifted  a  blazing  spire. 

And  the  stems  of  the  cocoas  were  shafts  of  fire. 

Many  a  white  pagoda's  gleam 

Slept  lovely  round  upon  lake  and  stream, 

Broken  alone  by  the  lotus-flowers, 

As  they  caught  the  glow  of  the  sun's  last  hours, 

Like  rosy  wine  in  their  cups,  and  shed 

Its  glory  forth  on  their  crystal  bed. 

Many  a  graceful  Hindoo  maid. 

With  the  water-vase  from  the  palmy  shade, 

Came  ghding  light  as  the  desert's  roe, 

Down  marble  steps  to  the  tanks  below ; 

And  a  cool  sweet  plashing  was  ever  heard, 

As  the  molten  glass  of  the  wave  was  stirred ; 

And  a  murmur,  thrilling  the  scented  air. 

Told  where  the  Bramin  bowed  in  prayer. 

There  wandered  a  noble  Moslem  boy 
Through  the  scene  of  beauty  in  breathless  joy; 
He  gazed  where  the  stately  dty  rose 
Like  a  pageant  of  clouds  in  its  red  repose; 
He  turned  v?here  birds  through  the  gorgeous  gloom 
Of  the  woods  went  glancing  on  starry  plume ; 
He  tracked  the  brink  of  the  shining  lake, 
By  the  tall  canes  feathered  in  tuft  and  brake. 
Till  the  path  he  chose,  in  its  mazes  wounid 
To  the  very  heart  of  the  holy  ground. 

And  there  lay  the  water,  as  if  enshrined 
In  a  rocky  urn  from  the  sun  and  wind. 
Bearing  the  hues  of  the  grove  on  high. 
Far  down  through  its  dark  still  piirity. 
The  flood  beyond,  to  the  fiery  'west 
Spread  out  like  a  metal-mirror's  breast. 
But  that  k>ne  bay,  in  its  dimness  deep. 
Seemed  made  for  the  swimmer's  joyous  leap, 
For  the  stag  athirst  from  the  noontide  chass^ 
For  all  free  things  of  the  wild-wood's  race. 

Like  a  fidcon's  glance  on  the  wide  blue  sky. 
Was  the  kindling  flash  of  the  boy's  glad  eye. 
Like  a  sea-bird's  flight  to  the  foaming  wave. 
From  the  shadowy  bank  was  the  bound  he  gave ; 
Dashing  the  spray-drops,  cold  and  white. 
O'er  the  glossy  leaves  in  his  young  delight. 
And  bowing  his  locks  to  the  waten  dear^ 
Alas !  he  dreamt  not  that  fiite  was  near. 

His  mother  looked  from  her  tent  the  while. 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  vrith  a  quie^  «gq^\ 
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She,  on  her  way  unto  Mecca's  fane, 

Had  stayed  the  march  of  her  pUgrim-train, 

Calmly  to  linger  a  few  brief  hours, 

In  the  Biamin  city's  glorious  bowers ; 

For  the  pomp  of  the  forest,  the  wave's  bright  foil. 

The  red  gold  of  sunset— she  loved  them  all 

n. 

The  moon  rose  dear  in  the  splendour  given 
To  the  deep-blue  night  of  an  Indian  heaven ; 
The  boy  from  the  high-arched  woods  came  back — 
Oh  (  what  had  he  met  in  his  lonely  track  1 
The  serpent'sglance,  through  the  long  reeds  bright^ 
The  arrowy  spring  of  the  tiger's  might  1 
No ! — ^yet  as  one  by  a  conflict  worn. 
With  his  graceful  hair  all  soiled  and  torn, 
And  a  gloom  on  the  lids  of  his  darkened  eye, 
And  a  gash  on  his  bosom — ^he  came  to  die ! 
He  looked  for  the  face  to  his  young  heart  sweet, 
And  found  it,  and  sank  at  his  mother's  feet. 

"  Speak  to  me!— whence  doth  the  swift  blood  run? 
What  hath  befidlen  thee,  my  child,  my  son  1" 
The  mist  of  death  on  his  brow  lay  pale^ 
But  his  voice  just  lingered  to  breathe  the  tale, 
Murmuring  fkintly  of  wrongs  and  scorn, 
And  wounds  from  the  children  of  Brahma  bom: 
This  was  the  doom  for  a  Moslem  found 
With  foot  profane  on  their  holy  ground. 
This  was  for  sullying  the  pure  waves  free 
Unto  them  akme— 't  was  their  God's  decree. 

A  change  came  o'er  his  wandering  look — 

The  mother  shrieked  not  then,  nor  shook : 

Breathless  she  knelt  in  her  son's  young  blood. 

Rending  her  mantle  to  staunch  its  flood ; 

But  It  hished  like  a  river  which  none  may  stay, 

Bearing  a  flower  to  the  deep  away. 

That  which  our  love  to  the  earth  would  chain. 

Fearfully  striving  with  Heaven  in  vaip, 

That  which  fades  from  us,  while  yet  we  hold. 

Clasped  to  our  bosoms,  its  mortal  mould. 

Was  fleeting  before  her,  afar  and  fast ; 

One  moment— the  soul  from  the  face  had  passed ! 

Are  there  no  words  for  that  common  wo  1 

— Ask  of  the  thousands,  its  depth  that  know ! 

The  boy  had  breathed,  in  his  dreamfaig  rest, 

like  a  bw-voiced  dove,  on  her  gentle  breast; 

He  had  stood,  when  she  sorrowed,  beside  her  knee, 

PainfuUy  stilling  his  quick  heart's  glee ; 

He  had  kissed  from  her  cheek  the  widow's  tears, 

With  the  loving  lip  of  his  in&nt  years ; 

He  had  smiled  o'er  her  path  like  a  bright  spiing- 

day — 
Now  in  his  blood  on  the  eaxth  he  lay! 
Murdered [-—Alaal  and  we  love  so  well 
**>  a  world  where  anguish  like  this  can  dwell  I 


She  bowed  down  mutely  o'er  her  dead — 
They  that  stood  round  her  watched  in  dread; 
They  watched — she  knew  not  they  were  by— 
Her  soul  sat  veiled  in  its  agony. 
On  the  silent  lip  she  pressed  no  kiss, 
Too  stem  was  the  grasp  ef  her  pangs  for  thii} 
She  shed  no  tear  as  her  face  bent  low, 
O'^r  the  shining  hair-of  the  lifeless  brow; 
She  looked  but  into  the  halibut  eye, 
With  a  gaze  that  found  thero  no  repiff 
And  shrieking,  mantled  her  head  from  i^ght, 
And  fell,  struck  down  by  her  sorrow's  migfat! 

And  what  deep  change,  what  work  of  power, 
Was  wrought  on  her  secret  soul  that  hsurl 
How  rose  the  k>nely  onet — She  rose 
Like  a  prophetess  from  dark  repose ! 
And  proudly  flung  firom  her  fiKse  the  veil, 
And  shook  the  hair  from  herlbrehead  pak^ 
And  'midst  her  wondering  handmairis  slosd, 
With  the  sudden  glano6  of  a  daimtleas  neod. 
Ay,  lifting  up  to  the  midn^t  sky 
A  brow  in  its  regal  passion  high, 
With  a  ck)8p  and  rigid  grasp  she  preaed 
The  bkx)d-stained  robe  to  her  heaving  bieist, 
And  said— "Not  yet— not  yet  I  weep. 
Nor  yet  my  spirit  shall  sink  or  sle^ 
Not  till  yon  city,  in  ruins  rent, 
Be  piled  for  its  victim's  monument    • 
— Cover  his  dust !  bear  it  on  before !  ^ 
It  shall  visit  those  temple-gates  onee  more.* 

• 

And  away  in  the  train  of  death  she  turned. 
The  strength  of  her  step  was  the  heart  that  bomid; 
And  the  Bramin  groves  in  the  starlight  sodUed, 
As  the  mother  passed  with  her  slaughtered  chili 

III. 

Hark !  a  wild  sound  of  the  deeert's  horn 
Through  the  woods  round  the  Indian  dtj  bane, 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal  and  tambour  afer — 
War !  't  is  the  gathering  of  Moslem  war! 
The  Bramin  looked  from  the  leagoered  to«v«»- 
He  saw  the  wiM  archer  amidst  his  boweis; 
And  the  lake  that  flash'd  through  the  plantainihsd^ 
As  the  light  of  the  lanoes  ak>ng  it  played; 
And  the  canes  that  shook  as  if  winds  were  high. 
When  the  fiery  steed  of  the  waste  swept  liy ; 
And  the  camp  as  it  lay,  like  a  billowy  wb\, 
Wide  round  the  sheltering  Banian  tree. 

There  stood  one  tent  fitNn  the  rest  apaii^ 
That  was  the  place  of  a  wounded  heart. 
— Oh !  deep  is  a  woUnded  heart,  and  strain 
A  voice  that  cries  against  mighty  wrong; 
And  full  of  death  as  a  hot  wind's  b%ht. 
Doth  the  ire  of  acruahed  aflfection  UghL 

Maimuna  from  realm  to  reafan  had  pased, 
And  her  tale  had  rung  like  a  tnunpet^  blast 
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yd. been  woidi  from  her  pale  lips  poured, 
a  spell  to  uiisbeath  the  sword, 
tar  had  sprung  from  his  steed  to  hear, 
dark  chief  of  Araby  grasped  his  qpear, 
iin  of  long  lances  begut  the  wall, 
)W  was  recorded  that  doomed  its  lalL 
h  the  dust  of  her  son  she  came, 
T  voice  had  kindled  that  lightning  flame; 
I  in  the  might  of  a  queenly  foe, 
tnd  javelin,  and  bended  bow ; 
per  power  on  he^  forehead  sate— 
light  the  warrior  his  star  of  fate ; 
I  wild  flash  through  the  tented  line 
sd  as  a  spirit  and  a  sign, 
(aintest  tone  from  her  lip  was  caught, 
il's  breath  of  prophetic  thought. 

• 

\a  gk»7 ! — the  gift  of  grie( 
ts  up  vengeance  to  find  relief    . 
t  and  faithless  I— it  can  not  fill 
Bp  void  of  the  heart,  nor  still 
ning  left  by  a  broken  tie, 
nted  fever  of  which  we  die! 

I  she  tamed  firom  her  sad  renown, 
I  in  death  might  reject  his  crown ; 
e  strength  of  the  walls  gave  way — 
ired  faster  from  day  to  day. 
■oud  sounds  of  that  bannered  plain, 
to  flight  of  hier  soul  were  vain : 
agle  caged,  it  had  striven,  and  worn 
dost  n»*er  for  such  conflicts  bom, 
ars  were  rent,  and  the  hour  was  come 
iifbl  rushing  through  darkness  home. 

it  sun  set  in  his  pomp  and  pride, 

tt  eve  when  the  fair  boy  died ; 

I  from  her  couch,  and  a  softness  fell 

reary  heart  with  the  day's  farewell ; 

!,  and  her  voice  in  its  dying  tone 

:ho  of  feelings  that  long  seemed  flown. 

mred  a  low  sweet  cradle  song, 

lidst  the  din  of  a  warrior  throng, 

'  the  time  when  her  boy's  young  cheek 

ed  on  her  breast  in  its  slumber  meek ; 

thing  which  breathed  from  that  mournful 

I 

ill  gust  o'er  her  soul  again, 

ing  as  if  from  a  dream,  she  cried — 

a  proud  burial  at  my  side  I 

yon  lake,  where  the  palm-boughs  wave, 

e  temples  are  frillen,  make  there  our 

n 

m 

smples  fell,  though  the  sinrit  passed, 
ed  not  for  victory's  voice  at  last ; 
day  was  won  for  the  martyr-dead, 
oken  heart,  and  the  bright  blood  shed. 


Through  the  gates  of  the  vanquished  the  Tartar 

steed 
Bore  in  the  avenger  with  feaming  speed ; 
Free  swept  the  flame  through  the  idol-fanes, 
And  the  streams  glowed  red,  as  fipom  warrior-veini, 
And  the  sword  (Xf  the  Moslem,  let  loose  to  slay, 
Like  the  panther  leapt  on  its  flying  prey. 
Till  a  city  of  ruin  bc^  the  shade, 
Where  the  boy  and  his  mother  at  rest  were  laid. 

Palace  and  tower  on  that  plain  were  left, 
Like  fidlen  trees  by  the  lightniifg  cleft ; 
The  wild  vine  mantled  the  stately  square, 
The  Rajah's  throne  was  the  serpent's  lair. 
And  the  jungle  graiis  o'er  the  altar  sprung — 
This  was  the  work  of  one  deep  heart  wrung ! 


THE  PEASANT  GIRL  OF  THE  RHONE. 


— — Thera  Is  bat  om  plsoe  in  the  vrarid. 
TUther  where  bo  Uoiburiedl 

Tbflre,  then  ban  that  ttia  remains  of  him, 
That  single  ipot  Is  the  wfadto  earth  to  BQSr 

CoUridg^B  WaOmgtgfn, 

Alaal  oar  young  afisetioM  run  to  wastes 
Or  water  hut  the  ^mBtU—OhUdeHanU, 


There  went  a  warrior's  funeral  through  the  night, 
A  waving  of  tall  plumes,  a  TO^y  light 
Of  torches,  fitfully  and  wildly  thrown 
From  the  high  woods,  along  the  sweepfaig  Rhone, 
Far  down  the  waters.    Heavily  and  dead. 
Under  the  moaning  trees  thtt  horse-hoof's  tread 
In  muffled  sounds  upon  the  greensward  fell, 
As  chieftains  passed ;  and  solemnly  the  sweD 
Of  the  deep  requiem,  o'er  the  gleaming  river 
Borne  with  the  gale,  and  with  the  leavee*  bw 

shiver, 
FkMtted  and  died.    Proud  mourners  there,  yei  pale, 

Wore  man's  mute  anguish  sternly; — ^but  of  one 
Oh!  who  shall  speakl    What  words  hi$  brow  nn- 
vdll  - 

A  father  Mowing  to  the  grave  his  son  I 
That  is  no  grief  to  picture!  Sad  and  sbw. 

Through  the  wood-shadows  moved  the  knightly 
train, 
Widi  youth's  fiur  form  npon  the  Uer  laid  bw. 

Fair  even  when  found,  amidst  the  bloody  slain, 
Stretohed  by  its  broken  Unce.    They  reached  the 
kme 

Baronial  chapel,  where  the  forest  gloom 
Fell  heaviest,  for  the  massy  boughs  had  grown 

Into  thich  archways,  as  to  valmt  the  tomb. 
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Stalelj  they  trod  the  hoUow  ringing  aisle, 
A  strange  deep  echo  shuddering  through  the  pile, 
Till  crested  heads  at  last,  in  silence  bent 
Round  the  De  Concis*  antique  monument, 
When  dust  to  dust  was  given :— ^and  Ayroer  slept, 

Beneath  the  drooping  banners  of  his  ttne, 
Whose  bnridered  toida  the  Syrian  wind  had  swept 

Proudly  and  oft  o'er  fields  of  Palestine: 
So  the  sad  rite  was  closed. — The  sculptor  ga^ 
Trophies,  ere  long,  to  deck  that  lordly  grave^ 
And  the  pale  image  of  ayouth,  arrayed 
As  warrion  are  for  fight,  but' calmly  laid 

In  slumber  on  his  shield. — Then  all  was  done, 
AH  still,  around  the  dead.— His  name  was  heard 
Perchance  when  wine-cups' flowed,  and  hearts 
were  stirred 

By  some  old  song,  or  tale  of  battle  won, 
Told  round  the  hearth :  bat  in  his  father's  breast 
Manhood's  high  pasoonswoke  again,  and  piessed 
On  to  their  mark ;  and  in  his  friend's  clear  eye 
There  dwelt  no  shadow  of  a  dream  gone  by; 
And  with  the  brethren  of  his  fields,  the  feast     • 
Was  gay  as  when  the  ^oe  whose  sounds  had 

ceased 
Mingled  with  theirs. — E^n  thus  life's  rushing 

tide 
Bean  back  afiection  from  the  grave's  dark  side :  . 
Alas!  to  think  of  thisi — the  heart's  void  place 

Filled  up  so  soonl-^-eo  like  a  summer-cloud, 
AU  that  we  loved  to  pass  and  leave  no  trace  !^ 

He  lay  foigotten  in  his  early  shroud. 
Forgotten  1— not  of  all!— the  sunny  smile 
Glancing  in  play  o'er  that  proud  lip  erewhile, 
And  the  dark  lock^Whose  breezy  wavuig  threw 
A  gladne^i  round,  whene'er  their  shade  withdrew 
From  the  bright  brow;  and  all  the  sweetness  ly- 

ing        , 

Within  that  eagle-eye's  jet  radiance  deep. 
And  an  the  music  wiUi  that  young  voice  dying. 

Whose  joyous  echoes  made  the  quick  heart  leap 
As  at  a  hunter's  bugle— these  things  lived 
Still  in  one  breast,  whose  silent  love  survived 
The  pomps  of  kindred  sorrow. — Day  by  day, 
On  Aymer's  tomb  fresh  flowers  in  garlands  lay, 
Through,  the  dim  lane  soft  summ^-odours  breath- 
ing, 
And  all  the  pale  sepubhral  trophies  wreathing, 
And  vrith  a  flush  of  deeper  brilliance  glowing 
In  the  rich  light,  like  molten  rubies  flowing 
Through  storied  windows  down.   The  violet  there 
Might  speak  of  love— a  secret  love  and  lowly, 
And  the  rose  image  all  things  fleet  and  fair. 
And  the  faint  passion-flower,  the  sad  and  holy, 
Tell  of  diviner  hopes.    But  whose  light  hand, 
As  for  an  altar,  wove  the  radiant  band? 
Whose  gentle  nurture  brought,  from  hidden  dells, 
That  gem-tike  wei^th  of  blossoms  and  sweet  bells, 
To  blush  through  every  season!— Blight  and  chill 
Blight  touch  the  changing  woods,  but  duly  still, 


For  years,  those  gorgeous  corooab  renewed, 

And  brightly  clasping  marUe  spear  and  hAa, 
Even  through  mid- winter,  filled  the  soKtude 

With  a  strange  smile,  a  glow  of  sumnier'B  m^ 
Surely  some  fond  and  lisrvent*heart  was  pourinf 
Its  youth's  vain  worship  on  the  dost,  adoring 
In  lone  devotedness! 

One  spring-motii  ross^ 
And  fimnd,  within  that  tomb's  pnod  shadow 
laid— 
Ohl  not  as  midst  the  vineyards,  to  lepote 
From  the  fierce  iiooik^«  daik-haired  pwiiiit 
maid: 
Who  could  reveal  her  storjl— That  scA  fas 
Had  once  been  fidr;  fiir  on  the  dear  aichri 
brow. 
And  the  curved  lip,  there  lingered  yet  soch  gnn 
As  sculpture  givea^tts  dreams ;  and  kogiadbir 
The  deep  black  lashes,  o'er  the  half^hot  eje— 
For  death  was  on  its  fids— feU  monrnfoBj. 
But  the  cold  cheek  was  sunk,  the  raven  hair 
Dimmed  the  stight  form  all  wasted,  as  by  can. 
Whence  came  that  eaily  blight?— £fer  kilidisdni 

place 
Was  not  amidst  the  high  De  Coud  raee; 
Yet  there  her  shrine  had  been  1 — She  gnsped  t 

wreath— 
The  tooib's  last  garland  t^This  was  kive  m  ddfik! 


INDIAN  WOMAN'S  DEATH  SONG. 

An  Indian  woman,  driven  to  despair  by  her  koi- 
band's  desertion  of  her  for  another  wife,  entendi 
canoe  with  her  children,  and  rowed  it  down  thi 
Mississippi  toward  a  cataract  Her  vdos  w 
heard  firom  the  shore  singing  a  mournful  desth' 
song,  until  overpowered  by  the  sound  of  the  WS' 
ters  in  which  she  perished.  The  tale  is  rdatsd  is 
Long's  Expedition  to  the  soaree  of  St  Peter's  Ri- 
ver. 


Nod,  Je  ne  puis  tItvb  arec  un  OKor  brM.    nftal4|BBJt 
ralxcmve  Is  Joie^  et  qoe  Je  m'onkaB  anxespriii  Hbiai  di  Plir* 

Let  not  nj  cfaU  be  a  gli^  ftr  vsiy  sad  li  thB  Mb  flf  ■  «» 

TkiPmnt 


Down  a  broad  river  of  the  western  wilds^ 
Piercing  thick  forest  gkrams,  a  light  canoe 
Swept  with  the  current:  fisarful  was  the  speed 
Of  the  firail  bark,  as  by  a  tempest'a  wing 
Borne  leaf-like  on  to  where  the  mist  of  quay 
Rose  with  the  cataract's  thunder.— Yet  within. 
Proudly,  and  .dauntlessly,  and  all  akme, 
Save  that  a  babe  lay  sleeping  at  her  breast, 
A  wottu  Blood :  upon  her  Indiaii  biow 
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range  gkdneM,  and  her  dafk  hair  waved 
iamphantly.    She  pressed  her  child, 
right  slumber,  to  her  beating  heart, 
:ed  her  sweet  voice,  that  rose  awhile 
he  sound  of  waters,  high  and  dear, 
I  a  wild  piood  strain,  her  song  of  death. 

fUy  to  the  Spiiit'sland,  thou  mighty  stream 

Ifiree! 

»f  ancient  waters,(5)  foil !  and  bear  oar 

•  with  thee! 

taiy  bird  that  storms  hate  tossed,  would 

i  the  sunshine's  calm, 

)  deer  that  hath  the  arrow's  hurt,  flies  to 

woods  of  balm. 

! — ^my  warrior's  eye  hath  lodked  upon  ano- 

r's  &ce, 

ne  hath  fitded  fcom'his  sou]|  as  fiuies  a 

mbeam's  trace; 

low  comes  not  o'er  his  path,  my  whisper 

is  dream^ 

s  aw^y  the  htiokieu  leed— roll  swifter  yet, 

1  stream! 

se  that  spoke  of  other  days  is  hushed  with- 

if  breast, 

e  its  lonely  niosie  haunts,  and  wiD  not  let 


i  low  and  mouniAil  song  of  gUidness  that 

me, 

:  live  without  that  light— Fatner  of  waves ! 

oo! 

• 

not  miss  the  bounding  step  that  met  him 

ithechasel 

rt  of  love  that  made  his  home  an  ever  son- 

daoel 

bd  that  spread  the  hunter's  board,  and 

Led  his  couch  of  yore  } — 

not! — roll,  dark  foaming  stream,  on  to  the 

srshocel 


She  bears  thee  to  the  glorious  bowers  where  mcma 
are  heard  to  weep, 

And  where  th'  unkind  one  hath  no  power  again 
to  trouble  sleep ; 

And  where  the  itoul  shall  find  its  youth,  as  waken- 
ing from  a  dream, — 

One  moment,  and  that  leaka  is  owr»— On,  on,  dark 
loUiog  stream  1 


JOAN  OP  ARC,  IN  RHEIMS. 

Jeanne  d'Arc  avait  eu  la  joie  de  voir  k  Chalons 
qudques  amis  de  son  enfance.  Une  joie  plus  in- 
efTable  encore  I'attendait  a  Rheims,  n^u  sein  de  son 
triompbe:  Jacques  d'Arc,  son  pdre  y  se  trouva, 
auadtot  que  de  troupes  de  Charles  VII.  y  furent 
entrees ;  et  comme  les  deux  fr&res  de  noire  H6roine 
ravaiont  accompagn6s,  elle  se  vit,  pour  un  instant 
au  milieu  de  sa  famllle,  dans  les  bras  d'un  pte 
vertueux. —  Vie  de  Jeanne  d*Arc. 


llMNi  hill  a  chsnand  eajs  O  FSune  r 
A  dnuight  that  maiulet  high, 

And  ■eems  to  lift  this  Mnh>bacD  ficame 
Above  mortality : 

Away !  to  me— a  woman— bring 

Sweet  waten  fnm  aflectibin^  spring. 


fount  amidst  the  woods  of  that  bright 
must  flow, 

raters  from  my  soul  may  have  the  memo- 
r  this  wo; 

otle  wind  mofet  whisper  there,  whose 
th  may  waft  away 
bn  of  the  heavy  night,  the  sadness  of  the 

a,  my  babe  I  though  bom,  like  me,  for 

tan's  weary  lot, 

to  that  wasting  of  the  heart,  my  own !  I 

( thee  not ; 

tit  a  thing  art  ikou  to  pine  in  aching  love 

r, 

ber  bears  thee  far,  young  Pawn !  from 

w  and  decay. 


Tbat  was  a  joyous  day  in  Rheims  of  old, 
When  peal  on  peal  of  mighty  music  roIle4 
Forth  from  her  tfamnged  cathedral ;  while  around, 
A  multitude,  whose  biUows  made  no  sound, 
Chained  to  a  hush  of  wonder, |bough  elate. 
With  victory,  listened  at  their  temple's  gate. 
And  what  was  done  within 'P-within,  tbe  light 

l^irough'the  rich  gloom  of  pictured  windows 
flowing^ 
Tinged  with  soft  awfulness  a  stately  sight, 

The  chivalry  of  France,  their  proud  heiids  bow* 

In  martial  vassalage! — ^while  midst  that  ring, 
And  shadowed  by  ancestral  tombs,  a  king 
Received  his  birthright's  crown.    For  thii^  the 

hymn 
Swelled  out  like'rushing  waters,  and  the  day 
With  the  sweet  censer's  misty  breath  grew  dim, 
^  through  long  aisles  it  floated  o'er  th'  array 
Of  arms  and  sweeping  stoles.    But  who,  alone 
And  unapproached,  beside  the  altar-stone, 
With  the  white  banner,  forth  like  sunshine  stream- 
ing, 
And  the  gold  helm,  through  clouds  of  fiigranee 

gleaming. 
Silent  and  radiant  stood  1 — the  helm  was  raised. 
And  the  fiur  face  revealed,  that  upward  gand. 

Intensely  worshipping: — a  still,  clear  face. 
Youthful,  but  brightly  solemn!— ^iVoman's  cheek 
And  brow  were  therein  dee^  dA^<slCtf»]L\sy»da^ 
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Yet  gbiified  with  inspirttion's  trace 
On  ita  pure  paleness;  while,  enthroned  above, 
The  pictured  virgin,  with  her  smile  of  love. 
Seemed  bending  o'er  her  votaress. — That  slight 

form  I 
Was  that  the  leader  through  the  battle-stonn  % 
Had  the  soft  light  in  that  adoring  eye, 
Guided  the  Warrior  where  the  swords  flashed 

Jiighl 
'T  was  so,  even  sol — and  thou,  the  shepherd's 

child, 
Joanne,  the  lowly  dreamer  of  the  wild ! 
Never  before,  and  never  since  that  hour, 
Hath  woman,  mantled  with  victorious  powet. 
Stood  forth  as  thou  beside  the  shrine  didst  stand, 
Holy  amidst  the  knighthood  of  the  land ; 
And  beautiful  with  joy  and  with  renown. 
Lift  thy  white  banner  o'er  the  olden  crown, 
Ransomed  for  France  by  thee! 

The  rites  are  done. 
Now  let  the  dome  with  trumpet-notes  be  Shaken, 
And  bid  the  echoes  of  the  tombs  awaken. 
And  come  thou  forth,  that  Heaven's  rejdctng 
sun 
May  give  thee  wekomeftom  thine  own  blueskies^ 

Daughter  of  victory ! — a  triumphant  strain, 
A  proud  rich  stream  of  warlike  melodies. 

Gushed  through  the  portals  of  the  antique  fiine, 
And  forth  she  capie. — Then   rose   a   nation's 

sound — 
Oh!  what  a  power  to  bid  the  quick  heart  bound. 
The  wind  bears  onward  with  the  stormy  cheer 
Man  give  to  glory  on  her  high  career  1 
Is  there  indeed  suck  power*) — far  deeper  dwells' 
In  one  kind  household' voice,  to  reach  the  cells 
Whence  hVppiness  flows  forth! — The  shouts  |hat 

filled 
The  hollow  heaven  Usmpeetuously,  were  stilled 
One  moipent;  and  in  that  brief  pause,  the  tone. 
As  of  a  breeze  that  o'er  her  home  had  bbwn, 
Sank  on  the  bright  maid's  heart — '*  Joanne  1 — 

Who  spoke 
like  those  whose  childhood  with  her  childhood 
grew 
Under    one.  roofi — "  Joanne  !"—^Aa/    murmur 

broke 
With  sounds  of  weeping  forth ! — She  turned — 
she  knew 
Bedde  her,  marked  firom  all  the  thousands  there, 
In  the  calm  beauty  of  his  silver  hair, 
The  stately  shepherd ;  and.  the  youth,  whose  joy 
From  hb  dark  eye  flashed  proudly ;  and  the  boy 
The  youngest-bom,  that  ever  loved  her  best ; 
"  Father !  and  ye,  my  brothers !" — On  the  breast 
Of  that  gray  sire  she  sank — and  swiftly  back, 
Ev'n  in  an  instant,  to  their  native  track 
Her  free  thoughts  flowed. — She  saw  the  pomp  no 

more— 
The  plumes,  the  banners: — to  her  cabin-door. 


And  to  the  Fairy's  fountain  in  the  glade,(6) 
Where  her  young  sisters  by  her  side  had  played. 
And  to  her  hamlet*  s  chapel,  where  it  rose 
Hallowing  the  forest  unto  deep  repose, 
Her  spirit  turned. — The  very  wood-note,  song 

In  early  spring-time  by  the  bird,  which  dwelt 
Where  o'er  her  father's  roof  the  beech-leaves  hvof, 

Was  in  her  heart ;  a  music  heard  and  felt, 
Winning  her  back  to  nature. — She  unboHnd 

The  helm  of  many  battles  firom  her  hesd, 
And,  with  her  bright  locks  bowed  to  sweep  the 
ground. 

Lifting  her  voice  up,  wept  for  joy,  and  said,^ 
"  Bless  me,  my  &ther,  bless  me !  and  with  thee. 
To  the  still  cabin  and  the  beechen-tiee, 
Let  me  return!" 

Oh!  never  did  thine  eye 
Through  the  green  haunts  of  happy  infency 
Wander  again,  Joanne ! — too  much  of  feme 
Had  shed  its  radiance  on  thy  peasant  name; 
And  bought  alone  by  gifts  beyond  all  price. 
The  trusting  heart's  repose,  the  paradise 
Of  home  with  all  it  toves,  doth  fiite  allow 
The  crown  of  gkny  unto  woman's  brow. 


PAULINE. 

To  die  for  what  we  kive  !--Oh !  then  is  power 

In  the  true  heart,  and  pride,  and  joj,  Ibr  thu; 

Itifl  tob'vc  without  the  vanjaiied  UgltA 

That  ffireogth  ie  needed. 

Gobi  tFu»BHt«I  tiapsawr  d^m  Glomo 
IMla  vfta  malial  ii  fion  el  venle. 


I 

(I 


Along  the  star-lit  Seine  went  mosic  swelling, 
Till  the  air  thrilled  with  its  exulting  ndith; 

Proudly  it  floated,  even  as  if  no  dwelfing 
For  cares  or  stricken  hearts  were  kmd  « 
earth; 

And  a  glad  sound  the  measure  lightly  beat, 

A  happy  chime  of  many  dancing  feet 

For  in  a  palace  of  the  land  that  night, 
Lamps,  and  fresh  roses^  and  green  leavM  voi 
hung. 

And  from  the  painted  walls  a  stream  of  tight 
On  flying  forms  beneath  soft  splendour  flong: ' 

But  loveliest  fitr  amidst  the  revel's  pride 

Was  one,  the  lady  from  the  Danube-cide^ 


Pauline,  the  meekly  bright ! — though  now  no 
Her  clear^eye  flashed  with  youth's  all 

Yet  something  holier  than  its  dayspring  wore, 

There  in  soft  rest  lay  beautiful  to  see; 
A  charm  with  gtaver,  tenderer,  sweetness  fraqgh^ 
The  blinding  of  deep  love  and  matfOD  thoogiit- 


Id 

« 
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the  gay  throng  shQ  moved,  serenely  fair, 
ich  calm  joy  as  fills  a  moonlight  sky, 
ler  brow  beneath  its  graceful  hair, 
'  young  di^ughter  in  the  dance  went  by, 
)  fleet  step  of  one  that  yet  hath  known 
id  kind  voices  in  this  world  alone. 

here  nolKcret  boding  in  her  breast  1 

I  faint  whisper  warn  of  evil  nighl 

awake  when  most  the  heart  seems  blest 

the  light  laughter  of  festivity : 

come  those  tones! — Alas!  enough  we 

low, 

le  fear  with  all  triumphal  show  I 

ke  of  eril,  when  young  feet  were  flying 
J  rings  around  the  echoing  halll 
through  braided  locks  in  perfume  sighing, 
lolses  beating  Unto  music's  call? 
-the  minstrels  pause— and  hark !  a  sound, 
!«  quick  rustling  which  their  notes  had 
owned! 

a  light  upon  the  dancers  breaking — 
ch  their  clear  and  silvery  lamps  had  shed! 
)  gay  dream  of  levehy  awaking, 
cMnent  holds  them  still  in  breathless  dread ; 
1  fierce  hutre  grows— then  bursts  a  cry — 
ough  the  hall  and  round  it  gathering — fly  I 

th  they  rush— aa  chased  by  sword  and 
•ear— 

!  green  coverts  of  the  garden-bowen ; 

MIS  masque  of  pageantry  and  fear, 

ng  the  birds  and  trampling  down  the 

>wers: 

cm  the  dome  behind,  red  sparkles  driven 

te  dark  stillness  of  the  midnight  heaven. 

sre  is  she,  Pauline  ')-^-the  hurrying  throng 
swept  her  onward,  as  a  stormy  blast 
veep  some  faint  overwearied  bird  along — 
ow  the  threshold  of  that  death  is  past, 
)  she  stands  beneath  the  starry  skies, 
ier  child— but  no  sweet  voice  replies. 

J  where  art  thou? — Speak,  ohl  speak, 
ly  ownl" 

unconscious  of  her  pangs  die  while, 
tie  girl,  in  fear's  cold  grasp  alone, 
less  hath  sunk  within  the  blazing  pile; 
;  bright  form,  decked  gloriously  for  death, 
wers  all  shrinking  from  the  flame's  fierce 
reath! 

thy  strength,  deep  love ! — there  is  no  power 
ly  the  mother  from  that  rolling  grave, 
fast  on  high  the  fiery  volumes  tower, 
i)|th,  like  banners,  from  each  lattice  wave ; 
ck  she' rushes  through  a  hoetcomMned — 
is  anguish,  with  aflection  twined! 


And  what  bold  step  may  fellow,  midst  the  roar 
Of  the  red  biDows,  o'er  their  pr^  that  rise  ?  . 

None ! — Courage  there  stood  still— and  never  moive 
Du^ those  fair  forms  emerge  on  human  eyes! 

Was  one  brief  meeting  theirs,  one  wild  ferewell  t 

And  died  they  heart  to  heart?— Oh!  who  can  tell? 

Freshly  and  cloudlessly  the  morning  broke 
On  that  sad  palace,  midst  its  pleasure^hi^lef ; 

Its  pain^  roofe  had  sunk— ^yet  black  with  smoke 
And  lonely  stood  its  marble  colonnades : 

But  yester-eve  their  shifts  with  wreaths  were 
bound! — 

Now  lay  the  scene  one  shrivelled  scroll  around 

And  bore  the  ruins  no  recording  trace 
Of  all  that  woman's  heart  had  dared  and  done  1 

Yes!  there  were  gems  to  mark  its  mortal  place. 
That  forth  from  dust  and  ashes  dimly  shone!. 

Those  had  the  mother  on  her  gentle  breast. 

Worn  round  her  child's  fair  image,  there  at  rest. 

And  they  were  all! — the  tender  and  the  true 
Left  this  alone  her  sacrifice  to  prove. 

Hallowing  the  spot  where  mirth  once  lightly  flew, 
To  deep,  fone,  chastened  thoughts  of  grief  and 
bve. 

Ohl  we  have  need  of  patient  feith  below, 

To  clear  away  the  mysteriai  of  siich  wo! 


JUANA. 

Jnana,  mother  of  the  Emperor  Charles  V.,  upon 
the  death  of  her  husband,  Philip  the  Handsome  of 
Austria,  who  had  treated  her  with  uniform  neglect, 
had  his  body  laid  upon  a  bed  of  state  in  a  magni- 
ficent dress,  and  being  possessed  with  the  idea  that 
it  would  revive,  watched  it  for  a  length  of  time  in- 
cessantly, waiting  for  the  moment  of  retoiniqg 
life. 


It  ia  but  dust  thou  look*il  upon.    Ihislove^ 
lliia  wild  and  ptarionste  klolatrj, 
What  doth  it  Id  the  ahadow  of  the  gravel 
Gather  it  back  within  thy  lonely  heait, 
Somuatiteverend:  too  much  we  give 
Udio  the  thinffi  that  perlrii. 


The  night-wind  shook  the  tapestry  round  an  an- 
cient palaice-room, 

And  torches,  as  it  rose  and  feD,  waved  through  the 
gorgeous  gloom. 

And  o'er  a  shadowy  regal  couch  threw  fitful  gleami 
and  red, 

Where  a  woman  with  long  raven  hair  sat  watch- 
ing by  the  dead. 
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Pale  shone  the  features  of  the  dead|  yet  glorious 

still  to  see, 
Like  a  hunter  or  a  chief  strudt  down  whOe  his 

heart  ahd  step  were  free ;  - 
No  shroud  he  wore,  no  robe  of  death,  hut  there 

majestic  lay. 
Proudly  and  sadly  glittering  in  royalty's  array. 

But  she  that  with  the  duk  hair  watched  by  the 
cold  slumberer's  side, 

On  her  wan  cheek  no  beauty  dwelt,  ani  in  her 
garb  no  pride ; 

Only  her  fiill  impasuoned  eyes  as  o'er  that  day 
she  bent, 

A  wildness  and  a  tenderness  in  strange  resplen- 
dence blent 

And  as  the  swift  thoughts  crossed  her  soul,  like 

shadows  of  a  cloud, 
Amidst  the  silent  room  of  death,  the  dreamer  spoke 

aloud ; 
She  spoke  to  him  who  could  not  hear,  and  cried, 

"  Thou  yet  wilt  wake^ 
And  learn  my  watchings  and  my  tears,  belofvd 

one !  fiir  thy  sake. 

"They  told  me  this  was  death,  but  weQ  I  knew  it 

could  not  be; 
Purest  and  stateliest  of  the  earth !  who  qwke  of 

death  tat  thee? 
Thkj  would  have  wrapped  the  funeral  shroud  thy 

gallant  form  around, 
But  I  forbado— and  there  thou  art,  a  monarch, 

robed  and  crowned ! 

'  ¥rith  all  thy  bright  locks  gleaming  still,  the^  co- 
ronal beneath. 

And  thy  brow  so  proudly  beautifttl-- who  said  that 
this  wasdeathi 

Silence  hath  been  upon  thy  lipfl^  and  stiUness  round 
thee  long, 

But  the  hopeful  spirit  in  my  breast  is  all  nndimmed 
and  strong. 

"I  know  thou  hast  not  loved  me  yet;  I  am  not 
fiur  like  thee,  • 

The  very  glance  of  whose  clear  eye  threw  round 
a  light  of  glee ! 

A  frail  and  drooj^ng  form  is  mine — a  cold  unsmil- 
ing cheek, 

Oh !  I  have  but  a  woman's  heart,  wherewith  thy 
heart  to  seek. 

"  But  when  thou  wak'st,  my  prince,  my  lord  I  and 

hear'st  how  I  have  kept 
A  kmely  vigil  by  thy  side,  and  o'er  thee  prayed  and 

vrept; 
How  in  one  long  deep  dream  of  thee  my  nights 

and  days  have  past, 
Surely  that  humble,  patient  love,  muet  win  back 

loveatlast! 


"  And  thou  wilt  smUe — my  own,  my  a 

be  the  sunny  smile, 
Which  brightly -fell,  and  joyously,  OQ  a 

erewhiJe! 
No  more  in  vain  alTection's  thirst  my  w 

shall  pine^ 
Oh!  yeanof  hope  deferred  were  paid  by 

glance  of  thine  I 

**  Thou  It  meet  me  in  that  radiant  look  w 

contest  fit)m  the  chase, 
For  me,  for  me,  in  festal  halls  it  shaD  ki 

thy  fece! 
Thou  'It  reck  no  more  though  beauty's  { 

aspect  may  not  bless ; 
In  thy  kind  eyes  this  deep,  deep  love^  si 

me  loveliness. 

"  But  wake !  my  heart  within  me  bums^ 

more  to  rejoice 
In  the  sound  to  which  it  ever -leaped,  the  i 

thy  voice : 
Awakel  I  ait  in  solitude,  that  thy  fint  I 

tone,  . 
And  the  gladness  of  tlune  opeoing-eyesB 

mine  alone." 

In  the  Still  chamben  of  the  dust,  thus  pon 

day  by  day. 
The  passion  of  that  loving  dream  fnuk  a 

soul  found  way. 
Until  the  shadows  of  the  grave  hath  sn 

every  grace,    . 
Left  midst  the  awftilneiB  of  death  on  the 

form  and  feoe. 

And  stowly  broke  the  fearful  troth  npon  th 

er's  breast,    . 
And  they  bore  away  the  royal  dead  with  r 

to  his  n^. 
With  bannere  juid  with  knightly  plumes  i 

ing  in  the  vrind — 
But  a  woman's  broken  heart  was  fell  in 

despair  behind. 


THE  AMERICAN  FOREST  GI 


A  fearful  gift  upon  thy  bean  b  kU^ 
Woman!— •  power  to raffer  and  to  love^ 
Tbttdon  thou  ■>  ouat  pit j. 


WiLDLT  and  moumfrdly  the  Indian  drm 
On  the  deep  hush  of  moonlight  foreatsb 

"  Sing  us  a  death-song,  for  thine  hour  b  o 
So  the  red  warrion  to  their  captive  wpckt 

StiO,  and  amidst  those  dusky  forms  afene, 
A  youth,  a  feir-haired  youth  of  Eqgiam 
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ong's  Mm;  tfaoogh  from  his  cheek  liad 
a 

tantlmg  ciunson  of  the  island-blood, 
pressed  lips  looked  marble.— Fieioely 

It, 

I  around  htm,  blazed  the  fires  of  night, 
beneath  the  cedan  to  and  fro, 
ind  passed,  and  with  a  fitful  glow 
the  victim's  fttoe: — But  who  could  tell 
within  his  secret  heart  befel, 
Hit  to  heaven  that  hour? — Perchance  a 
ght 

r  home  then  so  intensely  wrought, 
full  image,  pictured  to  his  eye 
ark  ground  of  mortal  agony 
[T  as  day !— and  he  might  see  the  bend, 
ung  sisters  wandering  hand  in  hand, 
le  laburnum  drooped ;  or  haply  binding 
une,  up  the  door's  tow  pillars  winding; 
ly  closed  upon  their  gentle  mirth, 
g  with  braided  hair,  around  the  hearth 
at  their  mother ; — and  that  mother's  face 
sweet  smile  yet  wearing  in  the  place 
i>  it  ever  smiled ! — Perchance  the  prayer 
at  her  knee  came  back  on  his  despair; 
ling  from  her  voice,  the  very  tone 
^  Chodrnight^^  might  breathe  from  boy- 
l  gone! — 

id  and  looked  up : — thick  cypress  boughs 
f  strange  sound,  waved  o'er  him,  darkly 
d 

uad  stormy  firelight  ;^savage  brows, 
tall  plumes  crested  and  wild  hues  o'er- 
nead, 

like  fisvensh  phantoms;  and  pale  stars 
hiough  the  branchep  as  through  dungeon 

'i 

I  no  hope. — He  knew,  he  felt  his  doom— 

at  a  tale  to  shadow  with  its  gloom 

ppy  hall  in  EIngland ! — Idle  fear ! 

he  winds  tell  iti — Who  might  dream  or 

r 

!et  of  the  forests  1— To  the  sUke 

bound  him;  and  that  proud  young  soldier 

rove 

er's  spirit  in  his  broast  to  wake, 

ing  to  die  in  silence  1  He,  the  love 

'hearts! — the  fondly  reared, — the  fair, 

ing  all  eyes  to  see! — And  fettered  thera 

1  beside  his  death-pyre,  and  the  brand 

up  to  light  it,  in  the  chieftain's  hand. 

ght  upon  his  Chxl. — Hush  I  hark! — a  cry 

m  the  stem  and  dread  solemnity, — 

lath  pierced  the  ring ! — Who  dares  intrude 

lark  hunters  in  their  vengeful  mood  1 — 

«  young  slight  girl — a  fiiiwn-like  chikl 

I  Savannas  and  the  leafy  wild, 

ig  unmarked  till  then,  as  some  lone  flower, 

tMctase  the  sunshine  is  its  dower; 

S4 


Yet  one  that  knew  how  early  tears  aro  shed, — 
For  hen  had  mourned  a  playmate  brother  dead. 

She  had  sat  gaang  on  the  victim  long, 
Until  the  pity  of  her  soul  grew  strong ; 
And,  by  its  passion's  deepening  fervour  swayed, 
Ev'n  to  the  stake  she  rushed,  and  gently  laid 
His  bright  head  on  her  bosom,  and  around 
His  form  her  slender  arms  to  shield  it  wound 
Like  close  Liannes;  then  raised  her  glittering  eye 
And  clear-toned  voice  that  said,  "  He  shall  not 
die!" 

"  He  shall  not  die!" — the  gloomy  forest  thrilled 
To  that  sweet  sound.    A  sudden  wonder  fell 
On  the  fierce  throng ;  and  heart  and  hand  were 

stilled, 
Struck  down,  as  by  the  whisper  of  a  spell. 
They  gazed, — their  dark  souls  bowed  before  the 

maid. 
She  of  the  dancing  step  in  wood  and  glade ! 
And,  as  her  cheek  flushed  through  its  olive  hue. 
As  her  black  tresses  to  the  night-wind  flew, 
Something  o'ennastered  them  from  that  young 

mien — 
Something  of  heaven,  in  silence  felt  and  seen; 
And  seeming,  to  their  child-like  faith,  a  token 
That  the  Great  Spirit  by  her  voice  had  spoken. 

They  loosed  the  bonds  that  held  their  captive's 

breath: 
From  his  pale  lips  they  took  the  cup  of  death 
They  quenched  the  brand  beneath  the  cypress 

tree; 
*'  Away,**  they  cried,  "young  stranger,  thou  art 

fieo!" 


COSTANZA. 


-  An  thou  Uien  deH)l«te  7 


Of  friendly  of  hopes  fomkenl — Come  tome! 

I  am  thine  own.— Have  urusted  hearts  fwovod  false? 

FlattereTB  deceived  theel  Wanderer  come  to  me ! 

Whj  dldit  thou  ever  leave  me  1   Know'et  thou  all 

I  would  have  borne,  and  called  it  joy  to  bear, 

For  thy  aakel  Know'tt  thou  that  thy  voice  had  power 

To  shake  me  with  a  thrill  of  happiness 

By  one  kind  tone  l—io  fill  mine  eyea  with  tears 

Of  yearning  love  1  And  thou— oh !  thou  didat  throw 

That  crushed  affection  back  upon  my  heart  ;>- 

Yet  come  to  roeU- it  died  not 


She  knelt  in  prayer.    A  stream  of  sunset  fell 
Through  the  stained  window  of  her  k>nely  cell, 
And  with  its  rich,  deep,  melancholy  gk>w 
Flushing  her  cheek  and  pale  Madonna-brow, 
While  o'er  her  long  hairVi  flowing  jet  it  threw 
Bright  waves  of  gold — the  autumn  forest's  hue- 
Seemed  all  a  visbn's  mist  of  gbry,  spread 
By  painting's  touch  axouxu^  looMeYtfJL^  YusiA^ 


( 
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Virgin's  or  fairest  martyr's.    In  her  eye, 
Which  glanced  as  dark  clear  water  to  the  sky, 
What  solemn  fervour  lived !  And  yet  what  wo, 
Lay  like  some  buried  thing,  till  seen  below 
The  glassy  tide !  Oh !  he  that  could  reveal 
What  life  had  taught  that  chastened  heart  to  feel, 
Might  speak  indeed  of  woman's  blighted  yean, 
And  wasted  love,  and  vainly  bitter  tears ! 
But  ,she  had  told  her  grie&  to  heaven  alone, 
And  of  the  gentle  saint  no  more  was  known, 
Than  that  she  fled  the  world's  cold  breath,  and 

made 
A  temple  of  the  pine  and  chestnut  shade, 
Filling  its  depths  with  soul,  whene'er  her  hymn 
Rose  through  each  murmur  of  the  green,  and  dim, 
And  ancient  solitude ;  where  hidden  streams 
Went  moaning  through  the  grass,  like  sounds  in 

dreams, 
Music  for  weary  hearts !  Midst  leaves  and  flowers 
She  dwelt,  and  knew  all  secrets  of  their  poweife^ 
All  nature^  balms,  wherewith  her  gliding  tread 
To  the  sick  peasant  on  his  lowly  bed, 
Came,  and  brought  hope;  while  scarce  of  mortal  birth 
He  deemed  the  pale  fair  form,  that  held  on  earth 
Communion  but  with  grief. 

Ere  long  a  cell,. 

A  rock-hevm  chapel  rose,  a  cross  of  stone 
Gleamed  through  the  dark  trees  o'er  a  sparkling 
well. 

And  a  sweet  voice,  of  rich,  yet  mournful  tone. 
Told  the  Cal&brian  wilds,  that  duly  there 
Costanza  lifted  her  sad  heart  Ih  prayer. 
And  now  't  was  prayer's  ovni  hour.    That  vdce 

again 
Through  the  dim  foliage  sent  its  heavenly  strain. 
That  made  the  cypress  quiver  where  it  stood 
In  day's  last  crimson  soaring  from  the  wood 
Like  spiry  flame.     But  as  the  bright  sun  set. 
Other  and  wider  sounds  in  tumult  met 
The  floating  song.     Strange  sounds  !^the  trum^ 

pet*8  peal. 
Made  hollow  by  the  rocks ;  the  clash  of  steel, 
The  rallying  war-cry. — In  the  mountain-pass. 
There  had  been  combat :  blood  was  on  the  grass, 
Banners  had  strewn  the  waters ;  chiefs  lay  djing, 
And  the  pine-branches  crashed  before  the  flying. 

And  all  was  changed  within  the  still  retreat, 
Costanza's  home : — ^there  entered  hurrying  feet, 
Dark  looks  of  shame  and  sorrow ;  mail-clad  men, 
Stern  fugitives  from  that  wild  battle-glen. 
Scaring  the  ringdoves  from  the  porch-roof,  bore 
A  wounded  warrior  in :  the  rocky  floor 
Gave  back  deep  echoes  to  his  clanging, sword. 
As  th^re  they  laid  their  leader,  and  implored 
The  sweet  saint's  prayers  to  heal  him ;  then  for 

*    flight, 
Through  the  wide  forest  and  the  mantling  night, 


Sped  breathlessly  again.— They  ptumed    bt  1^ 
The  stateliest  of  a  host — alas!  to  see 
What  mother's  eyes  have  watched  in  rosy  sleep 
Till  joy,  for  very  iiihieeB,  turned  to  weep 
Thus  changed ! — a  fearful  thing !  His  golden  oeit 
Was  shivered,  and  the  bright  scarf  on  his  bretit— 
Some  costly  love-gift — ^rent : — hot  what  of  theie? 
There  were  the  clustering  raven-locks— <be  biwai 
As  it*  came  in  through  lime  and  mjritle  flowerB, 
Might  scarcely  lift  them — steeped  in  bloody  ihofr* 

en 
So  heavily  upon  the  pallid  elay 
Of  the  damp  cheek  they  hung!  theeye*s  dark  ray- 
Where  was  it  1— and  the  lips! — they  gasped  tput, 
With  their  light  curve,  as  firom  the  dusers  ait. 
Still  proudly  beautiful !  but  that  white  ho&— 
Was  it  not  death's?— that  stiUneas— that  cold  3ew 
On  the  scarred  forehead  ?  No !  his  spirit  brake 
From  its  deep  trance  ere  long,  yet  but  awoke 
To  wander  in  wild  dreams ;  and  there  he  lay. 
By  the  fierce  fever  as  a  green  reed  shaken, 
The  haughty  chief  of  thousands — ^the  forsaken 
Of  all  save  one ! — Ske  fled  not     Day  by  day- 
Such  houn  an  woman's  birthright — she,  nnkiioin^ 
Kept  watch  beside  him,  fearless  and  alone ; 
Binding  his  wounds,  and  oft  in  silence  lavii^ 
His  brow  with  tean  that  mourned  the  strong  maa'i 

raving. 
He  felt  them  not,  nor  marked  the  light  veiled  fim 
Still  hovering  nigh ;  yet  aometimes,  when  tint 
storm 

Of  firenzy  sank,  her  voice,  in  tones  as  km 
As  a  young  mother's  by  the  cradle  singing, 
Would  sooth  him  with  sweet  ave«,  gently  brin|iiv 

Moments  of  slumber,  when  the  fieiy  glow 
Ebbed  from  his  hollow  cheek. 

At  last  faint  gleuns 
Of  memory  dawned  upon  the  cloud  of  dieaini, 
And  feebly  lifting,  as  a  child,  his  head. 
And  gazing  round  hhn  from  his  leafy  bed, 
Hetnurmund  forth,  "Where  am  17  YHuMt  nft 

strain 
Passed,  like  a  breeze,  tuerom  my  burning  biaint 
Back  from  my  youth  it  floated,  with  a  tone 
Of  life's  first  music,  and.  a  thought  of  one— 
Where  b  she  now  7  aiidf  where  the  gauds  oifok 
Whose  hollow  splendour  lured  me  from  her  ak^ 
All  lost ! — and  this  is  death  !^-I  can  not  die 
Without  foi]giveness  from  that  mournful  eye! 
Away!  the  earth  hatii  lost  her.    Was  «Ae  bon 
To  brook  i^bandonment,  to  strive  with  soon? 
My  first,  my  holiest  love! — her  broken  heart 
Lies  low,  and  I — unpardoned  I  depart" 


But  then  Costanza  nised  the  shadowy  veil 
From  her  dark  locka  and  features  bn^tiy  ptk, 
And  stood  before  him  with  a  smile— oh  !^  neVr 
Did  aught  that  smiled  so  much  of  i 
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iki, '^  Cemio  1  look  on  me ;  I  IhFe 
my  heart  bath  bled,  and  can  fbigiTe. 
thee  ^ith  such  wonhip,  »uch  deep  trust 

uld  be  Heaven's  alone — and  Heaven  is  just! 

thee — be  at  peace  !" 

But  o'er  his  frame 
ist  the  strong  tide  rushed—the   sudden 
ame, 

Y,  th'  amaze! — he  bowed  his  head — it  fell 
wronged  boeora  which  had  loved  so  well ; 
ve  sdll  perfect,  gave  him  reToge  there, — 
t  faint  breath  just  waved  her  floating  hair. 


MADELINE. 

A  DOMESTIC  TALE.* 


mid  it  be  Y-^Wheraahouktat  thou  look  for  kiodnesi  1 

e  are  sick  where  can  we  turn  for  saceoor, 

e  are  wretched  where  can  we  comidain; 

a  the  worid  looks  cold  and  early  on  us, 

in  we  go  to  nieet  a  Vrarmer  eye 

ii  auie  confidepce  as  toa  mother*) 

Joanna  Btdllie, 


faild,  my^child,  thou  leav'st  me! — I  shall 
ir 

ntle  voice  no  more  that  blest  mine  ear 
ts  first  utterance ;  I  shall  miss  the  sound 
light  step  amidst  the  flowers  around, 
J  soft  breathing  hymn  at  twilight's  dose, 
y  "  Grood-night"  at  parting  for  repose. 
the  vine-leaves  I  shall  sit  alone, 
e  low  breeze  will  have  a  mournful  tone 
their  tendrib,  while  I  think  of  thee. 
Id!  and  thou,  along  the  moonlight  sea, 
soft  sadness  haply  in  thy  glance, 
vratch  thine  own,  thy  pleasant  land  of 
ance,  ^ 

to  air. — ^Yet  blessings  with  thee  go! 
aard  thee,  gentlest !  and  the  exile's  wo 
by  young  heart  be  far ! — And  sorrow  not 
,  sweet  daughter!  in  my  lonely  lot, 
all  be  with  me. — Now  faieweU,  farewell ! 
hat  hast  been  what  words  may  never  teO 
ly  mother's  boeom,  since  the  days 
thoa  wert  pillowed  there,  and  wont  to  raise 
ten  laughter  thence  thy  loving  eye 
ill  sought  mine : — ^these  moments  are  gone 

loo  must  go,  my  flower  !^Yet  with  thee 

«I1 

sace  of  God  I — One,  one  more  gaze— fare- 

ur 

MB  a  niother's  parting  with  her  child, 

g  meek  Bride  on  whom  fair  fortune  smiled, 

naUy  pohliilMd  in  the  litenry  Souvenir  ior  ISaa 


And  wooed  her  with  a  voioe  of  love  away 
From  childhood's  home ;  yet  there,  with  fond  delay 
She  lingered  on  the  threshold,  heard  the  note 
Of  her  Caged  bird  through  trellised  rose-leaves 

float, 
And  fell  upon  her  mother's  neck,  and  wept. 
Whilst  old  remembrances,  that  long  had  slept. 
Gushed  o'er  her  soul,  and  many  a  vanished  day, 
As  in  one  picture  traced,  before  her  lay» 

But  the  fitiewell  was  said ;  and  on  the  deep, 
When  its  breast  heaved  in  sunset's  golden  sleep, 
With  a  calmed  heart,  young  Madeline  ere  long 
Poured  forth  her  own  sweet  solemn  vesper-song, 
Breathing  of  home :  through  stillnese  heard  a&r 
And  duly  rising  with  the  first  pale  star, 
That  voice  was  on  the  waters;  till  at  last 
The  sounding  ocean-solitudes  were  passed, 
And  the  bright  land  was  reached,  the  youthful 

world 
That  glows  along  the  West :  the  sails  weie  furled 
In  its  clear  sunshine,  and  the  gentle  bride 
Looked  on  the  home  that  promised  hearta  untried 
A  bower  of  bliss  to  oome.-^Alas!  we  trace 
The  map  of  our  own  paths,  and  long  ere  yean 
With  their  dull  steps  the  brilliant  lines  efface, 
On  sweeps  the  storm,  and  blots  them  out  with 

tears. 
That  home  was  darkened  soon :  the  summer  breese 
Welcomed  with  death  the  wanderers  from  the  seas, 
Death  unto  one,  and  anguish  how  foriom! 
To  her,  that  widowed  in  her  marriage-mom, 
Sat  in  her  voiceless  dwelling,  whence  with  Urn, 

Her  bosom's  first  beloved,  her  friend  and  guide, 
Joy  had  gone  forth,  and  left  the  green  earth  Him^ 

As  from  the  sun  shut  out  on  every  side. 
By  the  close  veil  of  misery! — Oh!  but  iU, 

When  with  rich  hopes  o'erfraught,  the  young 
high  heart 

Bears  its  first  blow! — ^it  knows  not  yet  the  part 
Which  Ufe  will  teach— to  sufier  and  be  still, 
And  with  submissive  love  to  count  the  fiowers 
Which  yet  are  spared,  and  through  the  future 

hours 
To  send  no  busy  dream  !^S%e  had  hot  learned 
Of  sorrow  till  that  hour,  and  therefore  turned, 
In  weariness  from  Ufe :  then  came  th'  unrest, 
The  heart-sick  yearning  of  the  exile's  breast, 
The  haunting  sounds  of  voices  far  away, 
And  household  steps ;  nntil  at  last  she  lay 
On  her  lone  couch  of  sickness,  lost  in  dntnoB 
Of  the  gay  vineyards  and  blue-rushing  streams 
In  her  own  sunny  land,  and  murmuring  oft 
Familiar  names,  in  accents  wild,  yet  soft. 
To  strangers  round  that  bed,  who  knew  not  aught 
Of  the  deep  spells  wherewith  each  word  waa 

fraught. 
To  strangers'} — Oh!   could  strangers  raise  the 

head 
Gently  as  hers  yttA  lanod'X — ^cA  ttawMB'sta  ^Av^ 
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The  kindly  tears  which  bathed  that  feiFerish  brow 
And  wasted  cheek  with  half  unconscious  flowl 
Something  was  there,  that  through  the  lingering 

night 
Outwatches  patiently  the  taper's  light, 
Something  that  fidnts  not  thro'  the  day's  distiess, 
That  fears  not  toil,  that  knows  not  weariness; 
Love,  true  and  peifsct  love  1-^ Whence  came  Uiat 

power, . 
Uprearing  through  the  storm  the  drooping  flower  1 
Whence  1  who  can  ask  1  the  wild  deliriiim  passed, 
And  from  her  eyes  the  spirit  looked  at  last 
Into  her  mother* »  face,  and  wakening  knew 
The  brow's  calm  grace,  the  hair's  dear  silvery  hue, 
The  kind  sweet  smile  of  old ! — akid  had  ahe  come. 
Thus  in  life's  evening,  from  her.  distant  home. 
To  save  her  child  1 — E'en  so — nor  yet  in  vain : 
In  that  young  heart  a  light  sprung  up  again, 
And  lovely  still,  with  so  much  love  to  give, 
Seemed  this  fair  world,  though  faded ;  still  to  live 
Was  not  to  pine  forsaken.    On  the  breast 
That  rocked  her  childhood,  sinking  in  soft  rest, 
"  Sweet  mother,  gentlest  mother !  can  it  bet" 
The  lorn  one  cped,  "  and  do  I  look  on  thee  1 
Take  back  thy  wanderer  from  this  fatal  shore. 
Peace  shall  be  ours  beneath  our  vines  once  more." 


THE  aUEEN  OF  PRUSSIA'S  T0M;B. 

"  This  tomb  is  in  the  garden  of  Chariottenburgh, 
near  Berlin.  It  was  not  without  surprise  that  I 
came  suddenly,  among  trees,  upon  a  fiur  white 
Doric  temple.  I  might,  and  should  have  deemed 
it  a  mere  adornment  of  the  grounds,  but  the  cyrees 
and  the  willow  declare  it  a  habitation  of  the  dead. 
Upon  a  sarcophagus  of  white  marble  lay  a  sheet, 
and  the  outline  of  the  human  form  was  plainly 
visible  beneath  its  folds.  The  person  with  me  re- 
verently turned  it  back,  and  displayed  the  statue 
of  his  Glueen.  It  is  a  portrait-statue  recun^bent,  said 
to  be  a  perfect  resemblance — not  as  in  death,  but 
when  she  lived  to  blesft  and  be  blessed.  Nothing 
can  be  more  calm  and  kind  thjin  the  expression  of 
her  features.  The  hands  are  folded  on  the  bosom ; 
the  limbs  are  sufficiently  crossed  to  show  the  re- 
pose of  life. — —Here  the  King  brings  her  children 
annually,  to  offer  garlands  at  her  grave.  These 
hang  in  withered  moumfiilness  above  this  living 
image  of  their  departed  mother. — Sherber's  Notea 
and  ReJUctioM  during  a  Ramble  in  Oermany, 


In  fwvet  pride  upon  that  in8^1t  keen 

She  smiled ;  then  drooping  mute  and  fanken-hearted. 

To  the  cold  comfort  of  the  grave  departed.— Afifoum. 

It  stands  where  northern  wiUows  weep, 

A  temple  fair  and  bne ; 
Soft  shadows  o'er  its  marble  sweep. 

From  cypress-branches  thrown ; 


While  silently  around  it  spread, 
Thou  jEeel'st  the  preseiMae  of  the  detl 

And  what  within  is  richly  shrinedl 
A  sculptured  woman's  fomi, 

Lovely  in  perfect  rest  reclined, 
As  one  beyond  the  storm : 

Yet  not  of  death,-  but  slumber,  Kes 

The  sole&m  sweetness  on  those  eyes. 

The  folded  hands,  the  calm  pure  fiws^ 

The  mantle's  quiet  flow, 
The  gentle,  yet  majestic  grace,  ^ 

Throned  on  the  matron  brow; 
These,  in  that  scene  of  tender  gloom, 
With  a  still  gk>ry  robe  the  tomb. 

There  stands  an  eagle,  at  the  feet 

Of  the  fair  image  wrought ; 
A  kingly  emblem — nor  uxmieet 

To  wake  yet  deeper  thought : 
She  whose  high  heart  finds  rest  befew. 
Was  royal  in  her  birth  and  wo. 

• 

There  are  pale  garlands  hung  above, 

Of  dying  scent  and  hue ; — 
She  was  a  mother — in  her  love 

How  sorrowfully  true ! 
Oh  I  hallowed  long  be  every  leaf^ 
The  record  of  her  children's  grief  1 

She  saw  dieir  birthright's  warrior  crown 

Of  olden  glory  spoiled. 
The  standard  of  their  sires  bore  down. 

The  shield's  bright  blaaon  soiled: 
She  met  the  tempest  meekly  brave, 
Then  turned,  o'erwearied,  to  the  grave. 

She  slumbered;  but  it  came — Hcame, 

Her  land's  redeeming  hour. 
With  the  glad  shout,  and  signal-flame. 

Sent  on  from  tower  to  tovrer ! 
Fast  through  the  realm  a  spirit  moved— 
'T  was  her's,  the  lofty  and  the  foved. 

Then  was  her  name  a  note  that  rung 
To  rouse  bold  hearts  from  sleep, 

Her  memory,  as  a  banner  flung 
Forth  by  the  Baltic  deep ; 

Her  grief,  a  bitter  vial  poured 

To  sanctify  th'  avenger's  sword. 

And  the  crowned  eagle  spread  again 
His  pinion  to  the  sun ; 

And  the  strong  land  shook  off  ifts  chain- 
So  was  the  triumph  won ! 

But  wo  for  earth,  where  mmm*9  tone 

Still  blends  with  victory's ! — She  was  gaa$^ 


'  Originally  pidilUiQd  to  tte  UaaiU^ 


RECORDS  OP  WOMAN. 


22b 


:*HE  MEMORIAL  PILLAR. 

t  road  flkk  between  Penrith  and  Appleby, 
unall  pillar,  with  this  inscription : — "  This 
IS  erected  in  the  year  1666)  by  Ann, 
Dowager  of  Pembroke,  for  a  memorial 
t  parting,  in  this  place,  with  her  good  and 
(Cher,  Margaret,  Countess  Dowager  of 
ind,  on  the  3d  April,  16l6.-r-See  Notes  to 
tmtru  qf  Memory  "  ^ 


MM,  throui^  Eden'fl  wild^wodd  vala  pnnaed 
DoanlaliHneaM,  magnificently  rude, 
ith  aoentioD*!  lifted  eye,  lerered 
Kdtm.  none,  by  piooe  Pembroke  leaiedi 
1  etill  reeordi^  beyond  the  pencil's  power, 
ent  soRovn  of  a  parting  hour  ? 

Avert. 


SR  and  child  t  whose  blending  tears 

e  sanctified  the  place, 

,  to  the  k>Te  of  many  years, 

I  given  one  last  embrace ; 

3  have  shrined  a  spelFof  power^ 

1  your  record  of  that  hour  1 

to  waken  solemn  thought, 
in,  small  under-tone, 
alls  back  days  of  childhood,  fraught 
1  many  a  treasure  gone ; 
sites,  perchance,  the  hidden  source, 
h  long  untroubled— of  remorse. 

lo,  that  gases  on  the  stone 

ch  marks  your  parting  spot, 

nt  a  mother's  love  hath  known, 

one  love  changing  notl 

ind  haply  learned  its  worth 

ith  the  sound  of  "Earth  to  earthl" 

iQ,  high-hearted  daughter!  thou, 
whose  bright,  honoured  head, 
pi  and  tears  of  holiest  flow, 
here  were  fondly  shed, 
rom  the  passion  of  thy  grief, 
ifl  bufst,  coukbt  draw  relie£ 

!  though  painful  be  th'  excess, 
might  wherewith  it  swells, 
re's  fount  no  bitterness 
iture's  mingling,  dwells ; 
on  hadst  not,  by  wrong  or  pride, 
d  the  free  and  healthful  tide. 

St  thou  meet  the  fitce  no  more, 
:fa  thy  young  heart  first  knew'? 
— was  all  in  this  world  o'tt, 
;  ties  thus  dose  and  truel 
—On  earth  no  other  eye 
;ife  thee  beck  thine  infimcy. 


No  other  voice  could  pierce  the  maze 
Where  deep  within  thy  breast, 

The  sounds  and  dreams  of  other  days. 
With  memory  lay  at  rest ; 

No  other  smile  to  thee  could  bring 

A  gladdening,  like  the  breath  of  spring. 

Yet,  while  thy  place  of  weeping  still 

Its  k>ne  memorial  keeps, 
While  on  thy  name  midst  wood  and  hiU, 

l^he  quiet  sunshine  sleeps, 
And  touches,  in  each  graven  fine. 
Of  reverential  thought  a  sign ; 

Can  I,  while  yet  these  tokens  wear 

The  impress  of  the  dead. 
Think  nf  the  love  embodied  there, 

Asofa  viabnfledl 
A  perished  thing,  the  joy  and  flower 
And  gk>ry  of  one  earthly  hour  7 

Not  sol^-l  win  not  bow  me  so 
To  thoughts  that  breathe  despair  I 

A  loftier  faith  wq  need  below. 
Life's  fareweU  words  to  bear. 

Mother  and  child! — Your  tears  are  past— 

Surely  yotir  hearts  have  met  at  last! 


THE  GRAVE  OP  A  POETESS .♦ 

"Ne  me  plaignezpas— ri  voue  aavies 
OomMen  de  pelnesce  tombean  m'a  epngntesl" 

I  STOOD  beside  thy  lowly  grave  ;^ 
Spring  odours  breathed  around, 

And  music,  in  the  river-wave. 
Passed  with  a  lulling  sound. 

An  happy  things  that  k>ve  the  sun 
In  the  bright  air  glanced  by 

And  a  glad  murmur  seemed  to  run 
Through  the  soft  azure  sky. 

Fresh  leaves  were  on  the  ivy-bough 
That  fringed  the  ruins  near; 

Young  voices  were  abroad — but  thou 
Their  sweetness  oouUst  not  hear. 

And  mournful  grew  my  heart  for  thee. 
Thou  in  whose  woman's  mind 

The  ray  that  brightens  earth  and  sea, 
The  light  of  song  was  shrined. 


*  Eztrioiic  IntereH  has  latdy  attached  to  the  floe  icenery 
of  Woodstock,  near  Kilkenny,  on  account  of  ita  baring  been 
the  last  raidenoe  of  the  author  of  Pqrche.  Her  grave  is  one 
of  many  in  the  church-yard  of  ttte  village.  The  river  runs 
smoothly  by.  The  mine  of  an  ancient  abbey  tltat  have  been 
paitially  converted  intoa  church,  nversiv^^  xJictcm  y^kM^ixDMOr 
tto  of  tBDdar  ibsdow  ofvtx  Vu— TVikab)  tiie  OHora  FoaBril^. 
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Moanifuljthat  thpu  wert  slambering  low, 

With  a  dread  curtain  drawn 
Between  thee  and  the  golden  glow 

Of  this  world's  vernal  dawn. 

Parted  from  all  the  song  and  bloom, 
Thou  wouldBt  have  bved  so  well, 

To  thee  the  sunshine  round  thy  tomb 
Was  but  a  broken  spell. 

The  bird,  the  insect  on  the  wing, 

In  their  bright  reckless  play, 
Might  feel  the  flush  and  life  of  spring, 

And  thou  wert  passed  away! 

But  then,  ev'n  then,  a  nobler  thou|fht 

O'er  my  vain  sadness  came; 
Th*  immortal  spirit  woke,  and  wrought 

Within  my  thrilling  frame. 

Surely  on  k>velier  things,  I  said. 
Thou  must  have  looked,  ere  now, 

Than  all  that  round  our  pathway  shed 
Odours  and  hues  below; 

The  shadows  of  the  tomb  hte  here, 

.Yet  beautiful  is  earth ! 
What  seest  thou  then  where  no  dim  fear, 

No  haunting  dream  hatli  birth  1 

Here  a  vain  love  to  passing  flowers 
Thou  gav'st — but  where  thou  art. 

The  sway  is  not  with  changeful  hours. 
There  love  and  death  must  part. 

Thou  hast  left  sorrow  in  thy  song, 

A  voice  not  loud,  but  deep  I 
The  glorious  bowers  of  earth  among, 

How  often  didst  thou  weepl 

Where  conldst  thou  fix  on  mortal,  ground 
Thy  tender  thoughts  and  high  1 

Now  peace  the  woman's  heart  hath  found, 
And  joy  the  poet's  eye. 

NOTES.    " 

Note  1,  page  201,  coL  1. 

,  When  darkneii  ftom  the  vainly-doting  righ^ 
OofvenitsbesiitlAilI 

"  Wheresoever  you  are,  or  in  what  state  soever 
yoa  be,  it  suffioeth  me  you  are  mine.    Rachel 


weptf  and  VHmld  turf  be  comforted^  becanue  her 
children  were  no  more.  And  that,  indeed,  u  the 
remediless  sorrow,  and  none  else !" — From  a  ktttr 
of  Arabella  Stuart's  to  her  husband. — See  Cinv- 
Biiiea  of  Literature 

Note  2,  page  202,  col.  2. 

Death  I— what,  is  daath  a  lockid  and  tiaaamail  duq( 
Guardad  by  awocdi  of  fin  T 

"And  if  you  remember  of  old,  I  dan  dk. — 
Consider  what  the  World  would  cooodve,  if  1 
should  be  violently  enfinrced  to  do  it" — Fragaiaiit 
qf  her  Letters, 

Note  3,  page  204,  ooL  1. 

And  her  lovely  thoughts  from  their  odh  tbud  mj, 
In  the  sudden  flow  of  a  plaintive  lay. 

A  Ghreek  Bride,  on  leaving  her  fttber's  houe, 
takes  leave  of  h*^  frieilds  and  relatives  frequently 
in  extemporaneous  verse. — See  F^aurieTi  Ckntt 
Populairet  de  la  Chice  Modtme, 

Note  4,  page  209,  coL  2. 
And  loved  wbea  they  riioald  hate    lilre  thee,  IicddL 

The  tale  of  Imelda  is  related  in  Siamondi't  Hi^ 
torie  des  Republiques  ItaUenne.    Vol.  iiL  p.  443. 

Note  5,  page  217,  ooL  1. 

Father  of  ancient  walen^  roU! 

"Father  of  waters,"  the  Indian  iiame  for  the 
Mississippi. 

Note  C,  page  218,  col.  2. 
And  to  the  Fairy's  fountain  in  the  glade. 

A  beautifrd  foimtain  near  Domremi,  beBeved 
to  be  haunted  by  faries,  and  a  fitvodrite  xesoit  d 
Jeanne  d'Arc  in  her  childhood. 

Note  7,  page  218,  ooL  2. 

But  lovelieBt  iar  amidia  the  revd'a  pridi^ 
Was  tbt,  the  Lady  from  the  Dandiaaida 


The  Princess  Pauline  Schwartaenbeig.  1^ 
story  of  her  &te  is  beautifrilly  related  in  L'AI»- 
magiie.    Vol  iii.  p.  336. 
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abottfifii  Of  tfie  ^tuttionu. 


A  SPIRIT^S  RETURN. 

This  is  to  be  a  mortal, 
And  nak  the  tbii^  beTOod  mortality  i 

Manfrtd. 

voice   pseraib;   dear   Fiiend,  my  gentle 

liendl 

mg-eliut  hemt  for  thee  shall  be  unsealed, 

Kmgh  thy  soft  eye  mournfully  will  bend 

he  troubled  stream,  yet  once  revealed 

ts  fifeed  waten  flow ;  then  rocks  must  close 

ermore,  above  their  dark  repose. 

ft 

nrhile.the  gorgeous  mysteries  of  the  sky 

in  the  crimson  sea  of  sunset  lie ; 

to  the  woods,  where  all  strange  wandering 

nnd 

{led  into  harmony  profuUnd ; 

i  the  leaves  thrill  wit^  spirit,  while  the  wind 

ith  a  viewless  being,  unconfined, 

rembling  reeds  and  fountains;^— Our  own 

its  green  dimness  and  iBoUan  breath, 
nit  th'  unveiling  of  dark  records  well — 
ne  in  tenderness  and  silent  faith ! 

knew'st  me  not  in  life's  fresh  vernal  noon — 

d  thou  hadst  f— for  then  my  heart  on  thine 

oured  a  worthier  love;  now,  all  o'er  worn 

deep  thirst  for  something  too  divine, 

i  but  fitful  music  to  bestow, 

i  of  harp-strings,  broken  long  ago. 

en  in  youth  companionless  I  stood, 
me  forest-bird  midst  ocean's  foam; 
B  the  silver  chords  of  brotherhood 
eariy  loosed  *, — the  voices  from  my  home 
I  one  by  one,  and  Melody  and  Mirth 
le  a  dreamer  by  a  silent  hearth. 

ith  the  fiihiess  of  a  heart  that  burned 
e  deep  sympathies  of  mind,  I  turned 
that  unanswering  spot,  and  fondly  sought 
wild  scenes  vrith  thriUing  murmurs  fraught, 
ry  still  small  voice  and  sound  of  power, 
lute-note  of  the  wind  through  cave  and 


jbas  dehghtl — for  then  first  woke 
b's  bne  pasnoD,  Uie  mysterious  quest 


Of  secret  knowledge;  and  each  tone  that  broke 
From  the  wood-arches  or  the  fountain's  breast, 
Making  my  quick  soul  vibrate  as  a  lyro, 
But  ministered  to  that  strange  inborn  fire. 

Midst  the  bright  silence  of  the  mountain-delb, 
In  noon-tide  hours  or  golden  summer-eves. 
My  thoughts  have  burst  forth  as  a  gale  that  swells 
Into  a  rushing  blast,  and  from  the  leaves 
Shakes  out  response ; — O  thou  rich  world  un- 
seen! 
Thou  curtained  realm  of  spirits !— thus  my  cry 
Hath  troubled  air  and  silence — dost  thou  lie 
Spread  all  around,  yet  by  some  filmy  screen 
Shut  from  us  ever? — The  resounding  woods, 
Do  their  depths,  teem  with  marvebl — and  the 

floods, 
And  the  puro  fountains,  leading  secret  veins 
Of  quenchless  melody  through  rock  and  hill. 
Have  they  bright  dwellers'} — are  their  lone  do- 

nudns 
Peopled  with  beauty,  which  may  never  still 
Our  weary  Uurst  of  soul  1 — Cold,  weak  and  cold, 
Is  Earth's  vain  language,  piercing  not  one  fold 
Of  our  deep  being ! — Oh,  for  gifts  more  high ! 
For  a  seer's  glance  to  rend  mortality! 
For  a  charmed  rod,  to  call  from  each  dark  shrine, 
The  oracles  divine! 

I  woke  from  t^yise  high  fantasies,  to  know 
My  kindred  with  the  Earth — I  woke  to  love:— 
O  gentle  Friend !  to  love  in  doul;>t  and  wo. 
Shutting  the  heart  the  worshipped  name  above, 
Is  to  love  deeply — and  my  spirit's  dower 
Was  a  sad  gift,  a  melancholy  power 
Of  so  adoring ; — vrith  a  b.uried  care,  • 
And  with  the  o'erfiowing  of  a  voiceless  prayer, 
And  with  a  deepening  dream,  that  day  by  day, 
In  the  still  «hadow  of  its  lonely  sway. 
Folded  me  closer; — till  theworkl  held  nought 
Save  the  one  Being  to  my  centred  thought. 
There  was  no  music  but  his  voice  to  hear. 
No  joy  but  such  as  vrith  hi$  step  drew  near^. 
Light  was  but  where  he  looked — life  where  he 

moved — 
Sileiitly,  fervently,  thus,  thus  I  bved. 
Oh!  but  such  love  is  fearful! — knd  I  knew 
Its  gathering  doom:^4he  soul's  prophetic  sight 
Even  then  unfolded  in  my  breast,  and  threw 
I  O'er  all  things  round,  afolL^ikcoc^^TvvviXss^^ 
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Too  lonowfttlly  clear  l—«n  under-tone 
Was  given  to  Nature's  harp,  for  me  alone 
Whispering   of  grief.— Of  griefl— be   etion^, 

awake! 
Hath  not  thy  love  been  victory,  O,  my  sod  1 
Hath  not  its  conflict  won  a  voice  to  shake 
Death's  fiutnesses  V- a  magic  to  control 
Worlds  far  removed*? — ^from  o'er  the  grave  to  thee 
Love  hath  made  answer;  and  thy  tale  should  be 
Sung  like  a  lay  of  triumph ! — ^Now  return, 
And  take  thy  treasure  from  its  bosomed  urn, 
And  lift  it  once  to  light! 

In  fear,  in  pain 
I  said  I  loved— but  yet  a  heavenly  strain 
Of  sweetness  floated  down  the  tearful  stream, 
A  joy  flashed  through  the  trouble  of  my  dream! 
I  knew  myself  beloved! — ^we  breathed  no  vow, 
No  mingling  visions  might  our  fate  allow, 
As  unto  happy  hearts;  but  still  and  d^p, 
Like  a  rich  jewel  gleaming  in  a  grave, 
Like  golden  sand  in  some  dark  river's  wave, 
$0  did  my  soul  that  costly  knowledge  keep 
So  jealously ! — a  thing  o'er  which  to  shed. 
When  stars  alone  behejd  the  drooping  head, 
Lone  tears !  yti  ofttimes  burdened  with  th'  excess 
Of  our  strange  nature's  quivering  happiness. 

But,  oh !  sweet  Friend !  we  dream  not  of  love's 

might 
Till  Death  has  robed  with  soft  and  solemn  light 
The  image  we  enshrine! — Before  that  hour. 
We  have  but  glimpses  of  the  a'ermastering  power 
Within  us  laid ! — then  doth  the  spirit^flame 
With  sword-like  lightning  rend  its  mortal  frame; 
The  wings  of  that  which  pants  to  follow  fast 
Shake  their  day-bars,  as  with  a  prisoned  blast, — 
The  sea  is  in  our  souls  1 

•».  -■-«  # 

He  dipd,  fie  died, 
On  whom  .my  lone  devoCedness  was  cast! 
I  might  not  keep  one  vigil  by  his  side, 
/,  whose  wrung  heart  watched  wjth  him  to  the  last ! 
I  might  not  once  his  fainting  head  sustain, 
Nor  bathe  his  parched  lips  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Nor  say  to  lum,  **  Pareyrell !"— He  passed  away — 
Oh!  had  my  love  been  there,  its  conquering  sway 
Had  won  him  back  fVom  death! — but  thus  removed, 
Borne  o'er  the  abyss  no  sounding  line  hath  proved, 
Joined  with  the  unknown,  the  viewless,— -he  be- 
came 
Unto  my  thoughts  another,  yet  the  same — 
Cha;iged — haltowed — glorified! — and  in  his  low 

grave 
Seemed  a  bright  moomfnl  altar— mine,  all  mine: — 
Brother  and  Friend  soon  left  me  that  sole  shrine. 
The  birthrigfatof  the  Faithful  I^^Actr  world's  wave 
Soon  swept  them  from  its  brink. — Oh !  deem  thou 

not 
That  on  the  sad  and  consecrated  spot 


My  soul  grew  weak!— I  tell  thee  that  A  power 
There  kindled  heart  and  Up;— a  fiery  shower 
My  words  were  made ; — a  might  was  givoi  to 

prayer. 
And  a  strong  grasp  to  passionate  despair. 
And  a  dread  triumph  l—Know'st  thou  what  I 

sought  1 
For  What  high  boon  my  straggling  epirit  wmgiitl 
— Communion  vrith  the  dead ! — ^I  eent  a  ay, 
Through  the  veiled  empires  of  eternity, 
A  voice  to eleave  them!  By  the  raouiiifiil  tmh, 
By  the  lost  promise  of  my  blighted  youth, 
By  the  strong  chain  a  mightly  love  can  bind 
On  the  beloved,  the  spell  of  mind  a'er  mind ; 
By  words,  which  in  themselves  aie  magic  Ugh, 
Armed,  and  inspired,  and  winged  with  agony; 
By  tears,  which  eomfort  not,  but  bum,  and 
To  bear  the  heart's  blood-  in  their 
I  summoned,  I  adjured  l — with  quickened 
With  the  keen  vigil  of  a  life  intense, 
I  watched,  an  answer,  from  the  winds  to  wring, 
I  listened,  if  perchance  the  stieam  might  tanag 
Token  from  worlds  afiur :  I  taught  one  soiiad 
Unto  a  thousand  echoes ;  one  proibond 
Imploring  accent  to  the  tomb,  the  sky; 
One  prayer  to  night, — "Awake,  appear,  replj!" 

Hath  thou  been  told  that  from  the  viewlen  bonne, 
The  dark  way  never  hath  allovr^  return? 
That  all,  which  tears  can  move,  vnth  lifir  is  fled,. 
That  earthly  love  is  powerless  on  the  dead? 
Believe  it  not !— there  is  a  Urge  knie  star, 
Now  burning  o'er  yon  vrestem  hill  afar, 
And  under  its  clear  light  there  lies  a  spot, 
Which  well  might  utter  forth— Believe  it  not! 

I  sat  beneath  that  planet, — I  had  wept 
'My  wo  to  stillness  1  every  night- wind  slept; 
A  hush  was  on  the  hills ;  the  very  strsams 
Went  by  like  clouds,  or  noiseless  founts  in  dresev, 
And  the  dark  tree  o'ershadowing  me  that  hour, 
Stood  motionless,  even  as  the  gray  church  tower 
Whereon  I  gazed  unconsdoualy : — there  came 
A  low  sound,  like  the  tremor  of  a  flame. 
Or  like  the  light  quick  shiver  of  a  wing, 
Flitting  through  twilight  woods,  across  the  sir; 
And  I  boked  up ! — Oh !  ibr  strong  wofds  to  bfiig 
Conviction  o'er  thy  thought ! — Before  me  there, 
He,  the  Departed,  stood ! — ^Aye,  face  lo  hot— 
So  near,  and  yet  how  far  I—^^b  form,  his  mieai, 
Gave  to  remembrance  back  each  bviming  txMS 
Within : — ^Yet  something  awfuDy  eetene, 
Pure, — sculpture-Uke, — on  the  pale  hraw,  thit 

wore 
Of  the  oneo  beating  heart  no  token  nme; 
And  stillness  on  the  lip— and  o^  the  hair 
A  gleam,  that  trembled  through  the  bfeathkeitb; 
And  an  unfiUhomed  calm,  that  aeeoMd  to  lis 
In  the  grave  sweetness  of  the  iUomined  eye; 
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rt]i0  gnlfr  between  our  being  let, 

s  that  nubeatbed  spiritpglance  I  met, 

nj  KWil  fidnt : — ^with/ear? — Oh  I  not  with 

or! 

he  nek  feeling  that  in  Ai»  fitr  ■phera 

B  oonld  be  as  nothing  l-^But  he  fpoke-— 

^  I  teU  thee  of  the  itartling  thrill 

lowToioe,  whole  bre^  tonei  ooold  fill 

lom's  infinite  1 — O  Friend,  I  woke 

int  to  faeiyenly  life  I — Soft,  iolemn,  dear,  ^ 

3d  the  mTiteriom  accents  on  mine  ear, 

uigely  leemed  aaif  the  while  they  roee 

epths  of  distance,  o'er  the  wide  repose 

ibering  waten  wafted,  or  the  dells 

ntains,  hoUow  with  sweet  echo-cells ; 

they  murmured  on,  the  mortal  chill    . 

from  me,  like  a  mist  before  the  mom, 

>  that  glorious  intercourse  upborne, 

r  degrees,  a  calm,  divinely  still, 

ad  my  firame :  I  sought  that  lighted  eye^ — 

s  intense  and  searching  purity 

in  toul! — I  questioned  of  the  d^ad— > 

lusfaed,  starry  shores  their  footsteps  tread — 

nras  answered: — if  remembrance  there, 

reamy  whispers  fill  the  immortal  air ; 

ight,  here  piled  from  many  a  jewel-heap, 

nire  i**  that  pensive  land  to  keep ; 

,  o'ersweeping  change,  and  blight,  and  blast, 

ere  the  music  of  his  home  at  last ; 

,  and  I  was  answered : — Full  and  high  ' 

at  communion  with  eternity, 

h  for  aught  so  fleeting  i — Like  a  knell 

o'er  my  sense  its  dosing  words, — "  Fare- 

a, 

h  we  meet  no  more  !** — and  all  was  gone— 

e  bright  settled  brow — th^  thrilling  tone— 

II  and  shining  eye !— *and  never  more 

ihght  gloom  or  midnight  hush  restore 

idiaot  guest  l-^One  full-firaught  hour  of 

avcn,  '' 

hly  passion's  wiM  implorings  given, 

ide  my  own^-the  ethereal  fire  hath  shivered 

gile  censer  in  whose  niould  it  quivered, 

r,  oonsumingly! — ^What  now  is  leftl — 

I  woiid,  of  glory's  hues  bereft, 

a  chain  1—1  dwell,  'midst  throngs,  apart, 

old  silence  of  the  stranger's  heart ; 

,  immortal  shadow  stands  between 

it  and  life's  ftst  receding  scene; 

lath  severed  me  from  human  ties, 

r  is  gone  from  all  earth's  mekxIieB, 

never  may  return:  -their  chords  are  bro- 

isie  bf  another  land  hath  spoken, 
'-sound  B  sweet ! — this  weary  thirst  I — 
lave  heard  celestial  fountains  burst  I — 
«re  shall  quench  it  1 

Dost  thou  not  rejoice, 
h0  firing  sends  fofth  in  awakening  voKe 


Through  the  young  woods  1— Thou  dost  I— And 

in  that  birth 
Of  early  leaves,  tmd  flowers,  and  songs  of  mirth, 
Thousands,  like  thee,  find  gladness ! — Couldst  thoo 

know 
How  every  breeie  then  summons  me  U>  go  t 
How  all  the  light  of  love  and  beauty  shed 
By  those  rich  hours,  but  wooes  me  to  the  Dead ! 
The  only  beautifiil  that  change  no  more, 
The  only  loved !— the  dweUers  on^the  shore 
Of  spring  fiilfilled  I— The  Dead  i—40Aam  call  we  sol 
They  that  breathe  purer  air,  that  fed,  that  know 
Things  wrapt  from  us  1 — Away  1 — ^within  me  pant, 
That  whkh  is  haired  from  its  own  element 
Still  droops  or  struggles  I — But  the  day  vrill  come-^ 
Over  the  deep  the  free  bird  finds  its  home, 
And  the  stream  lingers  'midst  the  locks,  yet  greets 
The  sea  at  last;  and  the  winged  flower-seed  meets 
A  soil  to  rest  in:— shall  not  /,  too,  be, 
My  spirit-love  I  upboime  to  dwell  with  theel 
Yes!  by  the  power  whose  conquering  anguish 

stirred 
The  tomb,  whose  cry  beyond  the  stars  was  heard, 
Wliose  agony  of  triumph  won  thee  back 
Through  the  dim  pass  no  mortal  step  may  track, 
Yet  shall  we  meetj — that  glimpse  of  joy  divine, 
Proved  thee  for  ever  and  for  ever  minel 


THE  LADY  OF  PROVENCE.* 


Courage  waa  cait  about  her  like  a  diMi 

Of  aolemn  oomelineai^ 
A  gathered  mind  and  an  untrooblfld  ftoa 

Did  give  her  dangeia  giaoa. 

Donne. 


The  war-note  of  the  Saracen 

Was  on  the  winds  of  France; 
It  had  stilled  the  harp  of  the  Troubadour, 

And  the  clash  of  the  tourney's  lance. 

The  sounds  of  the  sea,  and  the  sounds  of  the  night, 
And  the  hoUow  echote  of  charge  and  flight, 
Were  around  Cfotilde,  as  she  knelt  to  pray 
In  a  chapd  where  the  mighty  lay. 

On  the  old  Provenfal  shore; 
Many  a  Ghatillon  beneath, 
Unstirred  by  the  ringing  trumpet's  breath. 

His  shroud  of  armour  were. 
And  the  glimpses  of  moonlight  that  went  and 

came      v 
Through  the  douds,  like  bursts  of  a  dying  flame, 
Gave  quivering  life  to  the  dumber  pale 
Of  stem  forms  couched  in  their  marble  mail. 
At  rest  on  the  tombs  of  the  knightly  race, 
The  silent  throngs  of  that  burial-piaee. 
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They  were  imaged  there  with  helm  and  spear, . 
As  leaders  in  many  a  bold  career^ 
Aikd  haughty  their  stillness  looked  and  high, 
Like  a  sleep  whode  dreanis.were  of  victory; 
But  meekly  the. voice  of  the  lady  rose 
Through  the  trophies  of  their  proud  repose ; 
Meekly,  yet  fisrvently,  calling  down  aid, 
Under  their  banners  of  battle  she  prayed ; 
With  her  pale  lair  brow,  and  her  eyes  oflove. 
Upraised  to  the  Virgin's  pourtrayed  above. 
And  her  hair  flung  back,  till  it  swept  the  grave 
Of  a  Chatillon  with  its  gleamy  wave. 
And  her  fragile  frtune,  at  every  Mast, 
That  full  of  the  savage  war-horn  passed. 
Trembling,  as  trembles  a  bird's  quick  heart. 
When  it  vi^nly  strives  from  its  cage  to  part, — 

So  knelt  she  in  her  wo; 
A  weeper  alone  with  the  tearless  dead — 
Oh  I  they  reck  not  of  tears  o'er  their  quiet  shed. 

Or  the  dust  had  stirredPbelo w ! 

Hark!  a  swift  step!  she  hath  caught  its  tone, 
Through  the  dash  of  the  sea,  through  the  wild 

wind's  moan ; — 
Is  her  lord  returned  with  his  denquering  bands? 
No !  a  breathless  vassal  before  her  stands! 
— "  Hast  thou  been  on  the  field?- — Art  thou  come 

from  the  host  1" 
—"From  the  slaughter,  Lady!'— All,  all  is  lost! 
Our  banners  aie  taken,  our  knights  laid  low. 
Our  spearmen  chased  by  the  Paynim  foe, 
And  thy  Lord,"  his  voice  took  a  sadder  sound — 
"  Thy  Lord — he  is  not  on  the  bloody  ground ! 
There  are  those  who  tell  that  the  leader's  plume 
Was  seen  on  the  flight  through  the  gathering 

gloom." 

— A  change  o'er  her  mien  and  spirit  past ; 

She  ruled  the  heart  which  had  beat  so  fast, 

She  dashed  the  tears  from  her  kindling  eye. 

With  a  glance,  as  of  sudden  royalty : 

The  proud  blood  sprang  in  a  fiery  flow, 

Ctuick  o'er  bosom,  and  cheek,  and  brow. 

And  her  young  voice  rose  till  the  peasant  shook 

At  the  thrilling  tone  and  the  falcon-look : 

— "  Dost  thou  stand  by  the  tombs  bf  the  gbrious 

dead, 
And  fear  not  to  say,  that  their  son  hath  fled  ? 
— Away!  he  is  lying  by  lance  and  shield, — 
Point  me  the  path  to  his  battle-field  1" 

The  shadows  of  the  forest 

Are  about  the  lady  now; 
She  is  hurrying  through  the  midnight  on, 

Beneath  the  dark  pine  bough. 

There's  a  murmur  of  omens  in  every  leaf. 
There's  a  wail  in  the  stream  like  the  diige  of  a 
chief; 


The  branches  that  fodL  the  tempest-strife, 
Are  groaning  like  things  of  troubled  lift ; 
The  wind  from  the  battle  seems  rushing  by 
With  a  funeral  march  through  the  gloomy  sky; 
The  pathway  is  rugged,  and  wild,  uid  bng, 
But  her  firame  in  the  daring  of  bve  is  strongs 
And  her  soul  as  on  swelling  seas  upborne. 
And  gilded  all  fisarful  things  to  sopm. 

And  fearful  things  were  around  her  spieid, 
When^he  reached  the  field  of  the  waniorHM; 
There  lay  the  noble,  the  valiant,  low — 
Aye !  but  one  word  speaks  of  deeper  wo; 
There  lay  the  loved— on.  each  fallen  head 
Mothers  vain  blessings  and  tears  had  shed; 
Sisters  were  watching  in  many  a  iKMoe 
For  the  fettered  footstep,  no  more  to  eoms; 
Nkmes  in  the  prayer  oCthat  night  were  spoksn, 
Whose  claim  unto  kindred  prayer  was  bfoken; 
And  the  fire  was  heaped,  and  the  bright  wine 

poured. 
For  those,  now  needing  nor  hearth  nor  boaid; 
Only  a  requiem,  a  shr6ud,  a  knell, 
And  oh  I  ye  beloved  of  women,  fiLrewell ! 

Silently,  with  lips  compressed. 
Pale  hands  clasped  above  her  bmst. 
Stately  brow  of  anguish  high, 
Deathlike  cheek,  but  dauntless  eye ; 
Silently,  o'er  that  red  plain, 
Moved  the  lady  'midst  the  slain. 

Sometimes  it  seemed  as  a  charging  cry, 
Or  the  ringing  tramp  of  a  steed,  came  nigh ; 
Sometimes  a  blast  of  the  Paynim  horn. 
Sudden  and  shrill  from  the  mountains  borne; 
And  her  maidens  trembled ; — ^but  on  her  ear 
No  meaning  fell  with  those  sounds  of  fear; 
They  had  less  of  mastery  to  shake  her  now, 
Than  the  quivering,  erewhile,  of  an  aspen  boogh- 
She  searched  intamany  an  unclosed  eye. 
That  looked,  without  soul,  to  the  starry  sky; 
She  bowed  down  o'er  many  a  shattered  bntd, 
Shto  Kiled  up  helmet  and  cloven  crest — 

Not  there,  not  there  he  lay ! 
"  Lead  where  the  most  hath  been  dared  and  doitfi 
Where  the  heart  of  the  battle  hath  Ued— leidoo!' 
,    And  the  vassal  took  the  way. 

He  turned  to  a  dark  and  lonely  tree, 
That  waved  p'er  a  fountain  red ; 

Oh  1  swiftest  there  had  the  currents  free 
From  noble  veins  been  shed. 

Thickest  there  the  spear-heads  gfeamed. 
And  the  scattered  plumage  streamed, 
And  the  broken  slidelds  were  tossed, 
And  the  shivered  lances  crossed, 
And  the  mail-clad  sleepers  round 
Made  the  hanrest  of  that  groand. 
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re !  the  leader  amidtt  hi»  band, 
faithful  had  made  their  last  vain  stand, 
pe !  but  aflection'a  glance  alone 
•changed in  that  hour  had  known; 
Ichion  yet  in  his  ccrid  hand  grasped, 
ter  of  France  to  his  bosom  clasped, 
m  that  of  conflict  bore  fearful  trace, 
er-«h !  speak  qpt  of  that  dead  iaoel 
answer  love's  look  no  more,  , 
>  proudly  loved  before ! 
in  her  soul  the  deep  floods  of  wo, 
as  not  yet  for  their  waves  to  flow ; 
full  presence,  the  might  of  death, 
ime  no  sob  with  her  struggling  breath, 
1  smile  shone  o'er  her  pale  despair, 
d  to  his  followers — "  Your  Lord  is  there  I 
Q I  know  him  by  scarf  and  crest ! — 
¥ay  with  his  sires  to  rest  i" 

T  day — another  night — 
the  sailor  on  the  deep 
the  k>w  chant  of  a  funeral  rite 
1  the  lordly  chapel  sweep : 

h  a  broken  and  muffled  tone, 

te  wcnein  terror  done ; 

;  'midst  the  seas  hath  a  thrilling  power^ 

tws  'tM  a  chieftaiii's  boiial  hour. 

fiy,  in  fear  and  wo^ 
(h  the  aisle  the  mourners  go; 
I  hushed  and  stealthy  tiead, 
I  on  the  noble  dead, 
ed  in  armour  of  the  field— 
is  wan  face  revealed, 
»  the  still  and  solemn  gleam 
strange  sad  contrast  seem 
anxbus  eyes  of  that  pale  band, 
orches  wavering  in  every  hand, 
ty  dread  each  moment  the  shout  of  war, 
te  bunt  of  the  Moslem  scin^tar. 

phimed  head  o'er  the  bier  to  bend, 

of  battle,  no  princely  firiend ; 

Mnes  back  like  the  sounds  of  yore, 

ing  twords  from  the  marble  floor; 

fountain  the  valiant  lie, 

of  Proven9al  chivalry, 

3  step,  and  one  lofty  heart, 

h  that  scene,  to  the  last,  their  paii. 

d  the  death-train  of  the  brave 

;e  of  his  own  ancestral  grave ; 

iH  o'er  her  spirit  long  rigid  sway, 

iggling  passion  must  now  have  way. 

k,  half  seen  through  her  mourning  veU, 

cf  the  swift  blood  flush  and  fell; 

>n  the  lip  is  lingering  still, 

es  as  a  flione  to  the  blast  might  thnll ; 

id  Triumph  are  met  at  strife, 

B  cboida  of  her  frail  young  life ; 


And  she  sinks  at  last  on  her  warrior's  bier, 
Lifting  her  voice,  as  if  Death  might  hear. — 

"  I  have  won  thy  feme  from  the  breath  of  wrong. 
My  soul  hath  risen  for  thy  glory  strong ! 
Now  call  me  hence,  by  thy  side  to  be. 
The  world  thou  leav'st  has  no  place  for  me. 
The  light  goes  with  thee,  the  joy,  the  worth — 
Faithful  and  tender!  Oh!  call  me  forth ! 
GHve  me  my  home  on  thy  noble  heart,— r 
Well  have  we  loved,  let  us  both  depart !" — 
And  pale  on  the  biieast  of  the  Dead  she  lay. 
The  hving  cheek  to  the  cheek  of  clay ; 
The  /»»in^  cheek  I — Oh !  it  was  not  vain. 
That  strife  of  the  spirit  to  rend  its  chain ; 
She  is  there  atiest  in  her  place  of  pride^ 
In  death  how  queen-like— a  gknrious  bride  I 

Joy  for  the  freed  One  1— she  might  not  stay 
When  the  crown  had  fallen  fhun  her  life  away; 
She  might  not  linger — a  weary  thing,  H 

A  dove,  with  no  home  for  its  broken  wing;    \ 
Thrown  on  the  harshness  of  alien  skies,        -^ 
That  know  not  its  own  land's  melodies. 
From  the  long  heart-witheiing  early  gone ; 
She  hath  live^— the  hath  loved— her  task  is  done! 


THE  CORONATION  OF  INEZ  DE 
CASTRO. 


TUilMii,  od  PAmourfeit  allianoe  arec  la  Torobe;  anion 
rodoataUe  de  la  mort  et  de  la  vie  1 

MadatM  de  Stael 


There  was  music  on  the  midnight ; — 

From  a  royal  fane  it  rolled. 
And  a  mighty  bell,  each  pause  b^ween. 

Sternly  and  slowly  tolled. 
Strange  was  their  i  mingling  in  the  sky. 

It  hushed  the  listener's  breath ; 
For  the  music  spoke  of  triumph  high. 

The  lonely  bell,  of  death. 

There  was  hurrying  through  the  midnight— 

A  sound  of  many  feet ; 
But  they  fell  with  a  muffled  fearfulnev. 

Along  the  shadowy  street : 
And  softer,  fainter,  grew  their  tread. 

As  it  neared  the  minster-gate, 
Whence  a  broad  and  solemn  light  was  shed 

From  a  scene  of  royal  state. 

Full  glowed  the  strong  red  radiance, 

In  the  ceiitie  of  the  nave, 
Where  the  folds  of  a  purple  canopy 
I     Swept  down  in  maxr}  ik^iv««\ 
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Loading  the  maible  paveioent  old 

With  a  weight  of  gorgeous  gloom, 
For  something  lay  'midst  their  fretted  gold; 

Like  a  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

And  within  that  rich  patilion, . 

High  on  a  glittering  throne, 
A  woman's  form  sat  silently, 

'Midst  the  glare  of  light  alone. 
Her  jewelled  robes  fell  strangely  still — 

The  drapeiy  on  her  breast 
Seemed  with  no  pulse  beneath  to  thrill, 

So  stonelike  waa  its  rest! 

But  a  peal  of  lordly.imi8ic 

Shook  e'en  the  dost  bebw, 
When  the  burning  gold  of  the  diadem 

Was  set  on  her  pallid  brow  I 
Then  died  away  that  haughty  sound/ 

And  from  the  endreling  band  ' 

Stept  Prince  and  Chief,  'midst  the  hush  profound, 

With  homage  to  her  hand. 

Why  passed  a  &int,  cold  shuddering 

Over  each  martial  frame, 
As  one  by  one,  to  touch  that  hand, 

Noble  and  leadpr  camel 
Was  not  the  settled  aspect  (airl 

Did  not  a  queenly  grace. 
Under  the  parted  ebon  hair, 

Sit  on  the  p^e  fetill  &ce1 

Death!  D^ath !  canst  thou  be  bvely 

Unto  the  eye  of  Life? 
Is  not  each  pulse  of  the  quick  high  breast 

With  thy  cold  mien  at  strife? 
— It  was  a  strange  and  fearful  sight. 

The  crown  upon  that  head, 
The  glorious  robes,  and  the  blase  of  light. 

All  gathered  round  the  Dead! 

And  beade  her  stood  in  silence 

One  with  a  lirow  as  pale. 
And  white  lips  rigidly  compressed. 

Lest  the  strong  heart  should  feil: 
King  Pedro,  with  a  jealous  eye, 

Watching  the  homage  done, 
By  the  land's  flower  and  chivalry, 

To  her,  his  martyred  one. 

But  on  the  feoe  he  looked  not. 

Which  once  his  star  had  been;     ^ 
To  every  form  his  glance  was  turned, 

Save  of  the  breathless  qUeen : 
Though  something,  won  from  the  grave's  embnoe. 

Of  her  beauty  still  was  there. 
Its  hues  were  all  of  that  shadowy  place. 

It  was  not  for  khn  to  bear. 


Alas  I  the  crown,  the  scepCre, 

The  treasures  of  the  earth, 
And  the  priceless  love  that  poured  those  gifts. 

Alike  of  wasted* worth! 
The  rites  are  closed  :-L-bear  back  theDead 

Untp  the  chamber  deep! 
Lay  down  again  the  royal  head, 

Dust  with  the  dust  to  sleep ! 

There  is  music  on  the  midni^t — 

A  requiem  sad  and  slow, 
As  the  mourners  through  the  soonding  aide 

In  dark  prooessipn  go ; 
And  the  ring  of  state,,  and  the  stany  crown, 

And  an  the  rich  array. 
Are  home  to  the  house  of  silence  down, 

With  her,  that  queen  of  clay! 

And  tearlessly  and  firmly 

King  Pedro  led  the  train, — 
But  his  face  was  wrapt  in  his  folding  robe. 

When  they  lowered  the  dust  again. 
'T  is  hushed  at  last  the  tomb  above, 

Hymns  die,  and  steps  depart:  ^ 

Who  called  thee  strong  as  Death,  O  Lovel 

Mighiier  thou  waat  and  ait.  ' 


ITALIAN  GIRL'S  HYBiN  TO  THE 
VIRGIN, 


OiuKdarinia,.o  puihsfaaa! 

DuldsVii^o  Maria,    ' 
Mater  amata,  imemeraia, 
'  0^^ol^ap^)Ilobte. 


In  the  deep  hour  of  dreaxna. 
Through  the  dark  woods  and  past  the  moaoiiig 


And  by  the  star-light  gleams, 
Mother  of  Sorrowsl  k>,  I  come  to  thae. 

Unto  thy  shrine  I  bear 
Night-bk>wing  flowen,  like  my  own  hearti  to  Bb 

All,  all  unfolded  there. 
Beneath  the  meekness  of  thy  pitying  eye. 

For  thou,  that  once  didst  move, 
In  thy  still  beauty,  through  an  early  home^ 

Thou  know'st  the  grief,  the  bve, 
The  fear  of  woman's  soul; — to  thee  I  oome! 

Many,  a!tad  sad,  and  deep. 
Were  the  thougfata  folded  in  thy  sOent  breast; 

Thou,  too,  couldst  watch  and  weep— 
Hear,  gentlest  mother!  hear  a  heart  opprest! 


SONGS  OP  THE  APPE0TI0N8. 


9i3 


sua  wandering  bark 

one  from  me  o'er  the  restlen  wavet; 

ieC  tby  soft  eye  mark 

inej-^Be  with  him,  HoUeiC,  guide  and 


Bl 


Mil  IB  on  that  way; 

ighti  are  travellera  o'er  the  waters  dim 
igh  the  long  weaiy  day, 
o'enhadowed  by  vain  dreams  of  him. 

im, — and  me,  too,  aid  I 

not  well,  this  earthly  lore's  excess  I 

y  weak  child  k  laid  . 

"den  of  too  deep  a  tenderness. 

Quch  o'er  him  b  poured 

ig's  hope — scarce  leaving  Heaven  a  part; 

earfully  adored, 

ke  not  him  the  chastener  of  my  heart  I 

ible  with  a  sense 
to  be;— I  hear  a  warning  bw—- 
:  mother  1  call  me  hence! 
d  idolatry  must  end  in  wo. 

roubledjoy  oflife, 

ghtning  happiness,  my  soul  hath  known ; 

worn  with  feverish  strife. 

Ibid  its  wings;— tfjLe  back,  take  back 

leown! 

!  how  the  wind  swept  by ! 

ipest's  voice  comes  rolling  o'er  the  wave— 

of  the  sailor's  eye, 

I's  heart,  blest  mother, guide  and  save! 


rO  A  DEPARTED  SPIRIT.    . 

te  bright  stars,  or  from  the  yiewless  air, 
some  woridunreached  by  human  thought, 
sreet  spirit !  if  thy  home  be  there, 
by  vinons  with  the  past  be  fraught, 
Answer  me,  answer  me ! 

B  not  communed  here  of  life  and  death.7 
e  not  said  that  love,  such  love  as  ours, 
t  to  perish  as  a  lose^s  breath, 
away,  like  song  from  festal  bowers  1 
Answer,  oh !  answer  me ! 

ye's  last  light  v(ras  mine— the  soul  that 
ne 

r,  mournfully,  through  gathering  haze— 
)u  bear  with  thee  to  the  shore  unknown, 
of  what  Uved  in  that  long,  earnest  gaze  1 
Hear,  hear,  and  answer  me ! 


low,  soft,  fervent,  fiurewell  tone 
through  the  tempest  of  the  parting  strife. 


Like  a  feint  breeze:— oh!  from  that  music  flovm, 
Send  back  one  sound,  if  love's  be  quenchless  life. 

But  once,  oh !  answer  me  I 

In  the  still  noontide,  in  the  sunset's  hush. 

In  the  deed  hour  of  night,  when  thought  growi 

deep,  * 

When  the  heart's  phantoms  fiom  the  ^^aT^TWf 

rush, 
Pearfully  beautiful,  to  strive  with  sleej^— 

Spirit  r  then  answer  me  I 

By  the  remembrance  of  our  blended  prayer; 
By  all  our  tears,  whose  mingling  made  them  sweet ; 
By  our  last  hope,  the  victor  o'er  despair ; — 
Speak!  if  our  souls  in  deathless  yearnings  meet; 

Answer  me^  answev  me ! 

The  grave  is  alent :— and  the  far-o^  sky, 
And  the  deep  midnight — silent  all,  and  lone  I 
Oh !  if  thy  buried  k>ve  make  no  reply, 
What  voice  has  Earth  1 — Hear,  pity,  speak,  mine 
own ! 

Answer  me,  answer  me ! 


THE  CHAMOIS  HUNTER'S  LOVE. 


For  an  hti  wUdoea  and  prood  fkntailfli^ 
IloTshimI 

Onljf, 


Tht  heart  is -in  theMper  world,  where  fleet  the 

Chamob  bound^ 
Thy  heait  is  where  the  mountain-fir  shakes  to  the 

*  torrentrsounds ; 
And  where  the  snow-peaks  gleam   like  stars, 

through  the  stillness  of  the  air. 
And  where  the  Lauwine's*  peal  is  heard — Hunter  I 

thy  heart  is  there ! 

I  know  thou  lov'st  me  well,  dear  Friend  I  but  bet- 
ter, better  far, 

Thou  lov'st  that  high  and  haughty  life,  with  rocks 
^and  stormf  at  war; 

In  the  green  sunny  vales  with  me,  thy  spirit  would 
but  pine— 

And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love !  and  yet  I  will 
be  thine ! 

And  I  will  not  seek  to  woo  thee  down  fSrom  those 
thy  native  heights, 

With  the  sweet  song,  our  land's  own  song,  of  pas- 
toral delists ; 


*  LoMwint^  (ha  avalaaDidbit. 


SM 
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For  thou  must  live  as  eagles'  live,  thy  path  is  not 

as  mine— 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love !  and  yet  I  will 

be  thine. 

And  I  will  leave  my  blessed  home,  my  Father's 

joyous  hearth,  * 
With  all  the  voices  meeting  there  in  tenderness 

and  mirth, 
With  all  the  kind  and  laughing  ejres,  that  in  its 

fire-light  shine. 
To  sit  forsaken  in  thy  hut, — ^yet  imow  that  thou 

art  mine  I  ^ 

it  is  my  youth,  it  is  my  bloom,  it  is  my  glad  firee 
heart, 

That  I  cast  away  foir  thee — ^fbr  thee— all  reckless 
as  thou  art ! 

With  trembUngs  and  with  vigils  lone,  I  bind  my- 
self to  dwell 

Yet,  yet  I  would  not  change  that  bt, — oh  no !  I 

love  too  well ! 

• 

A  mournful  thing  is  love  which  grows  to  one  so 

wild  as  thou. 
With  that  bright  restlessness  of  eye,  that  tameless 

fire  of  brow ! 
Mournful ! — ^but  dearer  far  I  call  its  mingled  fear 

and  pride. 
And  the  trouble  of  its  happiness,  than  aught  on 

earth  beside. 

To  listen  for  thy  step  in  vain,  to  start  at  every 

breath. 
To  watch  through  long  long  nights  of  storm,  to 

sleep  and  dream  of  de||b| ' 
To  wake  in  doubt  and  lo^mess— this  doom  1 

know  is  mine,-T- 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love!  and  yet  I  will 

be  thine  I  ' 

That  I  may  greet  thee  from  thine  Alps,  when 

theiice  thou  com'st  at  last. 
That  I  may  hear  thy  thrilling  voice  tell  o'er  each 

danger  past. 
That  I  may  kneel  and  pray  for  thee,  and  win 

thee  aid  divine, — 
For  this  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love !  for  this  I  will 

be  thine! 


THE  INDIAN  WITH  HIS  DEAD 
CHILD.* 

In  the  silen6e  of  the  midnight 
I  journey  with  my  dead ; 

*  An  Indian  who  had  established  hinwelf  in  a  townrtiip  of 
Blaine,  feeling  indignanUy  the  want  o€  sympathy  evinced 
towards  him  by  the. while  inhabitants^  paiticulariy  on  the 
death  of  his  only  child,  gave  up  his&nn  soon  afterwards^  dug 
vp  the  body  of  bis  child,  and  carried  It  with  him  two  hundred 


In  the  darkness  of  the  fi)i«0t-bo<ugli8, 
A  lonely  p«th  I  tread. 

But  m3t  heart  i&  high  and  fearless. 
As  by  mighty  wings  upborne; 

The  mountain  eagle  hath  not  plumes 
So  strong  as  Love  and  Scorn. 

I  have  raised  thee  from  the  grave-sod, 
By  the  white  man's  path  defiled; 

On  to  th'  ancestral  wilderness, 
I  bear  thy  dust,  my  child! 

I  have  asked  the  ancient  deserts 

To  give  my  dead  a  place. 
Where  the  stately  footsteps  of  the  fine 

Alone  should  leave  a  trace. 

' » 

And  the  tossing  pines  made  answer— 
"  Gro,  bring  us  back  thine  own !" 

And  the  streams  from  all  the  hunters'  hiDi, 
Rushed  with  an  echoing  tone. 

Thou  shalt  rest  by  sounding  waters 

That  yet  untamed  may  roll ; 
The  voices  of  that  chainleas  host 

With  joy  shall  fill  thy  soul. 

In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead, 
Where  the  arrows  of  my  father's  bow 

Their  falcon  flight  have  sped. 

I  have  left  the  spoiler's  dwellings. 

For  evermore,  behind; 
Unmingled  with  their  household  soandsi 

For  me  shall  sweep  the  wind. 

Alone,  amidst  their  hearth-fires, 

I  watched  my  child's  decay, 
Uncheered,  I  «aw  the  spirit-light 

Prom  his  young  eyes  fade  away. 

When  his  head  sank  on  my  bosom, 
When  the  death-sleep  o'er  him  fell. 

Was  there  one  to  say,  "  A  friend  is  nearl" 
There  was  none! — pale  race,  fiuewell! 

To  the  forests,  to  the  cedars. 

To  the  warrior  and  his  bow. 
Back,  back !— I  bore  thee  laughing  tbenos, 

I  bear  thee  slumbering  now ! 

I  bear  thee  unto  burial 

With  the  mighty  hunters  gone ; 
I  shall  hear  thee  in  the  fi>rest>breese, 

Thou  wilt  speak  of  joy,  my  son! 

In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead; 
But  my  heart  is  strong,  my  step  is  fleet, 

My  father's  path  I  tread. 

miles  thriM^h  the  foreslB  to  join  the  Canadian  ladisBa- 
TWdor's  LeUer»  on  tka  Eattem  Staiea  of  America. 


SONGS  OF  THE  AFFECTIONS. 


FQ  OF  EMIGRATION. 

eanl  a  song  on  the  chiming  sea, 
sathing  of  grief  and  glee;  « 
unbroken  by  lighs  was  there, 
iumph  the  sunny  air ; 
I  kndfl,  and  5f  paitares  new, 
the  bark  through  the  surges  flew. 

er  and  anon 

lurmdr  of  farewell 

»y  its  plaintive  tone, 

t  from  woman's  lip  it  M. 

r  o'er  the  foaming  main !" 
le  free  and  the  joyous  strain-^ 
earer  skies  than  ours,  afar^ 
3  bur  course  by  a  brighter  star ; 
as  whose  verdure  no  foot  hath  pressed , 
ealth  is  all  for  the  first  brave  guest." 

Jas !  that  we  should  go" 
ing  the  fiirewell  voices  then — 
the  homesteads,  warm  and  low, 
be  brook  and  in  the  glen !" 

r  new  homes  under  trees  that  glow, 
ere  the  fruitage  of  every  bough ; 
)  walls  we  will  train  the  vine, 
shadow  at  day's  decline ; 
rr  herds,  as  they  range  at  will 
green  savannas,  all  bright  and  still." 

wo  for  that  sweet  shade 
he  flowering  orchard-trees, 
I  first  our  children  played 
Ist  the  birds  and  honey  bees !" 

3wn  shall  the  forests  be, 
nd  of  the  roebuck  free ! 
f ,  '  IFither,  no  further  pass !' 
each  step  through  the  wavy  grass; 
e  the  elk  in  his  speed  and  might, 
oud  spoils  to  the  hearth  at  night." 

oh  t  the  gray  church-tower, 

the  sound  of  Sabbath-bell, 

le  sheltered  garden-bower, — '- 

have  bid  them  all  ferewell  I" 

B  the  names  of  our  fearless  race 
it  river  whose  course  we  trace ; 
our  memory  with  mounts  and  floods, 
of  our  daring  in  boundless  woods ! 
Ls  unto  many  a  lake's  green  shore, 
dian's  graves  lay,  alone,  before  " 

vho  shall  teach  the  flowers, 
ich  our  children  loved,  to  dwell 
il  that  is  not  ours  7 
ome,  home  and  friehds,  farewell !" 


THE  KING  OF  ARR  AGON'S  LAMENT 
FOR  HIS  BROTHER.* 


If  1  oouldaee  him,  it  were  well  with  me. 

•     OUeridget  Watterutein, 


There  were  lights  and  sounds  of  revelling  in  the 

vanquished  city's  halls. 
As  by  night  the  feast  of  victory  was  held  within 

its  walU;  ^ 

And  the  conque^rs  filled  the  wine-cup  high,  after 

years  of  bright  blood  shed ; 
Bui  their  Lord,  the  King  of  Arragon,  'nudst  the 

triumph,  wailed  the  dead< 

He  looked  down  from  the  fortoess  won,  on  the 

tents  and  towers  below. 
The  moon-lit  sea,  the  torch-lit  streets, — and  a 

gk)om  came  o'er  his  brow : 
The  voice  of  thousands  floated  up,  with  the  horn  t 

and  cymbal's  tone ; 
But  his  heart,  'midst  that  proud  music,  felt  more 

'  utteriy  alone. 

And  he  cried,  "  Thou  art  mipe,  fidrdty !  thoadty 

of  the  sea ! 
But,  oh !  what  portion  of  delight  is  mine  at  last  in 

theel 
— I  am  lonely  'midst  thy  palaces,  while  the  glad 

waves  past  them  roU, 
And  the  soft  breath  of  thine  orange-bowers  is 

mournful  to  my  soul. 

"  My  brother!  oh !  my  brother !  thou  art  gone,— 
the  true  and  brave. 

And  the  haughty  joy  of  victory  hath  died  upon  thy 
grave; 

There  are  many  round  my  throne  to  stand,  and  to 
march  where  I  lead  on ; 

There  was  one  to  love  roe  in  the  worid, — my  bro- 
ther !  thou  art  gone  I 

"  In  the  desert,  in  the  battle,  in  the  ocean  tempest's 

wrath, 
We  stood  togeiher,  side  by  side;  one  hope  was 

ours,— one  path ; 
Thou  hast  wrapped  me  in  thy  soldier's  cloak,  thou 

hast  fencecl  me  with  thy  breast ; 
Thou  hast  watched  beside  my  couch  of  pain— oh  I 

bravest  heart,  and  best ! 


*  Tbe  grief  of  Ferdinand,  King  of  Amgon,  for  the  kas  of 
hb  brot^r,  Don  Pedro,  who  was  killed  during  the  liege  of 
Naples,  is  aflectlngly  described  by  the  historian  Mariana,  h 
la  aho  the  aubject  of  one  of  the  old  SpanMi  Ballads  in  Lock> 
ban's  beautiful  ooUection. 
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"  I  lee  the  festive  lights  around ; — o'er  a  dull  sad 

world  they  shine ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  victory^my  Pedro !  where  is 

thint? 
The  only  voice  in  whose  kind  tone  my  spirit  found 

reply!— 
Oh !  brother !  I  have  bought  too  dear  this  hoUow 

pageantry! 

**  I  have  hosts,  and  gallant  fleets^  to  spread  my  glory 

and  my  sway, 
And  chiefii  to  lead  theq|  fearlessly;— my /rfemf 

hath  passed  away ! 
For  the  kindly  lo(^,  the  word  of  cheer,  my  heart 

may  thirst  in  vain. 
And  the  face  that  was  as  light  to  mine-rit  ^an  not 

come  again ! 

"  I  have  made  thy  blood,  thy  fidthful  blood,  the  of- 
fering for  a  crown; 

With  love,  which  earth  bestows  not  twice,  I  have 
purchaped  cold  ibnown ; 

How  often  will  my  weary  heart  'midst  the  sounds 
of  triumph  die, 

When  I  think  of  thee,  my  brother!  thou  flower  of 
chivalry! 

"I  am  tonely — I  am  lonely!  this  rest  is  even  as 
death! 

Let  me  hear  again  the  ringing  spears,  and  the  bat- 
tle-trumpet's breath ; 

Let  me  see  the  fiery  charger  foam,  and  the  royal 
banner  wave — 

But  when  art  thou,  my  brotherl  where?— in  thy 
bw  and  early  grave!" 

And  louder  swelled  the  songs  of  joy  through  that 

victorious  night, 
And  fester  flowed  the  red  wine  forth,  by  the  stars' 

and  torches'  light ; 
But  low  and  deep,  amidst  the  mirth,  was  heard  the 

conqueror's  moan— ^ 
"  My  brother !  oh !  my  brother  1  best  and  bravest  I 

thou  art  gone!" 


THE  RETURN. 

"  Hast  thou  come  with  the  heart  of  thy  chikthood 
backl 

The  free,  the  pura,  the  kindl" 
— So  murmured  the  trees  in  my  homeward  track, 

As  they  played  to  the  mountain-wind. 

"  Hath  thy  soul  been  true  to  its  early  loyeT^ 

Whispered  my  native  streams; 
"  Hath  the  spirit  nursed  amidst  hill  and  grove, 

Still  revered  ita  first  high  dreamsl" 


"  Hast  thou  borne  in  thy  bosom  the  holy  prajer 

Of  the'  child  in  his  parent-halls  1" 
—Thus  breathed  a  voice  on  the  tJiTJHmg  tir, 

From  the  old  ancestral  walk. 

"Hast  thou  k«pt  thy  faith  with  the  fiuthful dsMl, 

Whose  place  of  rest  is  nighl 
With  the  father's  blessing  o'er  thee  ^had, 

With  the  mother's  trusting  eye  V* 

— Then  my  tears  gushed  fovth  in  sadden  nin, 

As  I  answered-"  O,  ye  shades ! 
I  bring  not  my  childhood's  heart  again 

To  th&  freedom  of  your  glades. 

**  I  have  turned  from  my  first  pure  kive  aade, 

O  bright  and  hap^  streams ! 
Light  after  light,  in  my  soul  have  died 

The  day-spring's  glorious  dreams. 

"And  the  holy  prayer  from  my  thoughts  kitb 
passed—- 

The  prayer  at  my  mother's  knee ; 
Darkeiiied  and  troubled  I  come  ai  last, 

Home  of  my  boyish  glee ! 

"  But  I  bear  from  my  childhood  a  gift  of  tssn^ 

To  soften  and  atone ; 
And  oh!  ye  scenes  of  those  Uesaed  years 

They  shall  make  me  again  your  own." 


THE  VAUDOIS*  WIFE.* 


Qasp  me  a  little  kmgw,  on  thflteiok 

Of  fate!  while  I  can  fiseltlw  dear  i 
And  when  this  heart  hath  ceased  to  heat,  oh!  Ihiok— 

And  let  it  mitigate  tliy  wo's  excaa— 

That  thou  to  roe  haet  been  all  tendemean, 
And  friend,  to  more  than  hnman  friendriiip  jwt 

Oh !  \xf  that  retraapect  of  happiaea^ 
And  by  the  hopes  of  an  immortal  trust, 
Gkxl  shall  assuage  thy  pangs,  when  I  am  laid  in  dnS. 

Gntrude  of  ffyasasf- 


Th7  voice  is  in  mine  ear,  beloved ! 

Thy  look  is  in  my  heart, 
Thy  bosom  is  my  resting-place, 

And  yet  I  must  depart. 
Earth  on  my  soul  is  strong-— Coo  strong-" 

Too  precious  is  its  chain. 
All  woven  of  thy  love,  dear  friend, 

Yet  vain — though  mighty — vain  I 


*  The  wife  of  a  Vaudois  le^sr,  in  one  of  dw 
OQ  the  Protestant  hamlets^  recelred  a  moctal 
hi  her  husband's  araw^  exhortii^  hUn  to  counee 
anoe. 
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nine  eye  grow  dim,  beloTed ! 
It  my  life-blood  flow.-v 
kiafitener  olently, 
y  letmego! 
)  betyreen  9ur  hear^ 
twy  -gulf  must  lie,    ^ 
fat  their  communing  '. 
Stemityl^  I 

an  are  on  my  cheek,  , 

hey  detain  ;• 

fkom  thine  agony 

hat  burning  rain. 

,  weep  not; — make  the  pang, 

conflict,  less — 

,  and  yet  a  joy, 

f  love's  exoeafi' 

e!   Let  the  thonght  of  death 
peace  reetore! 
It  must  bo  silent  soon, 
>ak  to  thee  once  more, 
ayst  bear  its  blesong  on 
rears  of  after  life — 
snsoling  love, 
this  hour  of  strife. 

• 

Of  the  noble  heart, 
r,  and  the  tme, 
hath  foond  the  happiest  rest 
bnd  woman's  knew; 
Suthful  firiend  and  guide, 
n,  my  treasured  share, 
iful  secrets  of  thy  sooli 
tyw,.in  thy  prayer. 

br  kin/looks  and  words 
on  my  path  like  dew, 
m-  in  those  deep  eyes, 
I  ever  new! 

>  which  ne'er  to  mine  replied 
dly  tones  of  cheer ; 
ring  of  happiness 
ath  tasted  here  1 

3r  the  last  rich  boon 

I  affection  tried, 

gaze  on  death  with  thee, 

by  thy  side! 

e  lor  the  gknions  hope 

ete  moments  given — 

ipirit  ever  lift 

of  mine  to  Heaven? 

;  strong!  Oh!  knew  we  not 
must  lead  to  this  1 
id  a  trembling  still 
gled  with  our  bliss ! 
our  young  hearts  when  storms 
L  upon  the  sky, 
25 


In  full,  deep  knowledge  of  their  task 
To  sufier  and  to  die  I 

Be  strong!  I  leave  the  Ijving  voice 

Of  this,  my  martyred  blood, 
With  the  thousand  echoes  of  the  hills, 

With  the  torrent's  foaming  flood, — 
A  spirit  midst  the  caves  to  dwell, 

A  token  on  the  air. 
To  rouse  the  valiant  from  repoee, 

The  fainting  from  despair. 

Hear  it,  and  bear  thou  on,  my  love! 

Aye,  joyously  endure ! 
Our  mountains  must  be  altars  yet. 

Inviolate  Ihd  pure ; 
There  must  our  God  be  worshipped  still 

With  the  worship  of  the  free-^ 
Farewell  1 — there's  but  one  pang  in  death, 

One  only, — leaving  thee ! 


THE  GUERILLA  LEADER'S  VOW. 


Didyoosayani 


All  my  pfotty  odobI 


Let  as  mako  medidne- of  this  great  revong^ 
Iff  cure  this  deadly  grief ! 

Macbeth. 


Mt  battle-vow ! — no  minster  walls 

Gave  back  the  burning  word, 
Nor  cross  nor  shrine  the  low  deep  tone 

Of  smothered  vengeance  heard: 
But  the  ashes  of  a  ruined  home 
.    Thrilled  as  it  sternly  rose, 
With  the  mingling  voice  of  blood  that  shook 

The  midnight's  dark  repose. 

I  breathed  it  not  o'er  kingly  tombs, 

But  where  my  children  lay. 
And  the  startled  vulture  at  my  step, 

Soared  firom  their  precious  clay. 
I  stood  amidst  my  dead  alone — 

I  kissed  their  Ups — I  poured. 
In  the  strong  silence  of  that  hour, 

My  spirit  on  my  sword. 

The  roof-tree  M'n,  the  smouldering  floor, 

The  blackened  threshold^tone, 
The  bright  hair  torn,  and  soiled  with  blood, 

Whose  fountain  was  my  own ; 
These,  and  the  everlasting  hills, 

Bore  witness  that  wild  night ; 
Before  th^m  rose  th'  avenger*s  soul. 

In  crushed  afiectioii's  ftiight.  ' 

The  stars,  the  searching  stars  of  heaven, 
With  keea  lookft  ^noxiSHi  M^Xviii^^ 
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If  finom  my  heart  the  fiery  vow, 
Seared  on  it  then,  could  fade. 

They  have  no  cause! — Gk>,  a«k  the  streams 
That  by  my  paths  have  swept, 

The  red  waves  that  anstained  were  bom- 
How  hath  my  faith  been  kept  1 

And  other  eyes  are  on  my  soul. 

That  never,  never  close, 
The  sad,  sweet  glances  of  the  lost— 

They  leave  me  no  repose. 
Haunting  my  night-watch  'midst  the  rocks, 

And  by  the  torrent's  foam, 
•    Through  the  dark-rolling  mists  they  shine, 

Full,  iiill  of  love  and  home! 

Alasl  the  mountain  eagle's  h^art, 

When  wronged/  may  yet  find  rest; 
Scorning  the  place  made  desolate, 

He  seeks  another  nest 
But  I — yonr  soft  looks  wake  the  thiist 

That  wins  no  quenching  rain; 
Ye  drive  me  back,  my  beautiful! 

To  the  stormy  fight  again! 


THEKLA  AT  HER  LOVER'S  GRAVE.* 


lUther  where  he  lies  buried ! 
nwt  ringls  ipot  Is  the  whole  world  to  me. 

Cdendg^B  WaOtnatein, 


Tbt  voice  was  in  my  soul !  it  called  me  on; 

O  my  k>st  Iriend !  thy  voice  was  in  my  soul : 
From  the  cold  faded  wocld,  whence  thou  art  gone, 

To  hear  no  more  life's  troubled  biHows  roll, 

I  come}  I  come!  * 

Now  qpeak  to  me  again!  we  loved  so  welk- 

We  loted I  oh!  still,  I  know  that  still  we  love! 
I  have  left  all  things  with  thy  dust  to  dwell, 
Through  these  £m  aisles  in  dreams  9f  thee  to 
rove: 

This  is  my  home! 

Speak  to  me  in  the  thrilling  minster's  gloom ! 

Speak!  thou  hast  died,  arid  sent  me  no  farewtU! 
I  wUl  not  shrink;— oh !  mighty  is  the  tomb, 

But  one  thing  mighter,  which  it  can  not  quell. 
This  woman's  heart ! 

This  lone,  full,  firagfle  heart !— the  strong  alone 
In  krrs  and  grief— of  both  th^  burning  shrine! 
Thou,  my  soul's  friend!  with  grief  hast  surely 
done, 
But  with  the  ]tnt  wi^ich  made  t^y  i|nrit  mine, 
9ay,  couldst  thou  part1«         y 

*8n  WaUtmlti0^kiX^ih, 


I  hear  the  rustling  banners ;  and  I  hioar 
The  win^  low  siufpng  thxoogn  th« 
X  stone; 
I  hear  not  theej  and  yet  1  fisel  thee  near* 
'  What  is^boundjhafcl^po  thee  fiw 
ownl^ 

i  dveatheitaway! 

I  waiy|lee^-I  adjan  tAl  hast  thou  fam 

HcJl  I  liave  Vmi  theel  amidst  thsa  di 

'afll    ? 

Am  f  not  here,  with  tki^t^Hd  death  ak« 

And  fiMuring  noti  aiidliathmy  spirit'ic 

O'er  thine  no  sway  1 

Thou  eanH  not  C5me!  or  thus  I  should  nd 
Thy  love  is  deatyess — ^but  no  longer  fin 

Soon  would  its  wing  triumphantly  o^eiswc 
The  viewless  barrier,  if  such  power  m^ 
Soon,  soon,  and  fast! 

But  I  shall  come  to  thee!  our  souls'  dsep  ( 

Our  young  aflbctions,  have  not  gushed  i 

doon  in  one  tkle  shall  blend  the  severed  str 

The  worn  heartbreak  its  bond»— aodde 

pain 

Be  with  the  past! 


THE  SISTERS  OF  SCIO. 


As  are  our  hearts^  our  way  Is  one, 
Andcaono^btfdlTlded.    Stroog  affactioD 
Contends  with  all  thingi^  and  o'eroometh  aD  iMe 
WUl  I  not  Uva  with  thee  1  wttll  Boichearttel 
Woaldtt  thou  be  knaly  tfaaol  woukist thou te i 

\  Joanmal 

"  Sister,  sweet  Sister!  let  me  weep  awlul 
Bear  with  me— give  the  sudden  passion 

Thoughts  of  our  own  lost  home,  our  sonnj 
Come,  ara  wind  that  o'er  a  reed  hath  si 

Till  my  heart  dies  with  yearnings  and  sid 

Oh!  oould'my  life  melt  from  me  in  these  te 

"  Our  father's  voices  our  mother's  gentk  r 
Our  brother's  bounding  step— wheie  ai 
where  1 

Desolate,  desolate  our  dj^unbers  lie! 
— How  hast  tAott  won  thy  spirit  firan  di 

O'er  mine  swift  shadows,  gusts  of  tenor,  sf 

I  sink  away— bear  with  mo    let  me  weep! 


**  Yes!  weep,  my  Sister!  we^Pi  till  from  tb 
The  weight  flow  forth  in  tears;  yet  sin 
not! 

I  bind  my  sorrow  to  a  kifty  part. 
For  thee,  my  gentle  one!  our  orphan  kt 

To  meet  in  quenchless  trusty  my  soul  iMitr 

lliou,  too,  wilt  rise  in  holy  mi^  ere  kog 
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of  <mr  free  hea^wns  and  noble  sires, 

ry  of  oar  old' victorious  d^, — 

lUe  me  with4>ower!  and  ihongh  their 

eenser  briefly  may  be  shed, 

ley  light  us  onwar^,  side' by  side; — 

rild  birds,  and  hare  not  ire,  a  guide? 

BD,  beloved!  on  whose  meek  bio|r  is  set 
tier's  iyiage— in  whose  voice  ft  tene, 
wi.sound  of  her's  is  lihraing  yet, 
of  our  childhood^s  muaS^gDne ; — 
I  thy  Sister's  heart  and  faith  are  high ; 
ijOne— with  thee  I  Ave  and  die!*' 


RNARDO  DE^  pARPJO.        ^ 

brtted  Spai||gt)jphampion,  Bernardodel 
ring  made  many  inefiectual  efibrts  to 
I  release  of  his  father,  the  Count  Sal- 
had  been  imprisoned  by  King  Alfonso 
I,  almost  from  the  time  of  Bemaido's 
t.took  up  arms  in  despair.  The  war 
lldntained  proved  so  destructive  that 
the  land  gathered  round  the  Eling,  and 
emanding  Saldana's  liberty,  w  Alfonso, 
,  offered  Bernardo  immediate  possession 
^s  person,  in  exchange  for  his  castle 
Bernardo,  without  hesitarion,  gave^p 
hold,  with  all  his  captives;  and  being 
t  his  father  was  then  on  his  way  from 
e  forth  with  the  King  to  meet  him. 
n  he  saw  his  fiUher  approaching,  he 
'  says  the  ancient  chronicle,  '*'Oh, 
)  Count  of  Saldana  indeed  comingT — 
re  he  is,*  replied  the  cruel  King,  'and 
id  greet  him  whom  you  have  so  long 
ee.' ''  The  remainder  of  the  story  will 
»lated  in  the  ballad.  The  chronicles 
oes  leave  us  neariy  in  the  dark  as  to 
history  after  thb  event. 

t       — 

or  bowed  his  crested  head,  and  tamed 

art  of  Sup, 

the  haughty  king  to  free  his  long-im- 

ed  sire; 

bee  here  my  fortress  keys,  I  bring  my 

e  train,    • 

ce  fidth,  my  liege,  my  lord !— oh,  break 

tber's  chain!" 


(!  even  now  thv  father  comes,  a  ran 
t  man  this  \]ay; 

f  good  horse,  an<f  thou  and  I  will  meet 
n  his  way." 

rose  that  loyal  sdb,  and  bounded  on 


fi 


as  if  with  lance  in  rest,  the  charger's 
speed. 


And  lo !  from  far,  as  on  they  pressed,  there  c^aup 

a  glittering  buid,  ^ 

Wi|h  one  that  'midst  them  stately  rode,  as  a  leader 

in  the  land ; 
"Now  haste,  Bernardo,  haste!  for  there,  in  very 

truth,  is  he,  '     •  ■ 

The  father  whom  thy  foithful  heart  hath  yearned 

so  long  to  see*" 

His  dark  eye  flashed,  his  proud  breast  heaved,  his 
cheek's  blood  came  and  went;    . 

He  reached  that  gray-haired  cbiefiain's  side,  and 
there,  dismounting,  bent; 

A  bwly  knee  to  earth  he  bent,'  his  father's  hand 
he  took,— 

What  was  there  in  its  touch  that  all  his  fiery  spi- 
rit shook? 

That  hand  was  cold — a  froxen  thing — ^it  dropped 

from  his  like  lead, — 
He  k)oked  up  to  the  face  above — the  foce  was  of 

the  dead! 
A  plume*  waved  o'er  the  noble  brow — the  brow 

was  fixed  and  white; — 
He  met  at  last  his  fother's  eyes — but  in  them  was 

no  light! 

Up  firom  the  ground  he  sprung,  and  gazed,  but 
who  could  paint  that  gaze? 

They  hushed  their  very  hearts,  that  saw  its  hor- 
ror and  amaze; 

They  might  have  chained  him,  as  before  that  stony 
form  he  stood. 

For  the  power  vras  stricken  from  £is  arm,  and 
from  his  lip  the  blood. 

"  Father!"  at  length  he  murmured  low — and  wept 

like  childhood  then,— 
Talk  not  of  grief  till  thou  hast  seen  the  tears  of 

warlike  men  1 — 
He  thought  on  all  his  glorious  hoftes,  and  all  his 

young  renown, — 
He  flung  the  falchion  from  his  side,  and  in  the 

dust  sate  down. 

Then  covering  with  his  steel-gloved  hands  his 

darkly  mournful  brow, 
"  No  more,  there  is  no  more,"  he  said,  "to  lift  the 

sword  for  now. — 
My  king  is  false,  my  hope  betrayed,  my  Father— 

oh!  the  worth. 
The  glory,  and  (he  loveliness,  are  passed  away 

from  earth! 

<*  I  thought'  to  stand  whel%  banners  waved,  my 

sire!  beside  thee  yet, 
I  would  that  there  oar  kindred  bkxxi  on  Si;MiiC« 

free  soil  had  iiMi{— 


•^V 
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^1^  wouldit  have  known  my  ipixit  then,~for 

0  thee  my  fields  were  won, — 
And  thoa  hast  perished  in  thy  chains,  as  though 
thou  hadst  no  son!" 

Then,,  starting  from  the  ground  once  more,  he 
seized^the  monarch's  rein. 

Amidst  the  pale  and  wildered  looks  of  all  the 
courtier  train; 

And  with  a  fierce,  o'ennastering  grasp,  the  rearing 
war-horse  led, 

And  sternly  set  them  face  to  &ce,— the  king  be- 
fore the  deadi — 

"Came  I  not  forth  upon  thy  pledge,  my  father's 

hand  to  kiss? — 
Be  still,  and  gaze  thou  on,  fiJse  king  I  and  tell  me 

what  is  this! 
The  voice,  the  glance,  the  heart  I  sought— ^ve 

answer,  where  are  theyl— 
If  thou  wouldst  clear  thy  perjured  soul,  send  life 

Uuough  this  cold  day ! 

*'  Into  these  glassy  eyes  put  Ught,~be  still!  keep 
down  thine  ire, — 

Bid  these  white  lips  a  blessing  speak— -this  earth 
is  not  my  sire ! 

Give  me  back  him  for  whom  1  strove,  for  whom 
my  blood  was  shed, — 

Thou  canst  not — and  a  king  1 — His  dust  be  moun- 
tains on  thy  head !" 

He  loosed  the  steed ;  iiis  slack  hand  fell, — upon 
the  silent  fiioe 

He  cast  one,  long,  deep,  troubled  look, — then  turn- 
ed from  that  sad  place : 

His  hope  was  crushed,  his  ailer-fate  untold  in  mar- 
tial strain, — 

Hit  banner  led  the  spean  no  more  amidst  the  hills 
of  Spain. 


THE  TOMB  OP  MADAME  LANG- 
HANS.* 


To  a  mTBtertouily  oonaoried  pair 
lUf  place  is  consecrate ;  to  death  and  life, 
And  to  the  best  aflectione  that  proceed 
Ft«n  this  conjunction. 

How  many  hopes  were  home  upon  thy  bier, 
O  bride  of  striken  love  I  in  anguish  hither  I 
Like  flowers,  the  first  and  fairest  of  the  year 
Plucked  on  the  bosom  of  the  dead  to  wither ; 

*  At  HIndlebank,  near  %rne,  die  is  renranhted  as  banting 
fkom  the  npalchrB^  with  her  ii^t  in  her  bitob,  at  the  sound 
of  the  last  trumpec  An  inscriptkn  on  the  tomb  concludes 
thus:— "Her^  am  1,0 God!  with  (he  child  whom  thou  hvt 
given  me.** 


Hopes,  from  their  aource  all  holy,  though  of  caiti^ 
All  brightly  gathering  round  affection's  lyaith. 

Of  mingled  prayer  they  thid ;  of  Sabbath  boon; 
Of  morn's  farewell,  and  evening's  blessed  meetii^; 
Of  childhood's  voice,- amidst  the  household  bowvn; 
And  bounding  step,  and  smile  of  joyous  greetiifg; 
But  thou,  young  mother !  to  thy  gentle  heart 
Didst  .take  thy  babe,  and  meekly  so  depart 

How  mtfiy  hopes  have  sprung  in  radiance  bcDct! 
Their  trace  jf«C  lights  the  dust  where  thou  ut 

sleeping !  ^ 

A  solemn  joy  comes  o'er  me,  and  a  senai'^  I 
Of  triimiph,  blent  with  nature's  gush  of  weejiing, 
As,  kindling  up  the  silent  stone,  I  see 
The  glorious  vi^on,  caught  by  fiuth,  oflhee. 

St^mber^!  love  caffs  thee,  for  the  nights  p«t; 
Pirt  on  the  immortal  MHIR^^  of  thy  waking ! 
Captive !  and  hear'st  thou  not  the  trumpet's  blu^ 
The  long,  victorious  note,  thy  bondage  hretkiogl 
Thou  hear'st,  thou  answer'st,  "  God  of  earth  and 

Heaven ! 
Here  am  I,  with  the  child  whom  thou  hast  givcD!" 


THE  EXILE'S  DIRGE.^ 

For  no  more  the  heat  &  (he  son, 
Nor  the  furious  Winter^  r^ea^ 
Thou  thy  wordljr  task  hast  doos^ 
Home  art  gone,  and  la'en  thy  wages. 

CymbcHiu- 

I  attended  a  funeral  where  there  were  a  Dnmba 
of  the  German  settlers  present.  After  I  had  po- 
formed  such  service  as  is  usual  on  similar  oocar 
sbns,  a  most. venerable-looking  old  man  came  fcr- 
ward,  and  asked  me  if  I  were  willing  that  thej 
should  perform  some  of  their  peculiar  rites.  Hi 
opened  a  very  ancient  version  of  Luther  s  Hjnua, 
and  they  all  began  to  sing,  in  German,  so  loiid  that 
the  woods  echoed  the  strain.  There  ms  sometbis; 
afiecting  in  the  singing  of  these  ancient  peopk, 
carrying  one  of  their  brethren  to  his  last  home,  aod 
using  the  language  and  rites  which  they  hd 
brought  with  them  over  the  sea  frtxn  the  VaUr- 
landf  a  word  which  often  ooeuxred  in  this  hja*- 
It  was  a  long,  slow,  and  moomfril  air,  which  thff 
sung  as  they  bore  the  body  along ;  the  wofdi '*si0k 
GoU,"  « mein  Bruder,"  and  "  Vaterkmd,"  died 
away  in  distant  echoes  amongst  the  woods.  I  shall 
long  remember  that  ftineral  hymn. — F^inttRt- 
colUdioruofthe  VaUeyqfthe  MutUHppi, 

Thkrb  went  a  dil^  through  the  forest's  gloon 
— An  exile  was  heme  to  a  lonely  tom^ 


*  PttbliibMl  in  the  Winter^  Wxasth  lor  \SBD> 
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!"  (so  the  chant  was  rang 
imberer's  natiTe  tongu*,) 
ind  brotherl  not  for  thee 
sound  of  weeping  he  :— 
Exile's  wo  hath  lain 
fe  a  withering  chain ; 
m  thine  own  blue  streams, 
d  through  thy  fever-drei^ns; 
)m  thy  country's  vines, 
'midst  the  alien  pines, 
rue  heart  died  away; 
ipirit  would  not  stay." 

chant;  and  the  deep  wind's  moan 
rh  the  cedars  to  murmur^**  QoneP* 

by  the  rolling  Rhine, 
e  home  that  once  was  thine— 
now  thy  dwelling  lies 
te  Indian  arrow  flies ! 
Jest  thine  infont  head, 
Aant  greensward  bed ; 
beard  thy  lisping  prayer, 
low  beside  him  there ; 
t  earliest  with  thee  played, 
tath  their  own  oak  shade, 
lence ! — yet  sea  nor  shore 
other !  part  ye  more ; 
called  thee  to  that  band 
mortal  I'atherland!'* 

'end  /" — with  that  sweet  word 
rs  hnidst  the  strain  was  heard. 

!  were  we  there  with  thee 
Id  many  a  meeting  be ! 
iroken  garland  bound, 
loumod  and  lost  one  found ! 
isk  is  still  to  bear, 
eathe  in  changeful  air ; 
i  bright  things  to  resign, 
low  this  dust  of  thine; 
pe !— 4o  hope"  in  Heaven, 
lowers  fall,  and  ties  be  riven — 
ly!  and  wait  the  hand 
;  to  the  Fatherland!" 

3m  died  in  the  forest's  gloom ; — 
hed  the  Exile's  lonely  tomb. 


DREAMING  CHILD. 


ind  of  grief  dxmld  thy  yean  know  1 
]  check  are  sriKWth  as  waters  be 
uh  troubles  them. 

Beaumont  and  FUkktr. 


adness  in  thy  dreams,  my  boyi 
be  doud  be  made  of  l—blessed  chUd ! 


Thy  spiril,  borne  upon  a  breexe  of  joy  S 

All  day  hath  ranged  through  tanahine,  dea^igret 
mild: 

And  now  thou  tzemblest !— wherefore  1— in  thy 

soul 
There  lies  no  past,  no  fiituro. — Thou  hast  heaid 
No  sound  of  presage  from  the  distance  roll, 
Thy  heart  bears  traces  of  no  arrowy  word 

From  thee  no  love  hath  gone ;  thy  mind's  young 

eye 
Hath  looked  not  into  Death's,  and  thence  become 
A  questioner  of  mute  Eternity, 
A  wea^  searcher  for  a  viewless  home : 


Nor  hath  thy  sense  been  quickened  unto  pain, 
By  feverish  watching  for  some  step  beloved ; 
Free  are  thy  thoughts,  an  ever-changeful  train, 
Glancing  like  dewdrops,  and  as  lightly  moved. 

Yet  now,  on  billows  of  strange  passion  toesed, 
How  art  thou  wildered  in  the  cave  of  sleep ! 
My  gentle  child  I  *midst  what  dim  phantoms  lost, 
Thus  in  mystexioos  anguish  dost  thou  weep  1 

• 

Awake  1  they  sadden  me— those  early  tears, 
First  gushings  of  the  strong  dark  river's  flow 
That  must  o'ersweepthy  soul  with  coming  yean 
The  unfathomable  flood  of  human  wo ! 

Awful  to  watch,  ev*n  rolling  through  a  dream, 
Forcing  wild  spray-drops  but  from  childhood's 

eyes! 
Wake,  wake !  as  jet>tky  life's  transparent  stream 

Should  wear  the  tinge  of  .none  but  sunmier  skies. 

• 

Come  from  the  shadow  of  those  realms  unknown, 
Where  now  thy  thoughts  dismayed  and  darkling 

rove; 
Come  to  the  kindly  re^on  all  thine  own, 
The  home  still  bright  for  thee  with  guardian  lore. 

Happy,  feir  child !  that  yet  a  mother's  vdce 
Can  win  thee  back  from  visionary  strife  !— 
Oh!  shall  my  soul,  thus  wakened  to  rejoice, 
Start  from  the  dreamlike  wilderness  of  lifel 


THE  CHARMED  PICTURE. 


Oh!  that  those  lips  had  language!— life  hath  pssKd 
Wkh  ms  but  roughly  ahioo  I  aw  thee  laai. 

Cbispes. 

Thine  eyes  an  charmed — thine  earnest  eyes— 

Thou  image  of  the  dead ! 
A  spell  within  their  sweetness  ties^     » 

A  virtue  thencie  \a  ^c^. 
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on  in  their  meek  Uae  light  enahrined, 

M  blewing  seems  to  be, 
And  sometimes  there  my  way  wurd  mind 

A  still  reproach  can  see: 

And  sometimes  Pity — soft  and  deep, 

And  quivering  tl^rough  a  tear ; 
Even  as  if  Love  in  Heaven  could  weep. 

For  Ghrief  left  drooping  here. 

And  oh !  my  spiiit  needs  that  balm, 

.  Needs  it  'midst  fitful  mirth ; 
And  in  the  night-hour's  haunted  calm, 
And  by  the  lonely  hearth. 

Look  on  me  thiUt  when  hoDow  praise 

Hath  made  the  weary  ptn^ 
For  one  true  tone  of  other  days, 

One  glance  of  love  like  thine  1 

Look  on  me  thus^  when  sudden  glee 

Bears  my  quick  heart  along. 
On  wings  that  struggle  to  be  free. 

As  bursts  of  skylark  song. 

In  vain,  in  Tain  1 — too  soon  are  felt 

Tho  wounds  they  can  not  flee ; 
Better  in  childlike  tears  to  melt, 

Pouring  my  soul  on  thee ! 

Sweet  face,  that  o*er  my  childhood  shone, 

Whence  is  thy  power  of  change, 
Thus  ever  shadowing  back  my  own, 

The  ra[ud  and  the  strange  1 

Whence  are  they  charmedr-^hoae  earnest  eyesi 

— I  know  the  mystery  well ! 
In  mine  own  trembling  bosom  lies 

The  spirit  of  the  spell ! 

Of  Memory,  Conscience,  Love,  *tis  bom— 

Oh !  change  no  longer,  thoa  I 
For  ever  be  the  blessing  worn 

On  thy  pure  thoughtful  brow ! 


PARTING  WORDS. 


Oae  fCruggle  moR^  udl  am  five. 

Byrvn, 


Leavb  me,  oh  !  leave  me ! — unto  all  below 
Tl^  presence  binds  me  with  too  deep  a  spell ; 
Thou  mak'st  those  mortal  regions,  whence  I  go, 
1*00  mighty  in  their  loveliness — ferewell. 
That  I  may  part  in  peace  I 

Leave  me  f — thy  footstep,  with  its  lighted  sound, 
TIm  very  siadow  of  thy  waving  hair, 


Wakes  in  my  soul  a  feeling  too  profound. 
Too  strong  for  aught  that  loves  and  dies,  to  beir- 
Oh !  bid  the  conflict  ceasel 


I  hear  thy  whisper— and  the  wann  tears  gush 
Into  mine  eyes,  the  quick  pulse  thriOs  my  heart: 
Thou  bid'st  the  peace,  the  reverential  hoab. 
The  still  submissbn,  firom  my  thoughts  depart; 
Dear  one !  this  must  itot  ba. 

The  past  looks  on  me  firom  thy  moumfol  eje, 
The  beauty  of  our  finee  and  vernal  days; 
Our  communings  with  sea,  and  hill,  and  iky- 
Oh  1  take  that  bright  world  fnxn  my  spixiff  gut! 
Thou  art  all  earth  to  mt ! 

Shut  oot-the  sunshine  finom  my  dying  rooB, 
The  jasmine's  breath,  the  murmur  of  the  bes; 
Let  not  the  joy  of  bird-notes  pierce  the  gkuoi! 
They  speak  of  love,  of  sonuner,  and  of  thee^ 
Too  much — and  death  is  hosj 

Doth  our  own  spring  make  happy  muac  now. 
From  the  old  beech-roots  flashing  into  dayl 
Are  the  pure  lilies  imaged  in  its  flowl 
Alas !  vain  thoughts !  that  fondly  thus  can  rtny 
From  the  dread  hour-soDaar! 

If  I  could  but  draw  courage  firom  the  ligfat 
Of  thy  dear  eye,  that  ever  shone  to  Uesi! 
— ^Not  now !  'twill  not  bo  now  !^-my  aching  m^ 
Drinks  firom  that  fount  aflood  of  tendemei% 
Bearing  all  strength  away ! 

Leave  me ! — thou  com'st  between  my  heart  ad 

Heaven! 
I  would  be  still,  in  vcktAem prayer  to  die! 
— Why  piusC  our  souls  thuslove,  and  thenbe  rivof^ 
— Return !  thy  parting  v^akes  mine  agony! 
— Oh,  yet  awhile  delay ! 


THE  MESSAGE  TO  THE  DEAD.* 

Thou  'rt  passing  hence,  my  brother  I 
Oh !  my  earliest  friend,  fiuewell ! 

Thou  *rt  leaving  me,  without  thy  voice. 
In  a  lonely  home  to  dwell ; 

And  from  the  hills,  and  finmi  the  hearth. 
And  from  the  household-tree, 

With  thee  departs  the  lingering  mirth, 

.    The  brightness  goes  with  thee. 


*  "  M€«BagM  from  the  living  to  the  doad  are  not  I 
in  the  Hif  hlanda.  The  Gael  have  each  aceasBli 
nenor  Inunonality,  that  tbeir'depaitad  firtendi  are  aouit^- 
ed  as  merdy  abnnt  ibr  a  time,  and  permitted  to  nikn  tkt 
houn  of  eeparatkm  by  oecaaional  interoonne  with  theol^ 
of  their  earileat  affectiona^-^Ste  tke  Note*  $•  Mr»,  Br^ 
Um*§  Workg. 
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friend,  my  brothet ! 
)eeding  to  the  shore 
rgelike  tone  of  parting  wordi 
the  soul  no  more ! 
t  see  our  holy  dead ; 
I  earth  and  main ; 
f  of  kindred  hearts, 
be  boond  again  1 

IT  friend  of  boyhood, 
bname  is  heard 
Doontains,  whence  his  youlh 
a  swift  bright  bird, 
his  exulting  brow, 
of  his  glee, 
lU-Oh!  stiUItmst 
againtosee. 

Tair  young  sister, 

at  down  in  spring, 

^shing  soul  is  filled 

ihe  loved  to  sing. 

>  eyes  look  through  my  dreams^ 

1  sadly  sweet; — 

leart  within  me  burns 

that  gaze  to  meet ! 

ivhite-haired  father, 
9  paths  he  trt>de, 
loved,  the  last  on  earth, 
and  worships  God. 
last  fond  blessing  yet 
y  soul  like  dew, 
diowing  might  I  trust 
his  face  to  view. 

gentle  mother, 
T  grave  I  pour 
of  my  spirit  forth, 
breast  of  yore, 
irt  that  soon,  how  soon, 
ind  bright  will  see ! — 
brother !  may  I  dwell, 
vith  them  and  thee  1 


[E  TWO  HOMES. 


if  theacMl  immortal  tw, 
t  its  lore  immortal  too  1 


homel — 'tis  where  yon  woods  are 

chneas,  to  the  summer  air; 

le  stream,  a  thousand  flower-banks 

e  hills  a  vein  of  Ught,^tia  there ! 


'Midst  those  green  wilds  how  many  a  fount  lies 

gleaming. 
Fringed  with  the  violet,  coloured  with  the  skftsi 
My  boyhood's  haunt,  through  days  of  summer 

dreaming. 
Under  young  leaves  that  shook  with  mekdies. 

My  home  I  the  spirit  of  its  love  is  breathing 
In  every  wind  that  plays  across  my  track ; 
From  its  white  walls  the  very  tendrils  wreathing, 
Seem  with  soft  links  to  draw  the  wanderer  back. 

There  am  I  loved-r-there  prayed  for — there  my 
mother 

Sits  by  the  hearth  wHh  meekly  thoughtful  eye ; 

There  my  young  sisters  watch  to  greet  their  bro- 
ther 

— Soon  their  glad  footsteps  down  the  path  will  fly. 

There,  in  sweet  strains  of  kindred  music  blending, 
AU  the  home-voices  meet  at  day's  decline; 
One  are  those  tones,  as  from  one  heart  ascending,— - 
There  laughs  my  home-HMd  stranger!  where  is 
thinel 

Ask'st  thou  of  mine  1 — In  solemn  peace  'tis  lying, 
Far  o'er  the  deserts  and  the  tombs  away; 
'T  is  where  /,  too,  am  loved  with  love  undying. 
And  fond  hearts  wait  my  step— But  where  are 
theyl 

• 

AdE  where  the  earth's  departed  have  their  dwell- 
ing! 
Ask  of  the  clouds,  the  stars,  the  trackless  air! 
I  know  it  not,  yet  trust  the  whisper,  telling 
My  lonely  hcaurt,  that  love  unchanged  is  there. 

And  what  is  home,  and  where,  but  with  the  lov* 

Happy  thou  art,  that  so  canst  gaxe  on  thine ! 
My  spirit  ieeb  but,  in  its  weary  roving, 
That  with  the  dead,  where'er  ihey  be,  is  mine. 

00  to  thy  home,  rejoicing  son  and  brother ! 
Bear  in  fresh  gladness  to  the  household  scene! 
For  me,  too,  watch  the  sister  and  the  mother, 

1  well  believe — but  dark  seas  roll  between. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  C^EATH-BED. 


Wis  herrikh  die  Somw  don  umernhtt  da  kh  noeh  sin 
Babe  war— war^  mein  LlebUng^gedaoke^  wle  eie  xa  leben, 
wie  lie  zu  sierben ! 

DieXauber. 


LAke  thee  to  die,  thou  sun! — My  boyhood's  dream 
Was  thb;  and  now  my  spirit,  with  thy  beam. 
Ebbs  from  a  field  of  victory ! — ^yet.the  hour 
Bears  back  upon  ine,  ^iiVCh  ^  \0ct«Di^^$QNi«t« 


i 
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Nature's  deep  longings: — Oh!  for  somcr  kind  eye, 

Wherein  to  meet  love's  ferrent  farewell  gaae; 

Some  breast  to  pillow  life's  last  agony, 

Some  voice,  to  speak  of  liope  and  brighter  days, 

Beyond  the  pass  of  shadows ! — But  I  go, 

I,  that  have  been  so  loved,  go  hence  alooe ; 

And  ye,  now  gathering  round  my  own  hearth's 

glow, 
Sweet  friends !  it  may  be  that  a  softer  tone, 
Even  in  this  moment,  with  your  laughing  glee. 
Mingles  its  cadence  while  you  speak  of  me : 
Of  mo,  your  soldier,  'midst  the  mountains  lying, 
On  the  red  banner  of  his  battles  dying, 
Far,  fiur  away  I — and  oh  I  your  parting  prayer — 
Will  not  his  name  be  fondly  murmured  there  1 
It  will ! — ^A  blessing  on  that  holy  hearth ! 
Though  clouds  are  darkening  to  o'ercast  its  mifth. 
Mother!  I  may  not  hear  thy  voice  again; 
Sisters!  ye  watch  to  greet  my  step  in  vain ; 
Young  brother,  fare  thee  well  1— on  each  dear  head 
Bleanng  and  love  a  thousandfold  b^  shed. 
My  soul's  last  earthly  breathings  1— May  your 

home 
Smile  for  you  ever  I — May  no  winter  come. 
No  world  between  you^  hearts!  May  eVn  your 

tears 
For  my  sake,  full  of  long-remembered  years, 
duicken  the  true  affections  that  entwine 
Your  lives  in  one  bright  bond  1 — I  may  not  sleep 
Amidst  our  fitthers,  where  those  tears  might  shine 
Over  my  slumbers ;  yet  your  love  will  keep 
My  memory  living  in  the  ancestral  halls, 
Where  shame  hath  never  tiod: — the  dark  night 

falls. 
And  I  depart. — The  brave  are  gone  to  rest, 
The  brothers  of  my  oomba^  on  the  breast 
Of  the  red  field  they  reaped :— their  work  is  done — 
IVioUf  too,  art  set ! — ^fiurewell,  fSuewell,  thou  son! 
The  last  bne  watcher  of  the  bloody  sod, 
Of&rs  a  trusting  spirit  up  to  GKxL 


THE  IMAGE  IN  THE  HEART. 

TO  ♦     •     ♦     ♦ 

True,  Indeed,  It  ta^ 

T\ud  they  whom  death  hae  hidden  from  our  iight. 

An  woKthiest  of  the  nllnd^  regard ;  with  thsm 

The  future  can  not  contradict  Uie  paa^— 

Mortality'a  laat  ezeitlse  and  proof 

bnndefgaoa. 

WordMOorth. 

The  love  where  death  has  aet  hia  aaal, 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

Nor  fdaehood  disavow. 

Byron, 

I  CALL  thee  blest! — though  now  the  voice  be  fled. 
Which,  to  thy  sou],  brought  dayspring  with  its  tone, 


And  o'er  the  gentle  eyes  thou^  dost  be  sprad. 
Eyes  that  ne'er  kxtked  on  thine  but  light  wasthiovi 

Far  through  thy 


And  though  the  music  of  thy  fife  be  broken, 
Or  changed  in  every  chofd,  since  he  is  gone, 
Feeling  all  this,  even  jfk^  by  many  a  tokao, 
O  thou,  the  deqily,  bat  the  biighlly  kxisl 

I  can  thee  Ueat  1 

For  in  thy  heart  there  is  a  holy  spot, 
As  'mid  the  waste  an  Isle  of  fount  and  pels. 
For  ever  green  I— the  world's  breath  cnlen  not 
The  paasbn-tempests  may  not  braak  its  cahn; 

'T  is  thine,  aU  thine! 

Thither,  in  trust  onbaffled,  mayit  thou  turn, 
From  bitter  words,  cold  greetings,  heartleas  eyo^ 
Cluenching  thy  soul's  thirst  at  the  hkklen  nm 
That,  filled  with  waters  of  sweet  memory,  lies 

In  its  own  sihrine. 

Thou  hast  thy  Aome/ — there  is  no  power  in  dmge 
To  reach  that  temple  of  the  past ; — ^no  sway,    . 
In  all  times  brings  of  sudden,  dark,  or  strange, 
To  sweep  the  still  transparent  peace  away 

From  its  hushed  air ! 

And  oh !  that  glorious  image  of  the  dead  I 
Sole  thing  whereon  a  deathless  love  may  rat. 
And  in  deep  faith  and  dreamy  worship  shed 
Its  high  gifts  fearlessly !— I  call  thee  blest. 

If  only  thertt 

Blest,  fer  the  beautiful  within  thee  dwdfing. 
Never  to  fede  !^— a  refuge  firom  distrust, 
A  spring  of  purer  life,  still  fireshly  welling. 
To  dothe  the  barrenness  of  earthly  dust 

With  flowen  divine. 

• 

And  thou  hast  been  beloved  I — it  u  no  dietm, 
No  false  mirage  for  thee^  the  fervent  love, 
The  rainbow  stiU  unreached,  the  ideal  gkam, 
That  ever  seems  before,  beyond,  above, 

Farofifto 


But  thou,  from  all  the  daughters  of  the  eaith 
Singled  and  marked,  hast  ktunon  its  home  ind 

place; 
And  the  high  mflmpry  of  its  holy  wocth, 
To  this  our  life  a  gbry  and  a  grace 

For  thee  hath  given. 

And  art  thon  not  •HU  fondly,  truly  kwed? 
Thou  art !— the  love  his  spirit  bore  away. 
Was  not  for  death! — a  troasm  bat  rem0vsd, 
A  bright  biid  parted  for  a  dearer  day,*— 

ThinestiUinHeafHil 
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THE  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 


d  dreami^  in  their  development,  hare  breath, 
d  leaxs^  and  tortures,  apd  the  touch  of  jojr ; 
ey  leave  a  weight  upon  oar  waking  thoughti^ 
ej  make  as  what  we  wen  noi— what  they  wiQ, 
d  ibaka  oa  with  Uw  Tisloa  that's  gooe  by. 

Byron, 


rit-Land  !  tiloo  Itnd  of  dietioif 
id  thoa  art  of  mjnrteriouf  gleami, 
rtKng  ToicM,  and  sounds  at  atrife,— 
id  of  the  dead  in  the  haea  of  lile. 

I  wiiaid*!  magic  glass  thoa  ait, 
1  the  WETy  shadows  float  by,  and  part : 
m  of  aspects,  now  loved,  now  strange, 
lexing  and  mingling  in  ceaseless  change. 

art  like  a  dty  of  the  past, 
its  gorgeous  halls  into  fragments  cast, 
t  whose  ruins  there  glide  and  play 
ar.  forms  of  the  world's  to-day. 

ut  like  the  depths  wh^ re  the  seas  have  birth, 
rith  the  weakh  that  is  lost  from  earth, — 
B  sere  flowers  of  our  days  gone  by, 
itt  buried  gems  in  thy  bosom  lie. 

thou  art  like  those  dim  sea-caves, 

m  of  treasures,  a  realm  of  graves  I 

le  shapes  through'  thy  mysteries  that  come 

»dgo, 

beauty  and  terror,  of  power  and  wo. 

r  me^  O  thou  picture-land  of  sleep  f 
art  aU  one  world  of  aflections  deep, — 
rrung  from  my  heart  b  each  flushing  dye, 
iweepe  o'er  thy  chambers  of  imagery. 

ly  bowers  are  fidr~«ven  as  Eden  fair 
\  beloved  of  my  soul  are  there! 
rms  my  spirit  most  pines  to  see, 
res,  whose  lovehatii  been  life  to  me: 

ire  there, — and  each  blessed  voice  I  hear, 
,  and  joyous,  and  silvery  clear; 
tder-tones  are  in  each,  that  say, — 
kit  a  dream ;  it  will  melt  away  1" 

with  sweet  friends  in  the  sonset's  gtow; 

to  music  of  long  ago; 

le  thought,  like  an  omen,  breathes  frint 

rou^thelay, —  * 

rot  a  dream;  it  wiD  melt  away!"    . 

the  health  of  mj  early  days; 
boBie-&oes  are  met  by  the  blaxe, — 
e  eyes  of  the  mother  shine  soft,  yet  say, 
rot  a  dieam;  it  will  melt  away!** 


And  away,  like  a  flower's  passing  breath,  !tb  gone, 
And  1  wake  more  sadly,  more  deeply  lone ! 

Oh!  a  haunted  heart  is  a  weight  to  bear, * 

Bright  £ices,  kind  voicea!  wh^  are  ye,  where  1 

Shadow  not  forth,  O  thou  land  of  dreams. 
The  past,  as  it  fled  by  my  own  blue  streams  I 
Make  not  my  spirit  within  me  bum 
For  the  scenes  and  the  hours  that  may  ne'er  re- 
turn! 

Call  out  from  iha  future  thy  visions  bright; 
From  the  world  o'er  the  grave,  take  thy  solemn 

light, 
And  oh !  with  the. loved,  whom  no  more  I  see,     * 
Show  me  my  home,  as  it  yet  may  be  I 

As  it  yet  may  be,  in  some  purer  sphere, 
No  cloud,  no  parting,  no  sleepless  fear; 
So  my  soul  may  bear  on  through  the  long,  long 

.  day,. 
Till  I  go  where  the  beautiful  melts  not  nway ! 


WOMAN  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  BATTLE. 


Where  hath  not  woman  stood, 
Strong  in  aflection's  might  1  a  reed,  upfaarae 
By  an  o^emiaatflring  cunrem ! 


Gentle  and  lovely  form, 
What  didst  thou  here, 

When  the  fierce  battle-storm 
Bore  down  the  spear  1 

Banner  and  shivered  crest, 

Beside  thee  strown, 
Tell  that  amidst  the  best. 
Thy  work  was  done! 

Yet  strangely,  sadly  fair, 

O'er  the  vrild  s6ene, 
Gleams,  through  its  golden  hair. 

That  brow  serene. 

Low  lies  the  stately  head, — 
Earth-bound  the  free ; 

How  gave  those  haughty  dead 
A  place  to  thee? 

Slnmberer!  thine  early  bier 
Friends  should  have  crowned, 

Many  a  flower  and  tear 
Shedding  around. 

Soft  voices  clear  and  young, 

Blingling  their  swell, 
Should  o'er  thy  dust  have  sung 

Earth's  last  farewell. 
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Siiten,  above  the  grave 

Of  thy  repcwe, 
Should  have  bid  violets  wave 

With  the  white  loee. 

Now  must  the  trumpet's  note, 

Savage  and  shrill, 
For  requiem  o'er  thee  float, 

Thou  fair  and  still! 

And  the  swift  charger  sweeps 
'  In  full  career. 

Trampling  thy  place  of  sleep,— - 
Why  earnest  thou  here  1 

Why  7 — ask  the  true  heart  why 

Woman  hath  beeb 
Ever,  where  brave  men  die, 

Unshrinking  seen  1 

Unto  this  harvest  ground 
Proud  reapers  came, — 

Some,  for  that  stirring  sound 
A  warrior's  name; 

Some,  for  the  stormy  play 

And  joy  of  strife ; — 
And  some,  to  fling  away 

A  weary  life : — 

But  thou,  pale  sleeper,  thou,    * 
With  the  slight  frame, 

And  the  rich  locks,  whose  glow 
Death  can  not  tame;  , 

Only  'one  thought,  one  power, 

T?iee  could  have  led, 
So,  through  the  tempest's  hour, 

1*0  lift  thy  head! 

Only  the  true,  the  strong, 

The  love,  whose  trust 
Woman's  deep  soul  too  long 

Pours  on  the  dust  t 


TH?  DESERTED  HOUSE. 

Gloom  is  upon  thy  lonely  hearth, 

O  silent  house  I  once  filled  with  mirth ; 

Sorrow  b  in  the  breezy  sound, 

Of  thy  tall  poplars  whispering  round. 

The  shadow  of  departed  hours 
Hangs  dim  upon  tfahU  early  flowers ; 
Even  in  thy  sunshine  seems  to  brood 
SqpMthing  mofe  deep  than  solitude. 

Fair  art  thou,  fair  to  a  stranger's  gaie, 
Mine  own  svreet  home  of  other  days! 
My  children's  birth  place !  yet  for  me. 
It  is  too  much  to  look  wi  thee. 


Too  much !  for  all  about  thee  spread, 
I  feel  the  memory  of  the  dead. 
And  almost  linger  for  the  feet 
That  never  more  my  step  shall  meet 

The  looks,  the  smiles,  all  vanished  nonr, 
FoQow  me  where  thy  roses  bbw ; 
The  echoes  of  kind  hooadiold  woids 
^  Are  with  me  'midst  thy  aingiiig  birds. 


Till  by  heart  dies,  it  dies  away 
In  yearnings  for  what  might  not  stay; 
For  love  which  ne'er  decdved  my  truit. 
For  all  which  Went  jrith  "dust  to  dust  T 

What  now  is  left  me,  but  to  raise 
From  thee,  lorn  spot !  my  spirit's  gi», 
To  lift,  through  tears,  my  straining  eye 
Up  to  my  Father's  house  on  highl 

Oh !  many  are  the  mansionfl  there,* 
But  not  in  one  hath  grief  a  idiaie  I 
No  haunting  shade  from  things  gone  by. 
May  there  o'ersweep  the  imrhitngifig  tjij. 


And  they  are  there,  whose  long-bved 
In  earthly  home  no  moro  is  sisen ; 
Whose  places,  where  they  smiling  sate, 
Are  left  unto  us  desolate. 


We  miss  them  when  the  board  is  spread ; 
We  miss  them  when  the  prayer  is  said ; 
Upon  our  dreams  their  dying  eyes 
In  still  and  mournful  fondness 


But  they  are  where  these  longings  viin 
Trouble  no  more  the  heart  and  brain; 
The  sadness  of  this  aching  love 
Dims  not  our  Father's  house  above. 

Ye  are  at  rest,  and  I  in  tears,t 
Ye  dwellers  of  immortal  spheres ! 
Under  the  poplar  boughs  I  stand, 
And  mourn  the  broken  household  band. 

But,  by  your  life  of  lowly  fidth. 
And  by  your  joyful  hope  in  death, 
Guide  me,  till  on  some  brighter  sfaorB, 
The  severed  wreath  is  bound  once  more  V 

Holy  ye  were,-  and  good,  and  true ! 
No  change  can  doud  my  thoughts  of  you; 
Gkiide  me,  like  you,  to  live  and  die. 
And  reach  my  Father's  house  on  high! 


*  In  my  FtehM^  hoois  then  an  msny  1 

t  From  an  sncieot  Bdmw  dhge : 

"  Moarn  iar  the  raouriMr,  and  not  for  th0  dai^ 
FVv  be  ta  at  n«,  and  we  In  tcsn  K* 
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'HE  STRANGER'S  HEART. 

itranger'f  heart !  Oh !  wound  it  not ! 
ming  anguish  is  iti  lot ;   * 
green  ihadow  of  thy  tree, 
tranger  finds  no  rest  with  thee. 

think'st  the  Tine's  low  rustling  leaves 
music  round  thy  household  eaves ;' 
m  that  sound  hath  sorrow's  tone — 
tranger's  heart  is  with  his  own. 

think'st  thy  children's  laughing  play 
dy  sight  at  fidl  of  day  ;•*- 
are  the  stranger's  thoughts  oppressed — 
other's  voice  comes  o'er  his  breast 

think'st  it  sweet  when  friend  with  friend 
th  one  roof  in  prayer  may  Mend ; 
doth  the  stranger's  eye  grow  dim — 
ur  are  those  who  prayed  with  him. 

learth,  thy  home,  thy  vintage  land — 
oices  of  thy  kindred  band — 
midst  them  all  when  blest  thou  art, 
^tly  with  the  stranger's  heart  1 


COME  HOME. 

home! — there  is  a  sorrowing  breath 
nusic  since  ye  went, 
he  early  flower-scents  wander  by, 
th  mournful  memories  blent 
ones  in  every  household  voice 
)  grown  more  sad  and  deep,' 
Jie  sweet  word — frrot^er— -wa^es  a  wish 
turn  aside  and  weep. 

Beloved!  come  home! — the  hour 

many  a  greeting  tone, 

ime  of  hearth-light  and  of  song,    - 

urns — and  ye  are  gone! 

larkly,  heavily  it  falls 

the  forsaken  room, 

ning  the  heart  with  tenderness, 

at  deepens  'midst  the  gloom. 

«  finds  it  you,  ye  wandering  onesi 
th  aU  your  boyhood's  glee 
ned,  beneath  the  desert's  palm, 
on  the  lone  mid-sea? 
>rmy  hills  of  battles  old  1 
where  dark  rivers  foam  7 
!  life  is  dim  where  ye  are  not— 
it,  ye  befeved,  come  homel 

inth  the  leaves  and  winds  of  spring, 
d  svrift  birds,  o'er  the  main! 
[we  ie  grown  too  sorrowful — 
Dg  us  its  youth  again! 


Bring  the  glad  tones  to  music  back ! 

Still,  still  your  home  is  fair, 
The  spirit  of  your  sunny  life 

Alone  is  wanting  there  1 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OP  OBLIVION. 


"Implon  psce !»' 

One  draught,  ktrid  Fairy !  £rom  that  fountain  deep, 
To  lay  the  phantoms  of  a  haunted  breast, 
And  lone  affections,  which  are  griefe,  to  steep 
In  the  ooql  honey-dews  of  dreamless  rest ; 
And  from  the  soul  the  bghtning-marks  to  lave —  * 
One  draught  of  that  sweet  wave ! 

Yet,  mortal,  pause ! — within  thy  mind  is  laid 
Wealth,  gathered  long  and  slowly ;  thoughts  divine 
Heap  that  full  treasure-house ;  and  thou  hast  made 
The  gems  of  many  a  Spirit's  ocean  thine ; 
— Shall  the  dark  waters  to  oblivion  bear 
A  pyramid  so  fair? 

Pour  from  the  fount !  and  let  the  draught  efiace 
All  the  vain  lore  by  memory's  pride  amassed, 
So  it  but  sweep  along  the  torrent's  trace. 
And  fill  the  hollow  channels  of  the 'past ; 
And  from  the  bosom's  inmost  folded  leaf, 
Rase  the  one  master-grief! 

Yet  pause  once  more  1 — all,  all  thy  soul  hath  known. 
Loved,  felt,  rejoiced  in,  from  its  grasp -must  fade ! 
Is  there  no  voice  whose  kind  awakening  tone 
A  sense  of  spring-time  in  thy  heart  hath  made? 
No  eye  whose  glance  thy  day-dreams  would  recall? 
^Think—wouldstthou  part  with  all? 

Fin  with  forgetfulness ! — there  are,  there  ar9 
Voices  whose  music  I  have  bved  too  well ; 
Eyes  of  deep  gentleness — but  they  are  &r— 
Never!  oh — never,  in  my  home  to  dwell ! 
Take  their  soft  looks  from  ofi*  my  yearning  souji^ 
Fill  high  th'  oblivious  bowl ! 

Yet  pause  again ! — ^with  memory  wilt  thou  cas' 
The  undying  hope  away,  of  memory  bom?^> 
Hope  of  re-union,  heart  to  heart  at  last. 
No  restless  doubt  between,  no  rankling'tham''k 
Wouldst  thou  erase  all  rHords  of  delight 

That  make  such  visions  bright  ? 


'  QootfldiimnalsttBror  LordBfroD'a    He  dMcrilM  the 
impnerioo  jvoduced  upon  him  bjeome  tombe  ift  Bologna, 
bearing  this  simple  inflcripclon,  and  addi^  "When  Idie^I 
could  wish  that  aome  friend  wouUi  ««  ^!Mbr  ^«tic^  «»&  ^«^ 
other,  piMsd  above  xKi  fscvt^->'  lm<()ioru  •^om^'*^ 
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Fill  with  forgetfulneflfl,  fill  high ! — ^yet  staj-^ 
— 'T  is  from  the  past  we  shadow  forth  the  land 
Where  smiles,  long  lost,  again  shall  light  our  way, 
And  the  ^ul's  friends  be  wreath'd  in  one  bright  band: 
— ^Pour  Ihe.sweet  waters  back  on  their  own  rill, 
I  mii«/  remember  still. 


For  their  sake,  for  the  dead — whose  image  nosglil 
May  dim  within  the  temple  of  my  breast— 
For  their  love's  sake,  which  now  no  earthly  thoogiil 
May  shake  or  trouble  with  its  own  unrest, 
Though  the  past  haunt  me  as  a  spizit,!— yst 
I  ask  not  to  forget 


f^fimtffit  on  tfie  Wovku  ot  ^BMtutt^ 


FOR  f  HE  USE  OF  CHILDREN. 


[The  following  Hymns  were  wrttten^expressly 
Tor  the  use  of  l^lrs.  Hemans's  own  children.  She 
has  consented  to  their  publication,  in  the  hope  that 
they  may  be  useful  to  others.  The  editor  trusts 
that  they  will  afibrd  a  new  source  of  gratification 
to  her  admirers  and  friends  in  this  country. 

To  the  Hymns  arc  added  two  beautifiil  little 
poems  before  published,  addressed  by  Mrs.  Hemans 
to  her  children.  A.  N.] 


INTRODUCTORY  '^RSES. 

Oh  !  blest  art  thou,  whose  steps  may  rove 
Through  the  green  paths  of  vale  and  grove, 
Or,  leaving  all  their  charms  below, 
Climb  the  wild  mountain's  airy  brow;  ' 

And  gaze  afar  o'er  cultured  plains. 
And  cities  with  their  stately  fanes, 
And  forests,  that  beneath  thee  lie, 
And  ocean  uingling  with  the  sky. 

For  man  can  show  thee  nought  so  fair, . 
As  Nature's  varied  marvels  there ; 
And  if  thy  pure  and  artless  breast 
Can  feel  their  grandeur,  thou  art  blest ! 

For  thee  the  stream  in  beauty  flowsi, 

For  thee  the  gale  of  summer  blows, 

And,  in  deep  glen  and  wood-walk  free, 

Voioet  of  joy  still  breathe  for  thee. 

• 
But  hap|uer  far,  if  then  thy  soul 

r!an  soar  to  Him  who  made  the  whole, 

"  to  thine  eye  the  simplest  flower 

}rtray  EUs  bounty  and  His  power. 

ii',  in  whate'er  is  bright  or  grand, 
Thy  mind  can  trace  His  viewless  hand, 
If  Nature's  music  bid  thee  raise 
Thy  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 

If  heaven  and  earth,  with  beauty  fttught 
Lead  to  hb  throne  thy  raptured  thought, 
If  there  thou  loVst  His  love  to  read, 
Then,  wanderer,  thoa  art  blest  indeed. 


THE  RAINBOW. 


Idosetmjbowfnthecload,  andhriiall  beforatfltascf 
a  covenaat  betweeo  me  and  the  eaith. 

O^ent  ix.ia 

Soft  falls  the  mild,  reviving  shower 

From  April's  changeful  skies, 
And  rain-drops  bend  each  trembling  flower 

They  tiiige  with  richer  dyes. 

Soon  shall  their  genial  influence  caD 

A  thousand  buds  to  day. 
Which;  waiting  but  their  balmy  fidl. 

In  hidden  beauty  lay. 

E'en  now  full  many  a  blossom's  beD 

With  fragrance fiUs  the  shade! 
And  verdure  clothes  each  grassy  deD, 

In  brigjhter  tints  arrayed. 

But  mark !  what  arch  of  varied  hue 
From  heaven  to  earth  is  bowed  1 

Haste,  ere  it  vanish,  haste  to  view 
The  Rainbow  in  the  cloud. 

How  bright  its  glory!  there  behold 

The  emerald's  verdant  rays. 
The  topaz  blends  its  hue  of  gold 

With  the  deep  ruby's  blaze. 

Yet  not  alone  to  charm  thy  sight 

Was  given  the  vision  fair ; — 
Qtae  on  that  arch  of  coloured  light, 

And  read  GKmI's  mercy  there. 

It  tells  us  that  the  mighty  deep. 

Fast  by  th'  Eternal  chained. 
No  more  o'er  earth's  domains  shall  fweep, 

Awfiil  and  unrestiained. 

It  tells  that  seasons,  beat  said  cold. 

Fixed  by  his  sovereign  vrill, 
Shall,  in  their  oovrse,  bid  man  behold 

Seed-time  and  harvest  sliU ; 
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t  fltill  the  flower  shall  deck  the  field, 
hen  the  Ternal  zephyrs  blow; 
;  still  the  vine  its  fruit  shall  yield, 
hen  antomn  sun-beams  glow. 

),  child  of  that  fair  earth!  which  yet 
dies  with  each  charm  endowed, 
thoa  fits  name,  whose  mercy  set 
le  Rainbow  in  the  cloud! 


THE  SUN. 

m  comes  forth;— «ach  mountain  height 

¥ith  a  tinge  of  rosy  light, 

were  that  slumbered  through  the  night, 

r  dewy  leaves  unfold ; 

of  splendour  bursts  on  high, 

san's  bieast  reflects  a  sky 

imsonandofgold. 

*   • 

>tt  art  glorious,  orb  of  day ! 

g  nations  hail  thy  ray, 

1  swells  a  choral  lay, 

elcome  thy  return;    • 

tee  an  nature  draws  her  hues, 

uns  the  insect'^  wings  suffuse, 

in  the  diamond  bum. 

It  thou  &de  ;-^when  earth  and  heaTen 

and  tempest  shall  be  riven, 

ram  thy  sphere  of  radiance  driTen,- 

un!  must  faU  at  last; 

r  heaven,  another  earth, 

er  glory  shall  have  birth. 

n  att  we  see  is  past. 

,  who  gave  the  word  of  might, 
tere  be  light" — and  th*ere  wot  light, 
ide  thee  chase  the  gloom  of  night, 
beam,  the  world  to  bless; — 
r  bright,  for  ever  pure, 
mchanging  shall  endure, 
3un  of  righteousness ! 


THE  RIVERS. 

loe  th'  unnumbered  streams,  o'er  earth 
vrind  their  devious  course, 
raw  from  Alpine  heights  their  birth, 
vale,  or  cavern  source. 

f  majestic  cities  glide, 
1  scenes  of  man's  renown, 
•d  their  solitary  tide, 
re  pathless  forests  frovm. 

Jmly  roll  in  gfAdsn  sands, 
re  Aihc's  deserts  he! 
ad,  todoche  lejoking  lands 
.  rich  fertilUy. 


There  bear  the  bark,  whose  stately  sail 

Exulting  seems  to  swell; 
While  these,  scarce  rippled  by  a  gale,- 

Sleep  in  the  lonbly  dell. 

t 

Yet  on,  alike,  though  swift  or  slow 
Their  various  waves  may  sweep, 

Through  aties  or  through  shades  they  flow 
To  the  same  boundless  deep. 

Oh !  thus,  whatever  our  pkth  of  life, 
Through  sunshine  or  through  gloom, 

Through  scenes  of  quiet  or  of  strife. 
Its  end  is  stiil  the  tomb. 

The  chief,  whose  mighty  deeds  we  hail. 
The  monarch  throned  on  high. 

The  peasant  in  his  native  vale. 
All  journey  onr-to  die  1 

But  if  T%y  guardian  caro,  my  Qodl 

The  pilgrim's  course  attend, 
I  will  not  fear  the  dark  abode. 

To  which  my  footsteps  bend.- 

For  thence  thine  all-redeeming  Son, 

Who  died,  the  world  to  save. 
In  light,  in  triumph,  rose,  and  won 

The  victory  from  the  grave! 


THE  STARS. 


IIm  heavenB  declsre  the  gksy  of  God,  and  the  ihrnuuiiBnt 
ahoweth  his  baodj  work. 

Paalm  xix.  1. 


No  cloud  obscures  the  summer  sky, 
The  moon  in  brightness  walks  on  high. 
And,  set  in  azure,  every  star 
Shines,  like  a  gem  of  heaven,  afar ! 

Child  of  the  earth !  oh !  lift  thy  glance 
To  yon  bright  firmament's  expanse; 
The  glories  of  its  realm  explore. 
And  gaze,  and  wonder,  and  adore ! 

Doth  it  not  speak  to  every  sense 
The  marvels  of  Omnipotence  1 
Seest  thou  not  there  th'  Almighty  name^ 
Inscribed  in  characters  of  flame  1 

Count  o'er  those  lamps  of  quenchless  light, 
That  sparkle  through  the  shades  of  night ! 
Behold  them ! — can  a  mortal  boast 
To  number  that  celestial  host  7 

Mark  well  each  little  star,  whose  rays 
In  distant  splendour  meet  thy  gaze ; 
Each  is  a  world  by  Him  sustained, 
Who  from  eteDoii^  )uftiia%ttfA, 
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Each,  ahining  not  for  earth  alone, 
Hath  tuns  and  planeta  of  iti  o^yn. 
And  heings;  whose  exutence  springs 
From  Him,  th'  all-powerful  Kiiig  of  kings. 

Haply,  those  glorious  beings  know 
Nor  stain  of  guilt,  nor  tear  of  wo! 
But  raising  still  th'  adoring  voice, 
For  erer  in  their  God  rejoice. 

Wh«t  then  art  thou^  oh !  child  of  clay ! 
Amid  creation's  grandeur,  say  1 
— E'en  as  an  insect  on  the  breeze,  ' 
E*en  as  a  dew-drop,  lost  in  seas  V 

Vet  fsar  thou  not! — the  sovereign  hand, 
Which  spread  the  ocean  and  the  land, 
And  hung  the  rolling  spheres  in  air, 
Hath,  e'en  for  thee,  a  Father's  care! 

Be  thou  at.  peace  I — th'  aQ-seeipg  eye. 
Pervading  earth,  .and  air,  and  sky, 
The  searching  glance  which  none  may  flee, 
Is  still,  in  mercy,  turned  on  thee. 


THE  OCEAN. 


Ttmj  that  go  down  to  the  sea  in  difpB^  that  do  buBinen  in 
great  waten^  tbew  Me  the  worts  <^  the  Lord,  and  hii  wondera 
in  the  deep. 

Pffo^mcTiL  33^21 

He  that  in  venturous  barks  hath  been 

A  wanderer  on  the  deep, 
Can  tell  of  many  an  awful  scene. 

Where  Ktbrms  for  ever  sweep. 

• 

For  many  i^  fa^r  majestic  ifight 
Hath  met.  his  wandering  eye, 
Qpneatt)  the  streaming  northerly  light, 
'  *0r  blaze  of  Indian  sky. 

Go!  ask  him  of  the  whirlpool's  roar. 

Whose  echoing  thunder  peals 
Jjondf  as  if  rushed  along  the  shore 

An  army's  chariot  wheeb ; 

Of  icebergs,  floating  o'er  the  main. 

Or  fixed  upon  the  coast, 
Like  glittering  citadel  or  fane, 

'Mid  the  bright  realms  of  frost; 

Of  coral  rocks  from  vraves  below 

In  steep  ascent  that  tower, 
And  fraught,  with  peril,  daily  grow, 

Farmid  b^  to  insect's  power; 

Of  searfiresi  iflhich  at  dead  of  night 
'  3Jiine  o'er  the  tides  afar, 
AIMbmake  th'  expanse  of  ocean  bright 
As  b^ven,  with  many  a  star. 


Oh  God!  thy  name  they  well  may  pniff^ 

Who  to  the  deep  go  dpwn, 
And  trace  the  wenden  of  thy  way% 

yrhere  rocks  and  biUows  frown.  ' 

If  glorious  be  that  awful  deep, 

No  human  power  can  bind. 
What  then  art  Tholi,  who  bidst  it  kflsp' 

Within  its  bounds  confined! 

Let  heaven  and  earth  in  praise  umts^ 

Eternal  praise  to  Thee, 
Whose  word  can  rouse  the  tempest's  migb 

Or  still  the  raging  sea ! 


THE  THUNDSR  STORH 

Deep,  fiery  clouds  o'eicast  the  sky, 

Dead  stillness  reigns  in  air. 
There  is  not  e'en  a  bree»,  on  high 

The  gnmnm^T  to  bear. 

The  vroods  are  hushed,  the  waves  at  leit, 

The  lake  is  dark  and'  still. 
Reflecting,  on  its  shadowy  breast, 

Each  form  of  rock  and  hilL 

The  lime-leaf  waves  not  in  the  grove, 

Nor  roife-tree  in  the  bowery 
The  binU  have  ceased  their  songs  otkm. 

Awed  by  the  threatening  hour. 

'T  is  noon;— yet  Nature's  calm  pcofismd 

Seems  a>  at  midnight  deep; 
— But  hark!  what  peal  of  awful  sound 

Breaks  on  creation's  sleeps 

The  thunder  burrts ! — ^its  rolfing  might 
Seems  the  firm  hills  to  shake; 

And  in  terrific  splendour  bright, 
The  gathered  lightnings  break. 

Yet  fear  not,  shrink  thou  not,  my  child! 

Though  by  the  bok's  descent 
Were  the  tall  clifi  in  ruins  piled, 

And  the  wide  forests  rent 

Doth  not  thy  God  behold  thee  9tiD, 

With  all-surveying  eye  1 
Doth  not  his  pow^  all  nature  fiO, 

Around,  beneath,  on  high? 

Blnow,  hadst  thou  eagfe-pinions  free. 

To  track  the  realms  of  air. 
Thou  conklsl  not  reach  a  spot  where  He 

Would  not  be  with  thee  there! 

In  the  wide  city's  petted  towers, 

On,  the  vast  ocean's  plains, 
^idst  the  deep  vroodland's  feoeliesl  bowel 

Alike  th'  Almighty  reigiis! 
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'  not,  tlumgh  Uie  angry  tkj 
land  darts ,8hoald  cast; — 
dd  we  tremble,  e'en  to  die, 
with  £Rm  at  Uftl 


THE  BIRDS. 


parnifn  lold  for  two  &ithing%  axid  not  ^OM  of 
BbdbceGod. 

the  air !  whose  favoured  race 
ler  thfoogh  the  realme  of  space, 
ests  of -earth  and  sky; 
I  ^umage^iand  in  song, 
I  of  nature  mark  your  throng 
ight  Tariety! 

less  your  forms,  your  flight, 
lings  hid  fnm  hostile  sight, 
\  wild  haunts  ye  lore ; 
le  gentle  beak  !*  how  dear 
Unote,  to  the  wanderer's  ear, 
>wy  tale  or  grove ! 

wenes,  lempte,  sublime,  * 

ain  or  hunter  may  not  climb, . 
untain-eagle  seeks ; 
signs,  a  monarch  there, 
i  the  Chamois'  footstep  dare 
hii  Alpine  peaks. 

le  are,  that  make  their  home 
)  whit*  billows  roar  and  foam, 
th'  o'erhanging  rock ; 
ley  skim  the  apgry  wave, 
ad  in  their  sea-beat  cave, 
ipest's  fury  mock.  * 

lie's  burning  realm  expands, 
h  haunts  the  desert  sands, 
by  the  blaze  of  day ; 
,  where  northern  rivers  glide, 
pe  ti|U  reeds  that  fringe  their  tide, 
raoeful  on  her  way. 

IT,  where  the  Andes  tower, 

■  broad  wing  of  pride  and  power, 

ny  a  storm  defies ; 

he  orient  realms  of  morn, 

^1  riches^  hues  adorn 

d  of  Paradise. 

dst  India's  groves  of  palm, 
foresls  bveathing  balm, 

I  odl  ad  dDging  birds,  Birdt  of  thegentle 


Weave  soft  their  pendent  nest ;      ' 
Some,  deep  in  western  wilds,  display    . 
Their  fairy  form  and  plumage  gay. 

In  rainbow  oAours  die^. 

Others  no  varied  song  may  pour. 
May  boast  no  eagle-plume  to  soar, 

No  tints  of  light  may  wear ; 
Yet,  know,  our  Heavcoily  Father  guides 
The  least  of  these,  and  well  provides 

For  each,  with  tendereat  care. 

• 

Shall  He  not  then  thy  guardian  bel 
Will  not  his  aid  extend  to  thee? 

dh  1  safely  ma/st  thou  rest ! 
Trust  in  his  love,  and  e'en  should  pain, 
Should  sorrow  tempt  thee  to  complain, 

Know,  what  He  wills  is  best! 


THE  SKY  LARK. 

Thi  Sky-lark,  when  the  dews  of  mom 
Hang  tremulous  on  flower  and  thorn, 
And  violets  round  his  nest  exhale 
Their  fragrance  on  the  early  gale. 
To  the  first  sunbeam  spreads  his  wings. 
Buoyant  with  joy,  and  soars,  and  sings. 

He  rests  not  on  the  leafy  spray, 
To  Garble  his  exulting  lay, 
But  high  above  the  morning  cloud 
Mounts  in  triumphant  freedom  proud, 
And  swells,  when  nearest  to  the  sky, 
His  notes  of  sweetest  ecstacy. 


Thus,  my  Creator!  thus  th»m6re 
My  spirit's  wing  to  Thee  can.-$oar,  • 
The  more  she  triumphs  to  %IW. '.  •  ' 
Thy  love  in  all  thy  works  uf^Iik    ' 
And  bids  her  hymns  of  rapture  be  ^— 
Most  glad,  when  rising  modfl^  TJsei^ 


THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

Wh£N  twilight's  gray  and  pensive  hour 
Brings  the  low  breeze,  and  shuts  the  flower, 
And  bids  the  solitary  star 
Shine  in  pale  beauty  from  afiur; 

When  gathering  shades  the  landscape  vail, 
And  peasants  seek  their  village-dale, 
And  nusts  from  river-wave  arise, 
And  dew  in  every  bk)ssom  lies; 

When  evening's  primrose  opes,  to  shed 
Soft  fragrance  round  her  grassy  bed ; 
When  glow-woims  in  the  wood^walk  ti^du 
Theix  lamp,  \o  dMei  l^Uvi^&»^%  «4gQX\ 
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At  thaf  calm  hour,  so  rtill,  so  pale;    - 
Awakes  the  lonely  nightiiigale ; 
And  from  a  hermitage  of  shads 
Fills  with  her  Toicit  the  fbresf-glade. 

And  sweeter  far  that  melting  voice, 
'  Than  all  which  through  the  d^  rejoice ; 
And  still  shall  bard  and  wanderer  love 
The  twilight  music  of  the  grove. 

Father  in  Heaven  I  oh !  thus,  when  day 
With  all  its  cares  hath  passed  away, 
And  silent  hours  waft  peace  on  earth, 
And  hush  the  louder  strains  of  mirth ; 

Thus  may  sweet  songs  of  praise  and  prayer 
To  Thee  my  spirit's  offering  bear ; 
Yon  star,  my  signal,  set  on  high, 
For  vesper-hymns  of  piety. 

So  may  thy  mercy  and  thy  pow^r 
Protect  me  through  the  midnight  hour; 
And  balmy  sleep  and  visions  blest 
Smile  on  thy  servant's  bed  of  rest. 


THE  NORTHERN  SPRING. 

/    When  the  soft  brenth  of  Spring  goes  /orth 
Far  o'er  the  mountains  of  the  North, 
How  soon  those  wastes  of  dazzling  snow 
With  li£3,  and  bloom,  and  beauty  glow. 

^    Then  bursts  the  verdure  of  the  plains, 
Then  break  the  streams  from  icy  chains; 
And  the  glad  ifin-deci  seeks  no  more 
Amidst  deep  snows  his  mossy  store. 

Then  the  dark  pine-wood's  boughs  are  seen 
Arrayed  in  tints  of  living  green ;  ,    j 

And  roses,  IB  their  brightest  d^es,  / 

By  Lapland's  founts  and  lakes  arise. 

Thus,  in  a  moment,  from  the  gloom 
And  the  cold  fetters  of  the  tomb, 
Thus  shall  the-blest  Redeemer's  voice 
Call  forth  bis  servants  to  rejoice. 

For  He,  whose  word  is  truth,  hath  said, 
Hb  power  to  life  shall  wake  the  dead. 
And  sunmion  those  he  loveS|  on  high. 
To  "  put  on  immortality !" 

Then,  all  its  transient  sufferings  o'er. 
On  wings  of  light  the  soul  sh^  soar, 
Exulting,  to  that  blest  abode, 
VThere  tern  of  sQRow  never  flowed. 


PARAPHRASE  OF  PSALM  CXL 


Prate  ye  the  Lord.    Praise  ye  tha  Lord  fhrnitteb 
praise  him  in  the  heights. 


Praise  ye  the  Lord  1  oq  every  height 

Songs  to  hll  glory  raise! 
Ye  angel-hosts,  ye  stars  of  light, 

Join  in  iounortal  praise! 

'•  »■ 

Oh!  heaven  of  heavens!  let  praise  ftr-sivcil 

From  all  your  orbs  be  sent! 
Join  in  the  strain,  ye  waters,  dweDiflg 

Above  the  firmament! 

For  His  the  word  wfaick^ve  you  bixth| 

And  majesty  and  mignt ; 
Praise  to  the  Highest  from  the  earth, 

And  let  the  dtepe  unite !     ^ 

Oh!  fire  ind  vapour,  faail  and  Baom^ 

Ye  servants  of  His  will;  ' 
Oh!  stormy  winds,  tha^  only  l^ow 

His  jnanda^s  to  fiilfil ; .' ' 

■  » 

Moun^ins  and  rocks,  to  heaven  thatne; 
•  Fair  cedars  of  the  wood; 
Creatures  of  life,  that  wing  the  ikiei, 
Of  tracKthe  plains  for  food ; 

Judges  of  nations}  kings,  whoee  haaf 
Waves  the  proud  sceptre  high ; 

Oh  I  youths  and  viigins  of  the  land. 
Oh!  age  and  infancy; 

Praise  ye  Hu  name,  to  whom  akme    . 

All  homage  shouM be  given; 
Whose  glory  from  t^'  eternal  thfone 

Spreads  vride  o'er  earth  and  faeaYefi ! 


TO   ONE  OF  THE  AUTHOR*  Cf 

DREN 

ON  HI8  BIRTB  DAT,  AUGUST  27,  iSSSi 

Thou  wak'st  tmm  happy  sle^toj^ 
With  bounding  heart,  my  boy ! 

Before  thee  fies  a  long  brigbt  day 
Of  summer  and  of  joy. 

Thou  host  no  h^eavy  thought  or  dream 

To  cloud  thy  fearless  eye; — 
Long  be  it  thus — life's  early  stieiBi 
.  Should  still  reflect  the  sky. 

Yet  ere  the  cares  of  life  lie  dim 
On  thy  youBg  spirit's  wings, 

Now  in  thy  mom  forget  not  Him 
From  whom  each  pore  (iiou|;ht  ipnop 
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onward  vaje  of  tean, 
I'er  thy  pAh  may  be, 
rmgth  hath  bowed  to  evil  y< 
I  ramember  thee. 


3  A  YOUNGMER  CHILD 

LAR  OCCASION,  8KPTEMBER  17, 

Ju  the  bee  nowl-^umiiier  it 
he  gra«-piot  fitded  aie  lying: 


1825. 
flying? 


Vblets  are  gone  ficom  the  gtaasy  dell, 
With  the  cowslip-cupBj  where  the  fiiries  dwdl; 
The  roae  from  the  garden  hath  passed  away — 
Yet  happy,  fair  boy  I  b  thy  natal  day. 

« 

For  love  bids  it  welcome,  the  love  which  hath  nniled 
Ever  aromid  thee,  my  gentle  child ! 
Watching  thy  foOlMepe,  and  guarding  thy  bed, 
And  pooling  oai  joy  on  thy  sonny  head 
Roseff  may  vanish,  but  this  will  stay — 
Happy  and  bright  is  thy  natal  day. 


wtladiotut  from  Camoetny  aim  etHer  ^da. 


tt  veramtonte  in  nn  sec^lo  in  cui  gV  in- 
Aodj  4egh  uomini  sono  rivolti  all'  uti- 
iooltura,  le  Arti,  il  Commerdo  acqni»- 
t  novi  lomi  dalle  rioeiche  de'  Saggi ;  e 
on  nome  terUando  di  diUitare^  qoand' 
a  con  piik  ginstisia  giovmdo,  sembra 
i  e  difficifei— fidVioK. 


.     CIMOJBIW. 

SONNET  70. 
Ka  mpttdedo  Geo  sabklo  aidis. 

glovring  heavens,  with  cloodless  beam, 
1  reached  the  xenith  of  Ms  leign, 
living  fount,  the  gelid*stieam, 
snook  the  b^ibage  of  the  plain : 

a^  foliage  of  the  forest-shade,, 
id  sheltered  from  the  scorching  ray) 
e  their  melo^et—and  grove  and  glade 
mt  the  shnii  cicada's  lay: 


the  ^asy  vale  a  love-lorn  swain, 
maid  who  but  despised  his  pain, 
dn  Sighs  df  fruitless  passion  roved : 
for  her,"  the  slighted  wanderer  cried, 
hou  art  not  loved  1"—«nd  thus  replied 
murdlbring   vbioe— "  Thou  art  not 


CAMOIKS. 

SONNET  283. 
rVom  Palm  GXXXVIL 
libeiia  da  Bnpcaiai  Mwntifta 

id  miisings  by  Euphrates'  slieam 
ig  days  for  ever  flown,  ( 

Ibii^  image  on  the  exile's  dream, 
J  Safem!  and  thy  glories  gone. 
96 


When  they,  who  caused  the  eeasdevtean  I  shed. 
Thus  to  their  captive  spoke, — "  Why  sleep  thy  laysl 
Sing  of  thy  treasures  kst,  thy  splendour  fled,     . 
And  all  thy  triumphs  in  departed  days ! 

^  Know'st  thou  not,  Harmony's  resistless  charm 
Can  sooth  each  pasaon,  and  each  grief  disannl 
Sing  then,  and  tean  will  vanish  from  thine  eye.'' 
With  sighs  I  answered, — ^'*  When  the  cup  of  wo 
Is  filled,  tiU  misery's  bitter  draught  o'erflow. 
The  mounier's  core  is  not  to  ting,— but  die." 


CAMOINS. 

PART  OP  ECLOGUE  15. 
fle  lA  no  aaento  da  maior  aliexa. 


Ir  in  thy  glorious  home  above 
Thou  still  recallest  earthly  love^ 
If  jret  retained  a  thought  may  be 
Of  him  whose  heart  hath  Med  for  thee ; 


Remember  still  bow  deeply  shrined 
Thine  image  in  his  joyless  mind, 
Each  well-known  scene,  each  former 
Foigotten-^-^hou  afone  ait  there ! 


Remember  that  thine  eye-beam's  light 
Hath  fled  for  ever  from  his  sight. 
And,  with  that  vanished  sunshine,  kwt 
Is  eveiy  hope  he  cherished  most. 

Think  that  his  life,  from  thee  apart, 
Is  all  but  wetriness  of  heart. 
Each  stream,  whose  music  once  was  dear. 
Now  munnun  discords  to  his  ear. 

Through  thee,  the  mom,  whose  cloudless  rays 
Woke  him  to  joy  in  other  days, 
Now,  in  the  light  of  beauty  drest. 
Brings  but  new  sorrows  to  his  broaait. 
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Through  thee,  the  heavens  are  dark  to  him, 
The  eun's  meridian  blaze  is  dim ; 
And  hanh  were  e*en  the  bird  of  eve, 
Bat  that  her  song  stiU  loves  to  grieve. 

An  it  hath  been,  his  heart  forgets, 
So  altered  by  its  long  regrets^ 
Each  vrish  is  changed,  each  hope  is  o^er, 
And  joy's  light  spirit  wakes  no  more. 


CAM0EN8. 

SONNET  271. 

A  fonnoBum  darts  frasca  sBtn. 

This   momitain-scene,   with    sylvan   grandeur 

crowned; 
These  ehesDOt-woods,  in  sammjpr  verdure  bright : 
These  fouits  and  rivulets,  whose  mingling  sound 
Lolls  eveiy  bosom  to  serene  delight ; 

Soft  on  these  hills  the  sun^  declining  ray; 

This  dime,  where  all  is  new ;  these  murmuring 


Flocks  to  the  fold  that  bend  their  lingering  way; 
Ught  clouds  contending  with  the  genial  breeze ; 

And  all  that  Nature's  lavish  hands  dispense, 
In  gay  luxuriance,  charming  every  sense. 
Ne'er,  in  thy  absence,  can  delight  my  breast : 
Nought,  without  thee,  my  weary  soul  beguiles ; 
And  joy  may  beam,  yet,  'midst  her  brightest  smiles, 
A  secret  grief  is  mine  that  will  not  rest. 


CAM0EN8. 

SONNET  186. 

Os  oDmm  ODde  o  castro  Amor  aidia. 

Those  eyes,  whence  Love  diffused  his  purest  Hght, 
Proud  in  such  beaming  orbs  his  reign  to  show ; 
That  face,  vrith  tints  of  mingling  lustre  bright. 
Where  the  rose  mantled  o'er  the  living  snow; 

The  rich  redondanoe  of  that  golden  hair, 
Blighter  than  sunbeams  of  meridian  day; 
That  form  so  graceM,  and  that  handfio  fidr, 
Where  now  those  treasures?— mouldering  into 
day! 

Thns,  like  some  blossom  prematimly  toroi 
Hath  young  Perfeetion  withered  in  its  mom, 
Touched  by  the  hand  that  gathers  but  to  blight! 
Oh  I  how  oouki  Love  survive  his  bitter  tearsl 
Shed,  not  for  her,  who  mounts  to  happier  spheres, 
But  for  his  own  sad  fate,  thus  vrrapt  in  starless 
night  I 


CJJIOE!^ 

SONNET  108. 

BnndMaguasdo  Tejo  qae  psflHundo. 

Fair  Tajol  thou,  whose  calmly-flowing  tide 
Bathes  the.  fresh  verdure  of  these  lovely  plaiiM^ 
Enlivening  all  where'er  thy  waves  may  glide, 
Flowers,  herbage,  flocks,  ind  sylvan  nymphs,  and 
swains: 

Sweet  stream  I  I  know  not  when  my  steps  agiis 
Shall  tread  thy  shores ;  and  while  to  part  I  moon, 
I  have  no  hope  to  meliorate  my  pain. 
No  dream  that  whispers — ^I  may  yet  return! 

My  frowning  destiny,  whose  watchful  care 
Forbids  me  blessings,  and  ordains  despair. 
Commands  me  thus  to  leave  thee  and  repine: 
And  I  must  vainly  mourn  the  scenes  I  fly, 
And  breathe  oir  other  galetf  my  plaintive  agb. 
And  Uend  my  teats  with  other  waves  than  tliioe! 


CAMOENB. 

SONNET  93. 
TO  A  LADY  WHO  DIED  AT  SEA. 


CSian  minhaioimJIfi,  em  aqa : 

Thou,  to  whose  power  my  hopes,  my  joys,  I  gin^ 
O  fondly  loved!  my  bosom's  dearest  caral 
Earth,  which  denied  to  lend  thy  form  a  grave. 
Yields  not  one  spell  to  soothe  my  deep  despair! 


Yes!  the  wild  seas  entomb  those  charms  diriiH^ 
Daric  o'er  thy  head  th'  eternal  billows  roll ; 
But  while  one  ray  of  lifip  or  thought  is  mine^ 
Still  shalt  thou  hve^  the  inmate  of  my  sooL 

And  if  the  tones  of  my  uncultured  song 
Have  power  the  sad  remembranpp  to  pnlaog, 
Of  love  so  ardeqjt,  and  of  foith  so  puie; 
Still  shall  my  ver^e  thine  epitaph  remain, 
Still  shall  thy  charms  be  deathless  in  my  sttun. 
While  Time,  and  Love,  and  Memory  shall  eoduie. 


QAMOEmi. 

eONNlBT  19. 
Almamlnha  geaUl,  qos  Is  psitiMk 
Spirit  beloved!  whose^wingso'sooii  hath  flown 
The  joyless  precincts  of  this  eaithly  sphere^ 
Now  is  yon  heaven  eternally  thine  own, 
Whilst  I  deplore  thy  loss,  a  captive  here. 

Oh !  if  aUowed  in  thy  divine  abode 
Of  aught  on  earth  an  image  to  retain, 
Remember  still  the  fervent  lofe  which  dowed 
In  my  fond  bosom,  pure  bom  ewy  stam. 
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boo  deem  that  all  my  fidthful  grief, 

t>y  thy  lots,  and  hopeless  of  relief, 

it  thee,  sweet  native  of  the  skies! 

.  of  Heaven,  which  called  thee  soon  away, 

nay  join  thee  in  those  realmsof  day, 

as  thau  hast  vanished  firom  mine  eyes. 


CAMOENS. 

QiM  ooanho  CMO  de  amor ! 

strange  a  fate  in  love  is  mine! 
dearly  prized  the  pains  I  feel  I 
that  to  rend  my  soul  combine. 

With  avarice  I  conceal : 
d  the  world  the  tale  divine, 
t  would  then  be  deeper  wo, 
nine  is  grief  that  none  most  know. 

xtal  ears  I  may  not  dare 
i  the  cause,  the  pain  I  prove ; 
aU  plunge  in  ruin  and  despair 
Or  me,  or  her  I  love, 
loi  delights  ak>ne  to  bear 
lent,  unsuspected  wo, 
looe  shall  pity,  none  shall  know. 

buried  in  my  bosom's  urn, 
in  my  inmost  heart  concealed, 
e  alone  the  secret  mourn, 
igs  unsoothed  and  unrevealed. 
hether  happiness  or  wo, 
or  death  its  power  bestow, 
hat  none  on  earth  must  know. 


/ 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  58. 

4 

as  penas  com  que  Amor  tao  mal  me  trsia.    * 

Love,  the  tyrant  of  my  suffering  heart, 
;  enough  protract  his  votary's  days, 
tie  lustre  from  those  eye»  depart, 
Tatars  now,*  that  iasdnate  my  gaie ; 

nde  Time  the  living  roses  blight, 
r  thy  choek  their  loveliness  unfold, 
unpitying,  change  thy  tresses  bright 
ry  whiteness,  from  their  native  gold ; 

n  my  heAt  an  equal  change  will  prove, 
am  the  coldness  that  repelled  my  love, 
Bars  and  penitence  will  all  be  vain ; 
liall  see  thee  weep  for  days  gone  by, 
thy  deep  regret  and  fruitless  sigh, 
tpiest  vengeance  for  my  former  pain. 

**  Your  tfta  an  Me-tuoL^^^Shaiupeare, 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  178. 
JA  eamei,  ji  chorel  adura  gnena. 

Opt  have  I  sung  and  mourned  the  bitter  woes, 
Which  love  for  years  hath  mingled  with  my  fate. 
While  he  the  tale  forbade  me  to  disclose. 
That  taught  his  votaries  their  deluded  state. 

Nymphs !  who  dispense  Castalia's  living  stream. 
Ye,  who  from  Death  oblivion's  mantle  steal. 
Grant  me  a  strain  in  powerful  tone  supreme. 
Each  grief  by  loye  inflicted  to  reveal : 

That  those,  whose  ardent  hearts  adore  his  sway. 
May  hear  experience  breathe  a  warning  lay. 
How  false  his  smiles,  his  promises  how  vain! 
Then,  if  ye  deign  thb  eflbrt  tp  inspire. 
When  the  sad  task  is  o'er,  my  plaintive  lyre. 
Forever  hushed,  shall  slumber  in  your  fane. 


CAMOENS. 

•  SONNET  80. 
Como  quaodo  do  mar  lempeatnoso. 

Sated  fiom  the  perils  of  the  stormy  wave. 
And  fiunt  with  toil,  the  wanderer  of  the  main, 
But  just  escaped  from  shipwreck's  billowy  grave. 
Trembles  to  hear  its  horrore  named  again. 

How  warm  his  vow,  that  Ocean's  fiurest  mien 
No  more  shall  lure  him  from  the  smiles  of  home 
Yet  soon,  forgetting  each  terrific  scene. 
Once  more  he  turns,  o'er  boundless  deeps  to  roam. 

Lady !  thus  I,  who  vainly  ofl  in  flight 
Seek  refuge  from  the  dangers  of  thy  sight, 
Make  the  firm  vow,  to  shun  thee  and  be  free : 
But  my  fond  heart,  devoted  to  its  chain. 
Still  draws  me  back  where  countless  perils  reign. 
And  grief  and  ruin  spread  their  snares  for  me. 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  239. 

From  FiBlm  CXXXVa 

Em  Babylonia  ao&re  os  rioi^  quando. 

Beside  the  streams  of  Babylon,  in  tears 
Of  vain  desire,  vire  sat ;  remembering  thee, 
O  hallowed  Sion !  and  the  vanished  years. 
When  Israel's  chosen  sons  were  blest  and  free  : 

Our  harps,  neglected  and  untuned,  we  hung 
Mute  on  the  willows  of  the  stranger's  land ; 
When  songs,  like  those  that  in  thy  fanes  we  sung, 
Our  foes  demanded  from  their  captive-band. 
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How  shall  our  Toioes,  on  a  foreign  ahore, 
(We  answered  those  whose  chains  the  exile  wore,) 
The  songs  of  GK>d,  our  sacred  songs,  renew  1 
If  I  forget,  midst  grief  and  wasting  toil, 
Thee,  O  Jerusalem !  my  native  soil ! 
May  my  right-hand  forget  iU  eunrUng  too! 


CAMOENB. 

SONNET  128. 

Huma  admiraTel  herva  se  conbeoe. 

There  blooms  a  plant,  whose  gaie,  from  hoar  to 

hour, 
Still  to  the  sun  with  fond  devotion  turns, 
Wakes,  when  Creation  hails  his  dawning  power, 
And  most  expands,  when  most  her  idol  bums  j 

t 

But  when  he  seeks  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 
His  faithful  plant's  reflected  charms  decay ; 
Then  fade  her  flowers,  her  leaves  discoloured  weep, 
StiU  fondly  pining  for  the  vanished  ray. 

Thou  whom  I  k)ve,.the  daystar  of  my  sight ! 
When  thy  dear  presence  wakes  me  to  delight, 
Joy  in  my  soul  unfolds  her  fairest  flower : 
But  in  thy  heaven  of  smiles  alone  it  blooms. 
And  of  theb  light  deprived,  in  grief  consumes, 
Bom  but  to  live  within  thine  eye-beams  power. 


CAMOENI. 

Mo  msu  apsxtamenta 

Amidst  the  bitter  tears  that  fell 

In  anguish  at  my  last  farewell, 

Oh !  who  would  dream  that  joy  could  dwell, 

To  make  that  moment  bright  1 
Yet  be  my  judge,  each  heart  I  and  say, 
Which  then  could  most  my  bosom  sway. 

Affliction,  or  delight  1 

It  was,  when  Hope,  opprest  with  woes, 
Seemed  her  dim  eyes  in  death  to  close. 
That  Rapture's  brightest  beam  arose 

In  Sorrow's  darkest  night 
Thus,  if  my  soul  survive  that  hour, 
'T  is  that  my  fete  overcame  the  power 

Of  anguish  with  delight 

For  oh !  her  bve,  so  long  unknown, 
She  then  oonfest,  was  all  my  own, 
And  in  that  parting  hour  alone 

Revealed  it  to  my  sight 
And  now  what  pangs  will  rend  my  soul, 
Shodd  fortune  still,  with  stem  control. 

Forbid  me  this  delight 

I  know  not  if  my  bliss  were  vain. 
For  a]|  the  force  of  parting  pain 
Forbade  suspidous  doubts  to  reign, 
When  exiled  from  her  sight : 


Yet  now  what  doable  wo  for  me^ 
Just  at  the  dose  of  eve,  to  see 
The  dayspring  of  delight. 


CAMOENB. 

SONNET  205. 

Quem  die  que  Amor  ha  Uso^oi 

He  who  prodaims  that  Love  is  light  and  vi 
C^nddous,  crud,  false  in  all  his  ways; 
Ah  I  sure  too  well  hath  merited  his  pain, 
Too  justly  finds  him  all  he  thus  poitoaysi 

For  Love  is  pitying.  Love  is  strfl  and  kind; 
Believe  not  him  who  dares  the  tale  oppose ; 
Oh  I  deem  him  one  whom  stormy  passions  1 
One  to  whom  earth  and  heaven  may  well  b 

If  Love  bring  evils,  view  them  all  in  me ! 
Here  let  the  worid  his  utmost  rigour  see^ 
His  utmost  power  exerted  to  annoy: 
But  all  his  ire  is  still  the  ire  of  Love; 
And  such  ddight  in  aU  his  woes  I  proves 
I  would  not  change  their  pangs  for  ai^ilfl< 
joy! 


caMoems.  , 
SONNET  133. 

Doeei^  e  claru  agnas  do  Hbndega 

Waves  of  Mondego !  brilliant  and  serene, 
Haunts  of  my  thought,  where  memory  1 

strays; 
Where  hope  allured  me  with  perfidioos  mifli 
Witching  my  soul,  in  fongnleparted  days; 

Yes  I  I  forsake  your  banks ;  but  still  my  bet 
Shall  bid  remembrance  all  yoor  charms  reik 
And,  suffering  not  one  image  to  depart. 
Find  lengt|iening  distance  but  endear  yoa  n 

Let  fortune's  will,  throogh  many  a  futme  dij 
To  distant  realms  this  mortal  frame  convey. 
Sport  of  each  wind,  and  tost  on  every  wvnl 
Yet  my  fond  soul,  to  pendve  memory  true, 
On  thouglit's  light  passbn  still  shaU  fly  to  yc 
And  still,  bright  waters  I  in  your  current  lav 


CAMOEMt. 

SONNET  181. 

Onde  adisrel  lugir  tao  apsrtada 

Where  shall  I  find  some  deseit-eoene  so  ra^ 
Where  loneliness  so  undisturbed  may  reign, 
That  not  a  step  shall  ever'tfiere  introda 
Of  roving  man,  or  nature's  savage  train  1 
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tangled  thicket,  deeotate  and  drear, 
ep  wild  forest,  takni  as  the  tomb, 
ing  no  Terdure  bright,  no  Ibantain  clear, 
larkly  suited  to  my  spirit's  glooml 

there,  'midst  frowning  rocks,  alone  with  grief 
nbed  in  life,  and  hopeless  of  relief, 
lely  freedom  I  may  breathe  my  woes — 
h  I  since  nought  my  sorrows  can  allay, 
i  shall  my  sadness  cloud  no  festal  day, 
lays  of  gloom  shall  soothe  me  to  repose. 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  aro. 

Ea  Tiria  ds  fa^rimas  inoto. 

tPT  firom  every  grief,  twas  mine  to  five 
MUDS  80  sweet,  enchantments  so  divine, 
lossnd  joys  propitioiis  Love  can  give, 
I  seaioely  worth  one  rapturous  pain  of  mine. 

i  by  soli  spells,  in  dear  illuaons  blest, 
itbed  no  sigh  for  fortune  or  for  power ; 
ae  intruding  to  disturb  my  breast. 
It  entranced  in  Love's  Elysian  bower: 

•"ate,  such  transports  eager  to  destroy, 
rudely  woke  me  from  the  dream  of  joy, 
bade  the  phantoms  of  delight  begone! 
hope  and  happiness  at  once  depart, 
left  but  memory  to  distract  my  heart, 
dng  every  hour  of  bliss  for  ever  flown. 


CAM0IN8. 


Mi  Dnere  j  dnloe  queralla. 

*7o'seaxcbing  eye  can  pierce  the  veil 
rhat  o'er  my  secret  love  is  thrown; 
io  outward  signs  reveal  its  tale, 

But  to  my  bosom  known. 
Thus,  like  the  spark,  whose  vivid  fight, 
n  the  dark  flint  is  hid  fitom  sight, 

It  dwells  within,  alone. 


MBTA8TASI0. 
Danqne  ri  ifoga  in  pianta 

N  tears,  the  heart  opprestvrith  grief 

Gives  language  to  Us  woes; 
Q  tears,  its  fulness  finds  reUef, 

Whm  rapture's  tide  o'erflows  I 
¥ho  then  undouded  Miss  would  seek 

On  this  terrestrial  sphevs; 
¥bea  e'en  Defight  can  only  speak, 

like  Sorrow— in  a  (ear? 


▼INCENZIO  DA  FILICAJA. 

Ualis,  Italia!  OtacuifiwlaaoKte. 

Italia!  thou,  by  lavish  Nature  graced 
With  iU-starred  beauty,  which  to  thee  hath  been 
A  fatal  dowry,  whose  efiects  are  traced 
In  the  deep  sorrows  graven  on  thy  mien ; 

Oh!  that  more  strength,  or  fewer  charms  were 

thine. 
That  those  might  fear  thee  more,  or  love  thee  less, 
Who  seem  to  worship  at  thy  beauty's  shrine, 
Then  leave  thee  to  the  death-pang's  bitterness! 

Not  then  the  herds  of  Gaul  would  drain  the  tide 
Of  that  Eridanus  thy  blood  hath  dyed; 
Nor  from  the  Alps  would  legions,  still  renewed, 
Pour  down;  nor  wouldst  thou  wield  a  foreign 

brand, 
Nor  fight  thy  battles  vrith  the  stranger's  hand, 
Still  doomed  to  serve,  subduing  or  subdued  t 


I>A8T0RINI. 

Genova  mla,  ae  con  aadotto  dgOa 

If  thus  thy  fallen  grandeur  I  behold. 
My  native  (Senoa!  with  a  tearless  eye. 
Think  not  thy  son's  ungrateful  heart  is  cold. 
But  know — I  deem  rebeUious  every,  sigh  1 

Thy  glorious  ruins  proudly  I  survey. 
Trophies  of  firm  resolve,  of  patriot  might ! 
And  in  each  trace  of  devastation's  way 

Thy  worth,  thy  courage,  meet  my  wandering  sight 

• 

Triumphs  far  less  than  sufi*ering  virtue  shine  I 
And  on  the  spoilers  high  revenge  is  thine. 
While  thy  strong  spirit  unsubdued  remains. 
And  lo!  fiur  Liberty  rejoicing  flies, 
To  kiss  each  noble  relic,  while  she  cries, 
"Hail!  though  in  ruhu,  thou  vfert  n^er  in 
cAotnsr 


LOPE  DE  YSOA. 


Let  the  vain  courtier  waste  his  days, 
Lured  by  the  charms  that  wealth  displays. 

The  couch  of  down,  the  board  of  costly  ftre; 
Be  his  to  kiss  th'  ungrateful  hand. 
That  waves  the  sceptre  of  command. 

And  rear  full  many  a  palace  in  the  air; 
Whilst  I  enjoy,  aU  unconfined, 
The  glowing  sun,  the  genial  wind, 

And  tranquil  hours,  to  rustic  toil  assigned; 
And  priie  far  more,  in  peace  and  health, 

Contented  indigence,  than  joykss  wealth. 


•._ 
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Not  mine  in  Fortune's  hce  to  bend, 

At  Grancleur's  altar  to  attend, 
Reflect  his  smile,  and  tremble  at  his  frown; 

Nor  mine  a  fond  aspiring  thought, 

A  wish,  a  sigh,  a  vision,  firaught 
With  Fame's  bright  phantom,  Glory's  deathless 
crown! 

Nectareous  draughts  and  viands  pure, 

Luxuriant  nature  will  ensure ; 

These  the  clear  fount,  and  fertile  field, 

Still  to  the  wearied  shepherd  yield ; 

And  when  repose  and  visions  reign, 
-Then  we  are  equals  all,  the  monarch  and  the 
swain. 


FRANCISCO  MANUBL. 

ON  ASCENDING  A  HILL  LEADING  TO 
A  CONVENT. 

No  bftzes  temeroso^  o  peregrino. 

Pause  not  with  lingering  foot,  O  pilgrim,  here; 
Pierce  the  deep  shadows  of  the  mountain-side ; 
Firm  be  thy  step,  thy  heart  unknown  to  fear. 
To  brighter  worlds  this  thorny  path  will  guide. 

Soon  shall  thy  feet  approach  the  calm  abode^ 
So  near  the  mansions  of  supreme  delight; 
Pause  not — but  tread  this  consecrated  road, 
'T  is  the  dark  basis  of  the  heavenly  height. 

Behold,  to  cheer  thee  on  the  toilsome  way. 
How  many  a  fountain  glitters  down  the  hill  I 
Pure  gales,  inviting,  softly  round  thee  play, 
Bright  sunshine  guides — and  wilt  Uiou  linger 

stiU? 
Oh!  enter  there,  where,  freed  from  human  strife, 
Hope  is  reality,  and  tiine  is  life. 


DELLA  CASA. 

VENICE. 

Uuati  palazzi,  e  queiw  logge  at  oolte, 

These  marble  domes,  by  wealth  and  genius  graced 
With  sculptured  forms,  bright  hues,  and  Parian 

stone. 
Were  once  rude  cabins  'midst  a  lonely  waste, 
Wild  shorM  of  solitude,  and  isles  unknown. 

Pure  from  each  vice,  't  was  here  a  virtuous  train. 
Fearless  in  fragile  barks  explored  the  sea ; 
Not  theirs  a  wish  to  conquer  or  to  reign, 
They  sought  these  island-precincts — to  be  free. 

Ne'er  in  their  souls  ambition's  flame  arose, 
No  dream  of  avarice  broke  their  calm  repose; 
Fraud,  more  than  death  abhorred  each  artless 
breast: 


Oh!  now,  since  Fortune  gikis  their  br%fatflBiBg 

Let  not  those  virtues  languish  and  decay, 
O'erwhelmed  by  luxury,  and  by  wealth  opfvaCl 


IL  MARCHESS  CORNELIO  BENTIVOGLia 

L'anhnA  beOa,  che  daI'Vero  Bin. 

The  sainted  spirit,  which  from  bfiss  on  hi|^ 
Descends  like  dayspring  to  my  lawnired  agfat 
Shines  in  such  noontide  radiance  of  the  sky. 
Scarce  do  I  know  that  form,  intensely  bright! 

But  with  the  sweetness  of  her  well-known  smile. 
That -smile  of  peace!  she  bids  my  doubts  deptit. 
And  takes  my  hand,  and  softly  speaks  the  whiie^ 
And  heaven's  full  glory  pictures  to  my  heait 

Beams  of  that  heaven  in  her  my  eyes  bdioU, 
And  now,  e'en  now,  in  thought  my  wingi  unfold 
To  soar  with  her  and  mingle  with  the  Uest! 
But  ah!  so  swift  her  buoyant  pinion  flies, 
That  I,  in  vain  aspiring  to  the  skies. 
Fall  to  my  native  sphere  by  earthly  bonds  depnst 

METASTASia 

M  furor  d^arvena  aocte. 

He  shall  not  dread  Misfortune's  angry  mien. 
Nor  feebly  sink  beneath  her  tempest  rude. 
Whose  soul  hath  learned,  through  many  a  tryinf 

scene. 
To  smile  at  ftte,  and  su£Eer  unsubdued. 

In  the  roagh  school  of  billows,  clouds,  and 
Nursed  and  matured,  the  pilot  learns  hb  ait: 
Thus  Fate's  dread  ire,  by  many  a  oooflkt  Ibnni 
The  lofty  spirit  and  enduring  heart ! 


METABTASIO. 

QneOa  onida  che  ndna. 

The  torrent-wave,  that  breaks  with  feroe 
Impetuous  down  the  Alpine  height, 
Complains  and  struggles  in  its  ooune. 
But  sparkles,  as  the  diamond  bright 

The  stream  in  shadowy  valley  deep 
May  slumber  in  its  narrow  bed; 
But  silent  in  unbroken  sleep, 
Its  lustre  and  its  life  are  fled. 


METABTASIO. 

Loggladn  ran,  la  cal  pure  feffia. 
Sweet  rose!  whose  tender  foliage  to  expand, 
Her  fostering  dews  the  pooming  lightly  shed, 
Whilst  gales  of  balmly  breath  thy  bkMsoiv  hsuA 
And  o'er  thy  leaves  the  soft  sufloaioD  tpnad ; 
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1  whose  care  withdrew  thee  from  the 

rt  woridfl  thy  fayoiired  charms  hath 

;  buds,  with  grace  perennial  crowned, 
athe  and  bloom,  released  from  every 


emoved,  and  now,  transplanted  flower ! 
>  more  to  blast  or  tempest  rude, 
rith  tenderest  care  firom  frost  or  shower, 
rough  season's  chill  vicissitude, 
hj  form  in  bowers  of  peace  assume 
ragranoe,  and  unwithering  bloom. 


METABTASIO. 

s  speii,  instabil  Dea,  di  nsri  e  ipiiM. 

why  thus,  where'er  my  footsteps  tread, 
■ch  path  with  thorns  and  rocks  Uke 

bott  that  /  thy  threatening  mien  shall 

pant  thy  waving  locks  to  seize  1 

i  frown  severe,  the  menace  rude, 
spirits  that  confess  thy  sway  1 
It  soul  could  triumph  unsubdued, 
vide  universe  destruction's  prey. 

oflicts  new,  in  toils  untried; 
)  long  thine  utmost  power  defied, 
I  fresh  energies  from  every  fight, 
rude  strokes  of  hammers  and  the  wheel, 
successive  shock  the  tempered  steel 
!y  piercing  proves,  more  dazzling  bright 


META8TA8I0. 
Pariagti  d*  on  perigUa 

thoQ  to  Love  of  danger  speakl — 
his  eyes,  to  perils  blind  1 
Km  from  Love  a  reason  seekT — 
Id  of  wajTward  mind ! 

doubt,  a  jealous  fear, 
I  once— the  task  is  o'er ; 
I  keen,  his  sight  is  clear, 
1  infant,  blind  no  more. 


META8TABI0. 

il  furor  ddveota 

n>iNO  'midst  the  wintiy  skies,' 
the  firm  oak  his  vigorous  fi>rm, 
tarn  in  rugged  strength,  defies 
lie  rushing  of  the  storm; 


Then  severed  from  his  native  shore. 
O'er  ocean-worlds  the  sail  to  bear, 
StiU  with  those  winds  he  braved  beforei 
He  proudly  struggles  there. 


M£TA8TA8I0. 

Sol  pod  dlr  che  ^ccmtenta 

Oh  !  those  alone,  whose  severed  hearts 
Have  mourned  through  lingering  years  in  vain, 
Can  tell  what  bliss  fond  love  imparts, 
When  Pate  unites  theoi  once  again : 

Sweet  is  the  sigh,  and  blest  the  tear. 
Whose  language  hails  that  moment  bright, 
When  past  afflictions  but  endear 
The  presence  of  delightl 


METABTASIO. 

Ah !  franate  1  piaiito  imbeUe. 

Ah!  cease— those  fruitless  tears  restrain, 
I  go  misfortune  to  defy. 
To  smile  at  fate  with  proud  disdain. 
To  triumph— not  to  die! 

I  with  fresh  laurels  go  to  crown 
My  closing  days  at  last. 
Securing  all  the  bright  renown 
Acquired  in  dangers  past 


aUEYEDO. 

ROME  BURIED  IN  HER  OWN  RUINS. 

Boieaa  en  Roma  a  Roma,  6  pengrinol 

Amidst  these  scenes,  O  pilgrim !   seek'st  tboa 

Rome? 
Vain  is  thy  seareh — the  pomp  of  Rome  is  fled; 
Her  silent  Aventine  is  gbry's  tomb ; 
Her  walls,  her  shrines,  but  relics  of  the  dead. 

That  hill  where  Cesars -dwelt  in  other  days 
Forsaken  mourns,  where  onoe  it  towered  snl^ 

lime; 
Each  mouldering  medal  now  far  less  disphys 
The  triumphs  won  by  Latium,  than  by  Time^ 

Tiber  alone  survives — the  passing  wave. 

That  bathed  her  towen,  now  murmnrs  by  her 

Wailing,  wiUrfJaintive  sounds,  her  fiiOen  fimet. 
Rome!  of  thine  ancient  grandeurall  b  past, 
That  seemed  for  jrears  eternal  framed  to  last, 
Nought  but  the  wave,  a  fugitive — remains. 
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BL  COVDB  JUAM  Dl  TMStBlfL 
Tu,  qiM  la  dnloe  yida  en  tleroos  ancML 

Tbod,  who  hast  fled  bam  life's  enchanted  howeis, 
In  youth's  gay  spring,  in  beauty's  glowing  mom, 
Leaving  thy  bright  array,  thy  poth  of  flowers, 
For  the  rude  convent-garb,  and  couch  of  thorn; 

Thou  that,  escaping  from  a  world  of  cares, 
Hast  found  thy  haven  in  devotion's  ftne, 
As  to  the  port  the  fearful  bark  repairs. 
To  shun  the  midnight  perils  of  the  main; 

Now  the  glad  hymn,  the  strain  of  rapture  pour, 
While  on  thy  soul  the  beams  of  glory  lisel 
For  if  the  pilot  hail  the  welcome  shore. 
With  shouts  of  triumph  swelling  to  the  skies; 
Oh!  how  shouldst  thou  the  exulting  pean  raises 
Now  heaven's  bright  harbour  opens  on  thy  gaie. 


T0RQ,U1T0  TA880. 

N«gU  axmi  aceibi  Cool,  purpurea! 

Thou  in  thy  mom  wert  like  a  glowing  rose, 
To  the  mild  sunshine  only  half  displayed, 
That  shunned  its  bashful  graces  to  disclose, 
And  in  its  vale  of  verdure  sought  a  shade ; 

• 

Or  like  Aurora  did  thy  charms  appear, 

(Since  mortal  form  ne'er  vied  with  aught  so  bright,) 

Aurora,  smiling  from  her  tranquil  sphere. 

O'er  vale  and  mountain  shedding  dew  and  light; 

Now  riper  years  have  doomed  no  grace  to  fiide, 
Nor  youthful  charms,  in  all  their  pride  arrayed, 
Excel,  or  equal  thy  neglected  form. 
Thus,  full  expanded,  fovelier  is  the  flower. 
And  the  bright  day-«tar,  in  ito  noontide  hour, 
More  brilliant  shines,  in  genial  radiance  warm. 


BERMARDO  TAS80. 
QoeitP  andira  che  gianmial  IMQ  vide  n  sola. 

This  green  recess,  where  through  the  boweiy 

gloom 
Ne'er  e'en  at  noontide  hours  the  sunbe^un  played. 
Where  violet  beds  in  soft  luxuriance  bloom, 
'Midst  the  cool  freshness  of  the  myrtle-shade; 

Where  through  the  grass  a  sparkling  fountain 

steals, 
Whose  murmuring  wave^  transparent  as  it  flows^ 
No  more  its  bed  of  yellow  sand  conceals. 
Than  the  pure  crystal  hides  the  glowing  rose ; 

This  bower  of  peace,  thou  soother  of  our  care, 
God  of  soft  slumbers,  and  of  visions  lair! 
A  fowly  shepherd  consecrates  to  thee ! 


Thenbiea^  around  some  spell  of  deep  leposi, 
And  charm  his  eyes  in  bafany  dew  to  ckise, 
Those  eyes,  fiitigaed  with  gne^  fftuoi  tear-dfop 
never  free. 


PBTRASCB. 

OhivQol  vidsr  qaamiMiae  paA  i 

Thod  that  wouldst  mark,  in  fbm  of  hmnaii  Urlh, 
All  heaven  and  nature's  perfect  skill  combined, 
Come  gaze  on  her,  the  day-star  of  the  earth, 
Dazzling  not  me  alone,  but  all  mankind: 

And  haste!  for  death,  who  spares  the  gnihy  long, 
First  calls  the  brightest  and  the  best  away; 
And  to  her  home,  amidst  the  cherub-throng 
The  angelic  mortal  flies,  and  will  not  stay! 


Haste!  and  each  outward  chaim,  each 

grace, 
In  one  consmnmate  fona  thine  eye  shaD  tiaoi^ 
Model  of  lovelinfiss,  for  earth  too  fidr  I 
Then  thou  shalt  own,  how  &int  my  volivs  layi^ 
My  spirit  dazzled  by  perfection's  Maze- 
But  if  thou  stilidelay,  for  long  icgret  prqara 


PETRARCH. 

Be  hmentar  angelU,  o  veidi  fronda. 

If  to  the  sighing  breeze  of  summer4M>urB 
Bend  the'green  leaves ;  if  mourns  a  plaintive  bod,* 
Or  from  some  fount's  cool  margin,  fringed  iritk 

flowers, 
The  soothing  murmur  of  the  wave  ■§  heard; 

Her,  whom  the  heavens  reveal,  the  eaith  deniei, 
I  see  and  hearr  though  dwelling  far  above. 
Her  s[nrit,  still  responsive  to  my  sighs. 
Visits  the  kme  retreat  of  pendve  bve. 

"  Why  thus  in  grief  consume  each  fruitfesi  day," 
(Her  gentle  accents  thus  divinely  say,) 
"  While  firom  thine  eyes  the  tear  unceasing  flo*>) 
Weep  not  for  me,  who,  h««tAy>iirtg  on  my  flight, 
Died,  to  be  deathless;  and  on  heavenly  fight 
¥rhose  eyes  but  opened,  when  they  seemed  to 
ckMeP 


TBRBI  aPAQNDOLI  DI  PIBTRO  BBMBO. 

OMoene!  qMUMteMr. 

Thou,  the  stem  monarch  of  dismay; 
Whom  nature  trembles  to  survey, 
OhDdiath!  tome,  the  child  of  giio( 
Thy  weleome  power  would  bring  fslief, 
Changing  to  peaceful  slumber  many  acavs. 
And  though  thy  stroke  may  thritt  with  pab 
Each  throbbing  pulse,  each  quivering  tein; 
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Dgi  that  bid  ezittence  close, 

re  axe  &r  le«  keen  than  those, 

Mid  ita  liDgexing  momenta  with  defpair. 


FRANCEaCO  LORfiNIIKI. 

O  Zefintto^  die  moreodo  vaL 

the  bnae  I  whoae  dewy  piniona  light 
itlj  roond  the  tree  I  planted  here, 
her,  whoae  soul  hath  winged  ita  flight 
ire  ether  of  her  lofty  sphere; 

eare,  soft  spirit  of  the  gale ! 
I  kaves  in  snmmer's  noontide  hoar; 
care,  that  wintry  tempests  fid! 
ts  honours  firom  the  sylvan  bower. 

U  it  spread,  and  rear  th'  aspiring  form, 
le  wood,  secure  firom  every  storm, 
ith  her  name,  a  consecrated  tree  I 
ly  lord,  the  monarch  of  the  wind, 
1  rade  chaina  thy  tender  pinions  bind, 
thee  still  to  rove,  a  wanderer  wild  and 


OBSaNfiB. 

MORNING  SONG. 
WUkommeo,  fnihe  morgeoionn. 

iming  son,  thus  early  bright ; 
sweet  dawn !  thou  younger  day! 
the  dark  woods  that  fringe  the  height 
m  ibith,  e'en  now,  thy  ray. 

the  dew,  it  sparkles  clear, 
the  water's  glittering  fall, 
ind  joy,  and  health  appear, 
t  morning!  at  thy  call. 

Sresh  breezes  lightly  spring 
B  of  fragrance,  where  they  lay, 
g  wild  on  dewy  wing,        * 
\  alumber  far  away. 

dreams,  in  swift  retreat, 
each  mind  withdraw  their  spell, 
young  loves  delighted  meet, 
t's  cheek  to  dwell. 


hyr!  kiss  each  opening  flower, 
it  spirit  make  thine  own; 
g  thy  way  to  Rosa's  bower, 
ler  light  sleep  b  flown. 

r  her  downy  pillow,  fly, 
■weet  maid  to  Mfe  and  day; 
1  her  balmy  lip  a  sigh, 
o*er  her  bosom  play ; 


And  whisper,  when  her  eyes  unveil. 
That  I,  since  morning's  earliest  call, 
Have  sighed  her  name  to  every  galSi 
By  the  lone  waterfall 


OBRMAN  BONO. 
Bladchen,  leroet  Amor  kennen. 
Listen,  fair  maid,  my  song  shall  tell 
How  Love  may  still  be  known  full  well, 

Hb  looks  the  traitor  prove : 
Dost  thou  not  see  that  absent  smile. 
That  fiery  glance  replete  with  guile  1 
Oh!  doubt  not  then — 't  is  Love. 

When  varying  still  the  sly  disguise, 
Child  of  caprice,  he  laughs  and  cries. 

Or  with  complaint  would  move ; 
To  day  is  bold,  to-morrow  shy. 
Changing  each  hour,  he  knows  not  why, 

Oh !  doubt  not  then — 't  is  Love. 

There's  magic  in  his  every  wile, 
His  lips,  well  practised  to  beguile, 

Breathe  roses  when  they  move ; 
See,  now  with  sudden  rage  he  bums. 
Disdains,  implores,  commands,  by  turns ; 

Oh !  doubt  not  then — 't  is  Love. 

He  comes,,  without  the  bow  and  dart. 
That  spare  not  e'en  the  purest  heart ; 

His  looks  the  traitor  prove ; 
That  glance  is  fire,  that  mien  is  guile, 
Deceit  is  lurking  in  that  smile. 

Oh!  trust  him  not — 't  is  Love! 


CHAULIEU. 

Grotta,  d'ou  tort  se  dair  ndaeaiL 
Thou  grot,  whence  flows  this  limpid  spring. 
Its  margin  fringed  vrith  moss  and  flowers. 
Still  bid  its  voice  of  murmurs  bring 
Peace  to  thy  musing  hours. 

Sweet  Fontenay!  where  first  for  me 
The  day-spring  of  existence  rose, 
Soon  shall  my  dust  return  to  thee. 
And  'midst  my  sires  repose. 

Muses,  that  watched  my  childhood's  mom, 
'Midst  these  wild  haunts,  with  guardian  eye. 
Fair  trees,  that  here  beheld  me  bom. 
Soon  ahall  ye  see  me  die. 


OARCILASO  DE  LA  TBOA. 

.    Coged  da  vneitra  akgie  primavcn. 
Enjot  ^e  sweets  of  life's  luxuriant  May, 
Ere  envious  Age  is  hastening  on  his  way. 
With  snowy  wreaths  to  crown  the  beauteous  brow 
The  rose  will  fiide  when  storms  assail  the  year. 
And  Time,  who  changeth  not  hb  swift  career, 
'Constant  in  thb,  vrill  ehan^«  «1Sl «^gH&\M^icm\> 
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J^i0celUneott0  l^oemo. 


THE  TREASURES  OP  THE  DEEP. 

What  hid^st  thou  in' thy  treasure-cavea  and  celkl 
ThoQ  hoUow-sounding  and  mysterious  main ! 
— Pale  glistening  pearls,   and  rainbow-coloured 

shells, 
Bright  things  which  gleam  unrecked-o^  and  in 

vain! 
«— Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  melancholy  sea ! 
We  ask  not  such  from  thee. 

Yet  more,  the  depths  have  more ! — what  wealth 

untold. 
Far  down,  and  shining  through  their  stillness  lies ! 
Thou  hast  the  starry  gems,  the  burning  gold, 
Won  from  ten  thousand  royal  Argosies! 
—Sweep  o'er  thy  spoils,  thou  wild  and  wrathful 

main! 
Earth  claims  not  tkeae  again. 

Yet  more,  the  depths  have  more!  thy  waves  have 

rolled 
Above  the  cities  of  a  world  gone  by ! 
Sand  hath  filled  up  the  palaces  of  old, 
Sea-weed  o'ergrown  the  halla  of  revelry. 
— Dash  o'er  them,  ocean!  in  thy  scornful  play ! 
Man  yields  them  to  decay. 

Yet  more!  the  billows  and  the  depths  have  more ! 
High  hearts  and  brave  are  gathered  to  thy  breast ! 
They  hear  not  now  the  booming  waters  roar, 
The  battle-thunders  will  not  break  their  rest. 
—Keep  thy  red  gold  and  gems,  thou  stormy  grave  1 
Grive  back  the  true  and  brave  I 

€Kve  back  the  lost  and  lovely ! — those  for  whom 
The  place  was  kept  at  board  and  hearth  so  long. 
The  prayer  went  up  through  midnight's  breathless 

gloom. 
And  the  vain  yearning  woke  'midst  festal  song ! 
Hold  fust  thy  buried  isles,  thy  towers  o'erthrown — 
But  all  is  not  thine  own. 

To  thee  the  k>ve  of  woman  hath  gone  down, 
Dark  flow  thy  tides  o'er  manhood's  noble  hiad. 
O'er  youth's  bright  locks,  and  beauty's  flowery 

crown, 
— ^Yet  must  thou  hear  a  voice — ^restore  the  dead! 
Earth  shall  reclaim  her  precious  things  fiomthee! 
-^-Restore  the  dead,  thou  sea! 


BRING  FLOWERS. 

Bring  flowers,  young  flowers,  for  the  festal  board, 
To  wreathe  the  cup  ere  the  wine  is  poured; 
Bring  flowers!  they  are  springing  in  wood  and 

vale, 
Their  bmuh  floats  out  on  the  southern  gale. 


And  Mie  touch  of  the  sunbeam  hath  waked  flu 

rose. 
To  deck  the  hall  where  the  bright  wine  flows. 

Bring  flowers  to  strew  in  the  conqueroi^s  path^ 
He  hath  shaken  thrones  with  his  stormy  wrath! 
He  comes  with  the  spoils  of  nations  back, 
The  vines  lie  crushed  in  his  chariot's  track, 
The  turf  looks  red  where  he  won  the  day — 
Bring  flowers  to  die  in  the  conqueror's  way  I 

Bring  flowers  to  the  captive's  lonely  odi, 
They  have  tales  of  the  joyous  woods  to  teD; 
Of  the  free  blue  streams,  and  the  glowing  iky 
And  the  bright  world  shut  from  his  languid  eye; 
They  will  bear  him  a  thought  of  the  suniiy  hoon^ 
And  a  dream  of  his  youth — bring  him  flini«% 
wild  flowers ! 

Bring  flowers,  fresh  flowers,  iar  the  bride  to  wtsr! 
They  were  bom  to  blush  in  her  shining  hair. 
She  is  leaving  the  home  of  her  childhood's  miithl 
She  hath  bid  &rewcll  lo  her  lather's  health, 
Her  place  is  now  by  another's  side- 
Bring  flowers  for  the  locks  of  the  fair  young  bodtl 

Bring  flowers,  pale  flowers,  o'er  the  bier  to  shed, 

A  crown  for  the  brow  of  the  early  dead ! 

For  this  through  its  leaves  hath  the  white-iai 

burst. 
For  this  in  the  woods  was  the  violet  noned. 
Though  they  smile  in  vain  for  what  once  was  ov^ 
They  are  love's  List  gift — ^bring  ye  floweis,  lisle 

flowers! 

Bring  flowers  to  the  shrine  where  we  knsri  in 

prayer, 
They  are  nature's  ofiering,  their  place  'mtkml 
They  speak  #f  hope  to  the  fainting  heait, 
With  a  voice  of  promise  they  come  and  part, 
They  sleep  in  dust  through  the  wintry  houn, 
They  break  forth  in  gbry — bring  floweis,  la^ 

flowers! 


THE  CRUSADER'S  RETURN. 


"Alai!  the  moUwr  that  him  ban, 
If  riie  had  been  in  pnseDce  therc^ 
In  his  win  dkeeksand  aunbamt  htii, 

Bhe  bad  not  known  her  chikL* 


Rest,  pilgrim,  rest !— thou  'it  fhxn  the  Syritii  \»a^ 
Thou 'rt  from  the  wild  and  WQDdmut  eait  J  koov 


MIBCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


969 


»i]g-withered  palm-branch  in  thy  hand^ 
the  darknenof  thy  sunburnt  brow, 
e  bright,  the  beautiful,  who  part, 
f  hope,  fiir  that  far  country's  bourne! 
B  weary  and  the  changed  in  heart, 
med  in  aspect,  who  like  thee  retumi 

fidnt — stay,  rest  thee  from  thy  toils  at 

the  high  chesnuts  lightly  plays  the 
le, 

B  gleam  out,  the  Ave  hour  is  passed, 
>r's  hymn  hath  died  along  the  seas. 

fidnt  and  worn — hear'st  thou  the  ibun- 
welling 

ray  pillaxs  of  yon  ruined  shriiie  7 
u  the  dewy  grapes,  before  thee  swelling  1 
it  hath  left  me  trained  that  loaded  vine  1 

%  child  when  thus  the  bower  he  wove, 
th  a  day  fled  since  his  childhood's  time  1) 
light  sit  and  hear  thd  sound  I  love, 
its  shade — the  convent's  vesper-^hime. 
hou  there ! — for  he  was  gentle  ever ; 
s  glad  voice  he  would  have  welcomed 

ight  fresh  firuits  to  cool  thy  parched  lips' 

in  his  place  thou  'rt  lasting — ^where  is  he  1 

I  bear  that  laughing  voice  again, 
again! — how  oft  it  wanders  by, 

II  hours,  like  some  remembered  straiq, 
g  \he  heart  with  its  veild  melody ! 

hast  seen  much,  tired  pilgrim !  Cast  thou 

ur  land,  the  chosen  land  of  yore, 
—my  Guido — with  the  fiery  mien, 
dark  eye  of  this  Italian  shore  7 

c,  clear,  lightning  eye ! — on  Heaven  and 


if  man  were  not  dust — it  smiled ! 
r  air  seemed  kindling  with  his  mirth, 
tny  heart  grew  young  before  my  child ! 
ed  child  I — I  had  but  bim — yet  be 
my  home  e'en  with  o'erfiowing  j(^, 
ighter,  and  wild  song,  and  footstep  free— 
}  is  he  now  7 — my  pride,  my  flower,  my  boy ! 

ly  childhood  melted  from  my  sight, 
)ring  dew-drop — then  his  forehead  wore 
sr  look — his  eye  a  keener  light — 
r  these  woods  might  be  his  world  no  more ! 
me— -but  he  left  me ! — thus  they  go, 
re  have  reared,  watched,  blessed,  too  much 
ed! 

1  the  trumpet  of  the. red-cross  bbw, 
tided  from  me  with  his  father's  sword ! 


Thou  weep'st — I  tremble^  thou  hast  seen  the  slain 
Pressing  a  bkxxly  turf;  the  young  and  fair,  ** 
With  their  pale  beauty  strewing  o'er  the  plain 
Where  hosts  have  met — speak  I  answer ! — was  A« 

there  7 
Oh  1  hath  his  smile  departed  7 — Could  the  grave 
Shut  o'er  those  bursts  of  bright  and  tameless  glee  7 
— No !  I  shall  yet  behold  his  dark  locks  wav^— 
That  look  gives  hope— I  knew  it  could  not  be ! 

Still  weep'st  thou,  wanderer7 — some  fond  mother's 

glance 
O'er  thee  too  brooded  in  thine  early  years — 
Think'st  thou  of  her,  whose  gentle  eye,  perehance, 
Bathed  all  thy  faded  hair  with  parting  tears  7 
Speak,  for  thy  tears  disturb  me ! — what  art  thou  ? 
Why  dost  thou  hide  thy  face,  yet  weeping  on  7 
Look  up !— oh !  is  it — that  wan  cheek  and  brow  I — 
Is  it — alas !  yet  joy ! — my  son,  my  son ! 


THEKLA'S  SONG ;  OR,  THE  VOICE  OF 

A  SPIRIT. 

FBOM  THE  GERMAN  OP  SCHILLER. 

• 

This  Soog  is  add  to  have  been  composed  by  Schiller  In  an- 
ewer  to  the  inquiries  of  hia  friends  raqxIcUng  the  late  of 
TTteJcla,  whoao  beautiful  character  is  withdrawn  from  the 
tragedy  of  "  Wallcnstein's  Death,"  aAer  her  resolution  to  vi- 
sit the  grave  of  her  lover  is  made  known 

"Tis  not  merely 

The  human  being's  pride  that  peoples  space 
Withjife  and  mystical  predominance ; 
Since  likewiso  for  the  stricken  heart  of  tote 
This  visible  nature,  and  this  common  world, 
Are  all  too  narrow." 

CUeridge'a  Translation  of  WalUnttetn. 

Ask'st  thou  my  home  7 — my  pathway  wouldst 

thou  know,  ' 
When  from  thine  eye  my  floating  shadow  passed  7 
Was  not  my  work  fulfilled  and  closed  bebw  7 
Had  I  not  hye^  and  loved  7 — my  lot  was  cast 

Wouldst  thou  ask  where  the  nightingale  is  gone, 

That  melting  into  song  her  soul,  away, 

Gave  the  spring-breeze  what  witched  thee  in  its 

tone  7 
— But  while  she  loved,  she  lived,  in  that  deep  lay ! 

Think'st  thou  my  heart  its  lost  one  hath  not  found  7 
— Yes !  we  are  one,  oh  1  trust  roe,  wo  have  met. 
Where  nought  again  may  part  what  love  hath  bound. 
Where  falls  no  tear,  and  whispers  no  regret. 

There  shalt  thou  find  us,  there  with  us  be  blest. 
If  as  our  love  thy  love  is  pure  and  true  I 
There  dwells  my  father,*  sinless  and  at  rest, 
Where  the  fierce  murderer  may  no  more  pursue. 

-WaltanaaVsu 
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Andiidl  IwCkIb,  nocmirof  thedait 
DfCf«r  to  Che  ilan  of  Hcswen 
Theie  il  m  widi  oi,  e'en  as  ■ 
He  thrt  lifc no,  »  —r  tiie  hdy  <ihqi> 


TbcndMJI  eMh  isefiiif  beaotifiil  mud  high, 
KoepUe  oir««  prooiie  of  iff  cutfalj  day ; 
— Oh!  fear thoQ  not  to  dnam  with  waking  eye! 
TTbeie  Kea  deep  mraning  oA  in  chiUMh  plaj. 


I 

Of 

I 

With 

Thne'sa 


thee  I— iik  hit  the 


For  it  mIls  what  the 
And  tfaoo— there's  a  dark 
— Bacfctothj 


KNil  hith  doael 


andpraj! 


THE  REVELLERS. 

RiMO,  joyous  dMxds  l^^ring  oat  again ! 
A  swifter  itill,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 
They  are  here    the  fiurfece  and  the  careless  heart, 
And  stars  shall  wane  eie  the  miithfiil  part 
— Bot  I  met  a  dimly  monmfal  glance, 
In  a  sudden  turn  of  the  flying  dance ; 
I  heard  the  tone  of  heayy  sigh, 
In  a  paoae  of  the  thrilling  melody ! 
And  it  is  not  well  that  wo  should  breathe 
On  the  bright  spring-flowers  of  the  festal  wreath ! 
—Ye  that  to  thooght  or  to  grief  belong, 
Leave,  leave  the  haD  of  song ! 

Ring,  joyous  chords ! — but  who  art  Ihou 
With  the  shadowy  locks  o'er  thy  pale  yoong  brow, 
And  the  worid  of  dreamy  gloom  that  lies 
In  the  misty  depths  of  thy  soft  dark  eyes  1 
—Thou  hast  loved,  lair  girl!  thou  hast  kyved  too 

Weill 
Thoo  art  mourning  now  o'er  a  broken  spell ; 
Thoo  hast  potired  thy  heart's  rich  treasares  forth, 
And  art  nnrepaid  for  their  priceless  worth ! 
Mourn  on  I — ^yet  come  thou  not  here  the  while. 
It  is  but  a  pain  to  see  thee  smile  I 
There  is  not  a  tone  in  our  songs  for  thee— 
— Home  with  thy  sorrows  flee  1 

Ring,  joyous  chords ! — ring  out  again  I 
—But  what  dost  thou  with  the  Revel's  train  1 
A  silvery  voice  through  the  soft  air  floats, 
But  thou  hast  no  part  in  the  gladdening  notes ; 
There  are  bright  young  faces  that  pass  thee  by, 
But  they  fbi  no  gUnce  of  thy  wandering  eye ! 
Away !  there's  a  void  in  thy  yearning  breast, 
Thou  weary  nutn I  wilt  thou  here  find  resti 
Away  I  for  thy  thoughts  from  the  scene  have  fled, 
And  the  k>ve  of  thy  spirit  is  with  the  dead !    . 
Thou  art  but  more  lone  'midst  the  sounds  of  mirth — 
—Back  to  thy  silent  hearth  I 

Ring,  joyous  chords ! — ring  forth  again  1 

A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain  I 

— But  thoUf  though  a  reckless  mien  be  thine. 

And  thy  cup  be  crowned  with  the  foaming  wine. 

By  the  fitful  bursts  of  thy  laughter  loud, 

By  thine  eye's  quick  flash  through  its  troubled  ck>ud, 


Ring,  joyooB  choidsS — ring  oat  again! 

A  swifter  stil,  and  a  wider  fliain ! 

And  bring  fresh  wreaths! — iPBwfl 

Sate  the  fine  in  heart  feoa  oar  featife  haB. 

On  through  the  maaeof  the  fleet  daBee,aa! 

— Bot  where  are  the  young  and  the  ksalyW 

gone! 
Where  are  the  brows  with  the  red  loae  crewnei, 
And  the  floating  forms  with  the  bright  aow  boandl 
And  the  waving  locks  and  the  fl|ying  feel, 
That  stiO  shooU  be  where  the  Dirthfbl  Mstl 
— They  are  gone— they  are  fled— 4hey  aic  paitoi 


— Ahtf!  the  feciaken  haH ! 


THE  CONaiJEROR'S  SLEEP. 

Sleep  'midst  thy  banners  furled ! 
Yes  I  thou  art  there,  upon  thy  buckler  lying, 
With  the  soft  wind  unfeh  around  thee  sighing, 
Thou  chief  of  hosts,  whose  trumpet  shakes  the 

worid ! 
Sleep  while  the  babe  sleeps  on  its  mother's  bresi^ 
— Oh !  strong  is  night — ^finr  thou  too  art  at  rut! 

Stilhiess  hath  smoothed  thy  brow, 
And  now  might  fove  keep  timid  vigib  by  thae, 
Now  might  the  foe  with  stealthy  foot  dnw  nigh 

thee, 
Alike  unconscious  and  defenoeleas.thoa ! 
Tread  lightly,  watchers  1— now  the  field  is  woo, 
Break  not  the  rest  of  nature's  weary  son! 

Perchance  some  lovely  dream 
Badifhim  thy  stormy  fight  thy  soul  m  beariigi 
To  the  green  places  of  thy  boyish  daring, 
And  aU  the  windings  of  Uiy  native  stream; 
— Why,  this  were  joy  1 — upon  the  tented  plun, 
Dream  on,  thou  Conqueror! — be  a  childagiini 


But  thou  wilt  wake  at  mom. 
With  thy  strong  passions  to  the  conflict  feapiiVi 
And  thy  dark  troubled  thoughla,  all  eaith  o*^ 

sweeping, 
— So  wilt  thou  rise,  oh!  tix>a  of  woman  boot 
And  put  thy  tenors  on,  till  none  may  dare 
Look  upon  thee — the  tired  ono,  dnmberiag  tbfl*' 
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Wby,  ao  Uie  peasant  ileapa 
h  his  vine! — and  man  most  kneel  before 

r  his  Hithright  Tainly  still  implore  thee! 
ion  be  stayed  because  thy  brother  weeps  1 
:e !  and  foigi^  that  'midst  a  dreaming  world, 
last  lain  thaS|  with  aU  thy  banners  furled  I 

Forget  that  thou,  e'en  thou, 
9ebly  shivered  when  the  wind  passed  o^er 

ink  to  rest  upon  the  earth  which  bore  thee, 
It  the  night-dew  chill  thy  fevered  brow ! 
irith  the  trumpet,  with  the  spear  press  on ! 
ihall  the  dust  take  home  its  mortal  son. 


OUR  LADY'S  WELL.* 

of  the  woods!  thou  art  hid  no  more, 
leaven's  clear  eye,  as  in  time  of  yore! 
roof  hath  sunk  firom  thy  mossy  waDs, 
e  sun's  free  glance  on  thy  slumber  £d]s ; 
e  dim  tree-shadows  across  thee  pass, 
boughs  are  swayed  o'er  thy  silvery  glass ; 
9  reddening  leaves  to  thy  breast  are  blown, 
the  autumn  wind  hath  a  stormy  tone ; 
y  bubbles  rise  to  the  flashing  rain — 
Fount!  thou  art  nature's  own  again  I 

)f  the  vale!  thou  art  sought  no  more 
pilgrim's  foot,  as  in  time  of  yore, 
he  came  from  afar,  his  beads  to  tell, 
chant  his  hymn  at  Our  Lady's  Well. 
■  heard  no  Ave  through  thy  1x)wer8, 
It  gleaming  lone  'midst  thy  water-flowers! 
I  herd  may  drink  from  thy  gushing  wave, 
ere  may  the  reaper  hb  forehead  lave, 
e  woo^an  seeks  thee  not  in  vain — 
tift  Fount!  thou  art  nature's  own  again  1 

if  the  Vligin's  ruined  shrine! 

I  that  speaks  of  the  past  b  thine ! 

les  the  tone  of  a  thoughtful  sigh, 

he  notes  that  ring  through  the  laughing 

the  mirthful  song  of  the  summer4M, 
B  sound  of  the  breeie,  it  will  yet  be  heard ! 
is  it  that  thus  vre  may  gaie  on  thee, 
briUiani  sunshine  sparkling  free  1 
that  all  oo  earth  is  of  TVme**  domain — 
I  made  thee  nature's  own  again ! 

if  the  chapel  vrith  ages  gray ! 
rt  springing  freshly  amidst  decay ! 


odf ol  apriog  in  the  woodi  near  8L  Anph,  fanaadj 
1  with  a  chapel,  now  in  raim  It  waa  dedicated  to 
It  and,  aoeocdiiig  to  FsoDaot,  much  the  xeaoit  of  pit 


Thy  rites  are  closed,  and  thy  cross  lies  low, 
And  the  changeful  hours  breathe  o'er  thee  now  I 
Yet  if  at  thine  altar  one  holy  thought 
In  man's  deep  s|niitof  old  hath  vrrought ; 
If  peace  to  the  mourner  hath  here  been  givflA, 
Or  prayer,  from  a  chastened  heart,  to  Heaven, 
Be-tfae  spot  still  halbwed  while  Time  shall  reign, 
Who  hath  made  thee  nature's  own  again  I 


ELYSIUM. 


"In  the  EtTBium  of  the  anciently  we  find  none  hot  henea 
and  penom  who  had  either  been  fortunate  at  dialinguiahed 
on  earth ;  the  children,  and  apparently  the  alaves  and  lower 
cJaaM^  that  ia  lo  ny,  Poverty,  MiaTortune^  and  Innnotnas 
were  haniahed  to  the  infernal  n^ona." 

Chateaubriand^  QtnU  du  CkrUHanitme. 


Fair  wert  thou,  in  the  dreams 
Of  elder  time,  thou  land  of  glorious  flowers, 
And  summer^vnnds,  and  low-toned  silvery  streams, 
Dim  with  the  shadows  of  thy  Uurei-bowers ! 

Where,  as  they  passed,  bright  hours  * 
Left  no  faint  sense  of  parting,  sudi  as  clings 
To  earthly  bve,  and  joy  in  bvehest  things  1 

Fair  wert  thou,  with  the  light 
On  thy  blue  hills  and  sleepy  waters  cast. 
From  purple  skies  ne'er  deepening  into  nighty 
Yet  soft,  as  if  each  moment  were  their  last 

Of  glory,  fading  fast 
Along  the  mountains  I — but  thy  golden  day 
Was  not  as  those  that  warn  us  of  decay. 

And  ever,  through  thy  shades, 
A  swell  of  deep  Elolian  sound  went  by. 
From  fountain-voices  in  their  secret  glades. 
And  low  reed-whiBpers,  making  sweet  reply 

To  summer's  breezy  sigh ! 
And  young  leaves  trembling  to  the  wind's  light 

breath. 
Which  ne'er  had  touched  them  with  a  hue  of  death  I 

And  the  transparent  sky 
Rung  as  a  dome,  aU  thrilling  to  the  strain 
Of  harps  that,  'midst  the  woods,  made  harmony 
Solenm  and  sweet ;  yet  troubling  not  the  brain 

With  dreams  and  yearnings  vain, 
And  dim  remembrances,  that  still  draw  birth 
From  the  bewildering  music  of  the  earth. 

And  who,  with  silent  tread. 
Moved  o'er  the  plains  of  waving  Asphodel? 
Who,  called  and  severed  from  the  countless  dead, 
Amidst  the  shadowy  Amaranth-bowers   might 
dwell. 

And  listen  to  the  swell 
Of  those  majestic  hymn-notes,  and  inhale 
The  spirit  wandering  ia\hf  Vdodo^j^  ^ik^i 
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They  of  the  sword,  whose  praise, 
With  the  bright  wine  at  nations'  feasts,  went 

round! 
They  of  the  lyre,  whose  nnforgotten  lays 
On  the  mom's  wing  had  sent  their  mighty  sound, 

And  in  all  regions  found 
Their  echoes  'midst  the  mountains ! — and  become 
In  man's  deep  heart,  as  voices  of  his  home! 

They  of  the  daring  thought ! 
Daring  and  powerful,  yet  to  dust  allied; 
Whose  flight  through  stars,  and  -seas,  and  depths 

had  sought 
The  soul's  hi  birth-place— but  without  a  guide ! 

Sages  and  seers,  who  died. 
And  left  the  world  their  high  mysterious  dneams, 
Bom  'midst  the  olive-woods,  by  Grecian  streams. 

But  they,  of  whose  abode 
'Midst  her  green  valleys  earth  retained  no  trace, 
Save  a  flower  springing  from  their  burial-sod, 
A  shade  of  sadness  on  some  kindred  face, 

A  void  and  silent  place 
In  10010  sweet  home } — ^thou  hadst  no  wreaths  for 

tnese. 
Them  sunny  land!  with  all  thy  deathless  trees ! 

The  peasant,  at  his  door 
Might  sink  to  die,  when  vintage-feasts  were  spread. 
And  songs  on  every  wind ! — From  thy  bright  shore 
No  lovelier  visbh  floated  round  his  head. 

Thou  wert  for  nobler  dead  I 
He  heard  the  bounding  steps  which  round  him  fell. 
And  sighed  to  bid  the  festal  sun  farewell! 

The  slave,  whose  very  tears 
Were  a  forbidden  luiury,  and  whose  breast 
Sflut  up  the  woes  and  burning  thoughts  of  yean. 
As  in  the  ashes  of  an  urn  compressed ; 

— Be  might  not  be  thy  guest! 
No  gentle  breathings  from  thy  distant  sky 
CameVer  his  path,  and  whispered  "  Liberty  I" 

Calm,  on  its  leaf-strewn  bier, 
Unlike  a  gift  of  nature  to  decay. 
Too  rose-like  stUl,  too  beautiful,  toadear, 
The  child  at  rest  before  its  mother  lay; 

E'en  so  to  pass  away. 
With  its  bright  smile! — Elysium!  what  wert  thouj 
To  her,  who  wept  o'er  that  young  slumberer*s 
biowl 

Thou  hadst  no  home,  green  land ! 
For  the  fair  creature  from  her  bosom  gone. 
With  life's  first  flowers  just  opening  in  her  hand, 
And  all  the  lovely  thoughts  and  dreams  unknown. 

Which  in  its  clear  eye  shone 
Like  the  spring's  wakening!— bat  that  light  was 

past — 
—Where  went  the  dew-drop,  swept  before  the 
blasti 


Not  where  thy  soft  winds  played, 
Not  where  thy  waters  lay  in  glassy  sleeper- 
Fade,  with  thy  bowers,  thou  land  of  visbns,  6de! 
From  thee  no  voice  came  o'er  the  gkxMoy  deep, 

And  bade  man  cease  to  weep! 
Fade,  with  the  amaranth-plain,  the  myrtle-groie, 
Which  could  not  yield  one  hope  to  soxrowing  Ion! 

For  the  most  loved  are  they, 
Of  whom  Fame  speaks  not  with  her  daiioo-voiee 
In  regal  haUs! — the  shades  o'erhang  their  way. 
The  vale,  with  its  deep  fountains,  i*  their  cbaioe^ 

And  gentle  hearts  rejoice 
Around  their  steps! — till  silently  th^  die^ 
As  a  stream  shrinks  from  sunmier's  bumiog  ejt. 

And  the  world  knows  not  then, 
Not  then,  nor  ever,  what  pure  thoughts  are  fled! 
Yet  these  are  they,  that  on  the  souls  of  men 
Gome  back,  when  night  her  folding  veil  hsth 
spread. 
The  long-remembored  dead  ? 
But  not  with  tfiee  might  aught  save  gkny  dweB— 
— ^Fade,  &de  away,  thou  shore  of  Asjdiodel! 


THE  FUNERAL  GENIUS; 

AN  ANCIENT  STATUE. 


"Deboat,  counmnft  de  fleon,  tos  bras  HkewtB  et  poili  sr 
la  t^te,  e(  )e  doB  appuy6  contra  un  pin,  oe  g^nie  aeatit  ex- 
primer  par  son  suitude  k  repoe  des  mon&  Les  \mtftii 
des  tombeaux  ofirent  aouvem  dot  figures  flemhlatda." 

ViKontit  Detcription  det  Antiques  du  MuUeRajfuL 


Thou  shouldst  be  locked  on  when  the  stadigiii 

falls 
Through  the  blue  stillness  of  the  summer^ 
Not  by  the  torch-fire  vraveiing  on  the  wails; 
It  hath  too  fitful  and  too  wild  a  glare ! 
And  thou!— thy  rest,  the  soft,  the  lovely,  seens 
To  ask  light  steps,  that  wiU  not  break  its  dns» 

Flowers  are  upon  thy  brow;  fi>r  so  the  dead 
Were  crowned  of  old,  with  pale  i^iing-floweB  like 

tkese: 
Sleep  on  thine  eye  hath  jnink;  yet  softly  shed. 
As  from  the  wing  of  some  faint  southern  brsai: 
And  the  pine-boughs  o'ershadow  thee  with  gbon 
Which  of  the  grove  seeoM  breathing— not  tbi 

tomb. 

They  feared  not  death,  wfaoae  calm  and  gnasm 

thought 
Of  the  last  hour,  hath  settled  thus  in  thee  I 
They  who  thy  wreath  of  paDid  roses  wrooglrf^ 
And  laid  thy  head  against  the  forest-tree, 
As  that  of  one,  by  music's  dreamy  close, 
On  the  wood- violets  lulled  to  deep  repose. 
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feaied  nol  death!— yet  who  ahall  say  hii 

Qch 

lightly  fiJb  on  gentle  things  and  fair  1 

la  bestow,  or  will  he  leave  to  maeh 

der  beauty  as  thy  features  wear  7 

deeper  of  the  bower!  on  whose  young  eyes 

,  a  night,  a  night  of  summer,  lies! 


ley  seen  aught  like  thee  1— Did  some  fair  boy 
with  his  graceful  hair,  before  them  rest? 
graceful  hair,  no  more  to  wave  in  joy, 
ooping,  as  with  heavy  dews  oppressed! 
b  eye  veiled  so  softly  by  its  fHnge, 
is  1^  fiukd  to  the  white-rose  tinge? 

ippy,  if  to  them  the  one  dread  hour 
known  its  lessons  from  a  br6w  like  thine ! 
leir  knowledge  of  the  spoiler's  power 
by  a  kx)k,  so  tranquilly  divine  I 
him,  who  thu»  hath  seen  the  lovely  part, 
rell  that  image  to  his  thoughtful  heart! 


00,  fidr  slumberer !  was  there  less  of  wo, 

B,  or  terror,  in  the  days  of  old, 

men  poured  out  their  gladdening  spirit's 

»w, 

nnshine,  op  the  desolate  and  cold, 

ave  thy  semblance  to  the  shadowy  king 

bt  deep  souk  bad  then  a  deeper  sting? 

daifc  bosom  of  the  earth  they  laid 

ore  than  we — fat  loftier  faith  is  ours  I 

gems  were  lost  in  ashee— yet  they  made 

rave  a  place  of  beauty  and  of  flowers, 

fragrant  wreaths  and  summer  boughs  ar- 

yed, 

ively  sculpture  gleaming  through  the  shade. 

r  ne  a  darker  gloom  to  shed 

I  dim  prsdncts? — do  we  not  entrust 

r  a  time  its  chambers  with  our  dead, 

trew  immortal' seed  upon  the  dust? 

y  should  loe  dwell  on  that  which 

sath, 

liviiig  hgfat  hath  touched  the  brow  of  death  ? 


DIRGE  OF  A  CHILD. 

ter  tears  for  thee  be  shed, 

m  of  being!  seen  and  gone! 

fkiwers  alone  we  strew  thy  bed, 

lest  departed  one  I 

e  all  of  life,  a  rosy  ray,  f 

id  into  dawn,  and  passed  away. 

thou  ait  fled,  ere  guilt  had  power 
lin  thy  cherub  soul  and  form, 
t  is  the  soft  ephemeral  flower, 
It  never  felt  a  storm! 
unbeam's  imile,  the  zephyr's  breath, 
at  it  knew  from  birth  to  death. 


Thou  wert  so  like  a  form  of  light, 
That  Heaven  benignly  called  thee  hence^ 
Ere  yet  the  world  could  breathe  one  blight 

O'er  thy  sweet  innocence: 
And  thou,  that  brighter  home  to  bless. 
Art  passed,  with  all  thy  loveliness ! 

Oh!  hadst  thou  still  on  earth  remained, 

ViEOon  of  beauty !  fair  as  brief! 

How  soon  thy  brightness  had  been  stained 

With  passbn  or  with  grief! 
Now  not  a  sullying  breath  can  rise, 
To  dim  thy  glory  in  the  skies. 

We  rear  no  marble  o'er  thy  tomb. 

No  sculptured  image  there  shall  mourn ; 

Ah!  fitter  fiur  the  vernal  bloom 

Such  dwelling  to  adorn. 
Fragrance,  and  flowers,  and  dews,  must  be 
The  only  emblems  meet  for  thee. 

Thy  grave  shall  be  a  blessed  shrine, 
Adorned  with  Nature's  brightest  wreath, 
Elach  glowing  season  shall  combine 

Its  incense  there  to  breathe ; 
And  oft,  upon  the  midnight  air, 
Shall  viewless  harps  be  murmuring  there. 

And  oh !  sometimes  in  visions  blest. 

Sweet  spirit !  visit  our  repose, 

And  bear  from  thine  own  world  of  rest, 

Some  balm  for  human  woes ! 
What  form  more  lovely  could  be  given 
Than  thine,  to  messenger  of  Heaven  ? 


ENGLAND'S  DEAD. 

Son  of  the  ocean  isle ! 
Where  sleep  your  mighty  dead? 
Show  me  what  high  and  stately  piie 
Is  reared  o'er  Glory's  bed. 

(3o,  stranger!  track  the  deep, 
Free,  free,  the  white  sail  spread! 
Wave  may  not  foam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep, 
Where  rest  not  England's  dead. 

On  Egypt's  burning  plains. 
By  the  pyramid  o'eiswayed. 
With  fisarfiil  power  the  noon-day  reigns. 
And  the  palm-trees  yield  no  shade. 

But  let  the  angry  sun 
From  heaven  look  fiercely  red, 
Unfelt  by  those  whose  task  is  done! 
■T%ere  slumber  England's  dead. 

The  hurricane  hath  might 

AJong  the  Indian  shore. 
And  &r,  by  Granges*  banks  at  night, 
I        Is  heard  the  tigjex'a  loax. 
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Bat  let  th«  sound  roll  on ! 
It  hath  no  tone  of  dread 
For  those  that  from  their  toiUi  are  gone ; 
—  TVi^re  slumber  England's  dead. 

Loud  rush  the  torrent-floodf 
The  western  wUds  among, 
And  free,  in  green  Columbia's  woods, 
The  hunter's  bow  is  strung. 

But  let  the  floods  rush  on  I 
liet  the  arrow's  flight  be  sped! 
Why  should  they  reck  whose  task  is  done? 
There  slumber  Elngland's  dead ! 

The  mountain-storms  rise  high 
In  the  snowy  Pyrenees, 
And  toss  the  pine-boughs  through  the  sky, 
like  rose-leaves  on  the  breeze. 

But  let  the  storm  rage  on  I 
Let  the  forest-wreaths  be  shed ! 
For  the  Roncesvalles'  field  is  won, 
There  slumber  England's  dead. 

On  the  firasen  deep's  repose 
'T  is  a  dsrk  and  dreadful  hour, 
When  round  the  ship  the  ioe-fields  cloae^ 
To  chain  her  with  their  power. 

But  let  the  ice  driift  on ! 
Let  the  cold-blue  desert  spread ! 
TTieir  course  with  mast  and  flag  is  done, 
TTure  slumber  England's  dead. 

The  warlike  of  the  isles, 
The  men  of  field  and  wave! 
Afe  not  the  rocks  their  funeral  piles. 
The  seas  and  shores  their  grave? 

QOf  stranger!  track  the  deep, 
Free,  firee  the  white  sail  spread ! 
Wave  may  not  foam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep, 
Where  rest  not  England's  dead. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BISHOP  HEBER. 

If  it  be  sad  to  speak  of  treasures  gone. 
Of  sainted  genius  called  too  soon  away, 

Of  light,  from  this  world  taken,  while  it  shone 
Yet  kindling  onward  to  the  perfect  day; — 

How  shall  our  griefii,  if  these  things  nltynrnfol  be, 

Flow  forth,  oh!  thou  of  many  gifts,  for  thee? 

Hath  not  thy  voice  been  here  amongst  us  liieard? 

And  that  deep  soul  of  gentleness  and  power, 
Have  we  not  felt  its  breath  in  every  word, 

Wont  from  thy  lip,  as  Elermon's  dew,  to  shower? 

— ^Yes  1  in  our  heaurts  thy  fervent  thoughts  have 

bumed^ 


How  shall  we  mown  thee? — With  a  k^ 
Our  life's  inmiortal  birthright  from  ^bove 
With  a  glad  &ith,  who«  eye,  to  track  the  j 
Through  shades  and  nyitamBm  lUb  a  gk 
love. 
And  yet  can  wvepi — fcr  naAon  tirat  depla 
The  friend  that  feaires  w^  tbough  for  k 
shores. 

And  one  high  tone  of  triumph  o'er  thy  bier, 
One  strain  of  solemn  rapture  be  al&owed- 

Thou,  that  rejoicing  on  thy  mid  canef, 
Not  to  decay,  but  unto  death,  hast  bowsi 

In  those  bright  regions  of  the  rising  son, 

Where  victory  ne'er  acrown  like  thine  had 

Praise!  for  yet  one  moire  name  with  pow 
dowed, 
To  cheer  and  guide  us,  onward  as  we  pn 
Yet  one  more  image,  on  the  heart  bestowed, 

To  dweD  there,  beautiful  in  holiness ! 
HUnCf  Heber,  thine!  whose  memocy  fro 

dead, 
Shines  as  the  star  which  to  the  Saviour  bi 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  pUy, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye 
Ever  following  sUently; 
Father,  by  the  breew  o«f  eve 
Called  thy  harvest-work  to  leave ; 
Pray  I— ere  yet  the  dark  hoon  be, 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 

Traveller,  in  the  stranger's  land 
Far  from  thine  own  hooaehokd  band ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  eell 
Sunshine  haUi  not  leave  to  dwell; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea — 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 

Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Breathest  now  at  set  of  sun ! 
Woman,  o'er  the  lowly  dain 
Weeping  on  his  bmial  plain: 
Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  s^h, 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see — 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 


'  THE  VOJCE  OP  SPRING.. 

I  COME,  I  come !  ye  have  called  me  long, 
I  come  o'er  the  mountains  with  light  and  soif 
Ye  may  trace  my  step  o'er  the  wakening  eai|l 


0/ Heaven  they  were,  and  thiihei  \mln<^  ie9U3xu»^)^l  >^^\a^'a\af:3D.\fi3&.^  ibe  nokt's  birth, 
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9  pnnmMe-itara  in  the  ihadowy  grass, 
3  gi^n  leaves,  opening  as  I  pa». 

9  bieallied  on  the  aouth,  and  the  chesnut 

oiwera 

)U8and8  ha^  bant  firom  the  forest-bowen, 

he  Imcient  graves,  and  the  ialleft  fanes, 

tiled  with  wrea|h8  on  Italian  plains; 

^t  is  not  for  me,  in  my  hour  of  bloom, 

iak  of  the  ruin  or  the  tomb ! 

looked  o'er  the  hills  of  the  stormy  north, 
he  larch  has  hung  all  his  tassels  forth, 
sher  is  out  on  the  sunny  sea, 
lie  rein-deer  bounds  o'er  the  pastures  free, 
iie  pine  has  a  firinge  of  softer  green, 
he  moss  looks  bright,  where  my  foot  hath 
en. 

t  sent  through  the  wood-paths  a  glowing 

sJled  out  each  voice  of  the  deep  blue  sky; 
the  night-bird's  lay  through  the  starry  time, 
groves  of  the  soft  Hesperian  clime, 
i  swan's  wild  note,  by  the  Iceland  lakes, 
the  dark  fir-branch  into  verdure  breaks. 

the  stieamB  and  founts  I  have  loosed  the 

lain, 

are  sweeping  oix  the  silvery  main, 

ire  flashing  down  firom  the  mountain  brows, 

ue  flinging  spray  o'er  the  forest-boughs, 

are  bursting  fresh  fh>m  their  sparry  caves, 

tie  earth  resounds  with  the  joy  of  waves ! 


fofth,  O  ye  children  of  gladness,  come! 

3  the  violets  lie  may  be  now  your  home. 

the  rose  lip  and  dew-bright  eye, 

!ie  bounding  footstep,  to  meet  me  fly! 

the  lyre,  and  the  wreath,  and  the  joyous  lay, 

forth  to  the  sunshine,  I  may  not  stay. 

horn  the  dwellings  of  care-worn  men, 
raters  are  sparkling  in  grove  and  glen  I 
from  the  chamber  and  sullen  hearth, 
oung  leaves  are  dancing  in  breezy  mirth  I 
light  stems  thrill  to  the  wild- wood  strains, 
oath  is  abroad  in  my  green  dtimains. 

• 
i\ — ^ye  are  changed  nnoe  ye  met  me  last  I 

b  something  bright  fiora  your  features 

is  that  come  over  your  brow  and  eye, 

1  speaks  of  a  world  where  the  flowers  most 

e! 

ilniler  bat  yonr  smile  hath  a  dimness  yet — 

rhat  have  ye  kx>ked  on  since  last  we  met  1  « 

I  changed,  ye  are  changed! — and  I  see  not 
are 

iom  1 MW  in  the  wuutbdd  yeu; 
27 


There  were  graceful  heads,  with  their  ringlets  ^ 

bright, 
Which  tossed  in  the  breexe  vrith  a  play  of  light. 
There  were  eyes,  in  whose  glistening  laughter  lay 
No  faint  remembrance  of  dull  decay ! 

There  were  steps  that  flew  o'er  the  cowslip's  head. 

As  if  for  a  banquet  all  earth  was  spread ; 

There  were  voices  that  rung  through  the  sapphire 

sky, 
And  had  not  a  sound  bf  mortality! 
Are  they  gone  7  b  their  mirth  from  the  mountains 

paaaedl 
— ^Ye  have  looked  on  death  since  ye  met  me  last ! 

I  know  whence  the  shadow  comes  o'er  you  now, 
Ye  have  strewn  the  dust  on  the  sunny  brow ! 
Ye  have  given  the  lovely  to  earth's  embrace, 
She  hath  taken  the  fairest  of  beauty's  race. 
With  their  laughing  eyes  and  their  festal  crowti. 
They  are  gone  firom  amongst  yon  in  silence  down ! 

They  are  golie  from  amongst  you,  the  young  and 

fiiir. 
Ye  have  lost  the  gleam  of  their  shining  hair ! 
— But  I  know  of  a  land  wh^re  there  falls  no  blight, 
I  shall  find  them  there  with  their  eyes  of  light ! 
Where  Death  'midst  the  bkioms  of  the  mom  may 

dwell, 
I  tarry  no  longer — farewell,  farewell ! 

The  summer  b  coming,  on  soft  winds  borne, 
Ye  may  press  the  grape,  ye  may  bind  the  corn ! 
For  A^e,  I  depart  to  a  brighter  shore. 
Ye  are  marked  by  care,  ye  are  mine  no  more. 
I  go  where  the  loved  who  have  left  you  dwell, 
And  the  flowen  are  not  Death's— fare  ye  well,  fare- 
weU! 


THE  LANDING  OP  THE  PILGRIM 
FATHERS. 

Tbe  breaking  vrayes  dashed  high 

On  a  stem  and  rock-t»pund  coast. 
And  the  woods,  against  a  stormy  sky. 

Their  giant  branches  tost; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waten  o'er. 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes^ 

They,  the  trae-hearted  came, 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drams, 

ksA  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fiune; 

Not  as  the  flying  come. 

In  silence  and  in  fear, — 
They  dhocjk  t]bfi  de\li2ba  oi  V3ka  ^M«tC%  ^gfiR^ 

With  ibax  \rfiiiDa  oil  V)%;i  €biwi. 
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Amidst  the  storm  they  sang, 
And  the  stara  heard  and  the  sea  I 

And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  lang 
To  the  anthem  of  the  firee ! 

The  ocean-eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam, 
And  the  rocking  pines  uf  the  forest  roared— 

This  was  their  welcome  home  I 

There  were  men  with  hoary  hair, 

Amidst  that  pilgrim-band — 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  there 

Away  from  their  childhood's  landl 

There  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 

Wtiat  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine  *? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war  1 

— They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine ! 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground, 
The  soil  where  first  they  trod ! 

They  have  left  unstained  what  there  they  found- 
Freedom  to  worship  God ! 


[Tliese  glorioua  venes  will  find  an  echo  In  the  breast  of 
every  true  descendant  of  the  Pilgrims ;  and  give  the  name 
of  their  authoresB  a  place  in  many  hearts.  Bbe  has  laid  our 
community  under  a  oommoo  obligation  of  gratitude.  Every 
one  must  feel  the  sublhuity  and  poetical  truth,  with  which  ahe 
has  conceived  the  aoene  preaented,  and  the  inspiration  of  that 
deep  and  holy  atrain  of  aentlment,  which  sounds  forth  like  the 
pealing  <tf  an  organ.] 


THE  HEBREW  MOTHER. 

The  rose  was  rich  in  bloom  on  Sharon's  plain, 
When  a  young  mother  with  her  first-born  thence 
Went  up  to  Zion,  for  the  boy  was  vowed 
Unto  the  Temple-service ; — ^by  the  hand 
She  led  him,  and  her  silent  soul,  the  while, 
Oft  as  the  dewy  laughter  of  his  eye 
Met  her  sweet  serious  glance,  rejoiced  to  think 
That  aught  so  pure,  so  beautiful,  was  hers, 
To  bring  before  her  Qod.    So  passed  they  on. 
O'er  Judah's  hills ;  and  wheresoe'er  the  leaves 
Of  the  broad  sycamore  made  sounds  at  noon, 
Like  lulling  rain-drops,  or  the  oIive-ix)ughs, 
With  their  cool  dimness,  crossed  the  sultry  blue 
Of  Syria's  heaven,  she  paused,  that  he  might  rest; 
Yet  from  her  own  meek  eyelids  chased  the  sleep 
That  weighed  their  dark  fringe  down,  to  sit  aiid 

watch 
The  crimson  deepening  o'er  his  check's  repose, 
lat'A  rod  fiower's  heart. — And  where  a  fount 


Lay  like  a  twilight-star  'midst  palmy  ahides, 
Making  its  banks  green  gems  along  the»wild, 
There  too  she  lingered,  from  the  diamond  wave 
l>rawing  bright  water  for  his  rosy  lips. 
And  softly  parting  clusters  of  jet  curia 
To  bathe  his^brow.    At  last  the  Fane  was  reached, 
'The  Earth's  One  Sanctuajy — and  rapture  hadwd 
Her  bosom,  as  before  her,  thiough  the  day, 
It  rose,  a  mountain  of  white  marUe,  steeped 
In  light,  like  floating  gold.    But  when  that  boor 
Waned  to  the  farewell  moment,  when  (he  hoj 
Lifted,  through  raiobow-gleaming  tears,  his  eje 
Beseecliingly  to  hers,  and  half  in  fear 
Turned  from  the  white-robed  priest,  and  rooiid 

her  arm 
Clung  as  the  ivy  clings — the  deep  spring-tide 
Of  Nature  then  swelled  high,  and  o'er  her  child 
Bending,  her  soul  broke  forth,  in  mingled  soondi 
Of  weeping  and  sad  song. — "  Alas,"  she  cried, 

"  Alas !  my  boy,  thy  gentle  grasp  is  on  me. 

The  bright  tears  quiver  in  thy  pleading  eyei^ 
And  now  fond  thoughts  arise, 

And  silver  cords  again  to  earth  have  won  me; 

And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart- 
How  shall  I  hence  depart? 

"  How  the  lone  paths  retrace  where  thoa  wert 

playing 
So  late,  along  the  mountains,  at  my  side  ? 

And  I,  in  joyous  pride. 
By  every  place  of  flowers  my  course  delajring 
Wove,  e'en  as  pearls,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair, 

Beholding  thee  so  fair ! 

"  And  oh !  the  home  whence  thy  bright  maak 

hath  parted. 
Will  it  not  seem  as  if  the  sunny  day 

Turned  from  its  door  away? 
While  through  its  chamben  wandoing,  wetfy- 

hearted, 
I  languish  for  thy  voice,  which  past  me  still 
Went  like  a  singing  rUl  1 


''  Under  the  palm-trees  thou  no  moie  shatt 

me,  • 

When  from  the  fount  at  evening  I  rotam, 

With  the  frill  water-urn ; 
Nor  will  thy  sleep's  low  dove-like  breathings  greet 

me. 
As  'midst  the  silence  of  the  stars  I  waks^ 
And  watch  for  thy  dear  sake. 

**  And  thou,  will  slumber's  dewy  cfoud  frJl  rouod 

thee. 
Without  thy  mother's  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  vainly  spread 
l*hine  arms,  when  darkness  as  a  veil  hath  woood 

thee. 
To  fold  my  neck,  .and  lift  up,  in  thy  fear, 
A  cry  which  none  shall  heart 
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Ml  httfe  I  aid,  mychikll— YTiU  He  not  hear 

bee,' 

the  joang  raTene  heareth  firom  their  nestl 

Shall  He  not  guard  thy  rest, 
in  the  huah  of  holy  midnight  near  thee, 
be  o*et  thy  soul,  and  fill  ito  dreams  with  joy  7 

Thoa  shalt  sleep  soft,  my  boy ! 

re  thee  to  thy  God— the  God  that  gave  thee, 
Dspring  of  deep  gladness  to  my  heart ! 

And  piecioiis  as  then  art,      ' 
pore  as  dew  of  tiennon,  He  shall  have  thee, 
wn,  my  beautiful,  my  undefiled ! 

And  thou  shalt  be  His  child. 

nreibre,  ftreweU !— I  go,  my  soul  may  fail  me, 

0  heart  panteth  for  the  water-brooks^ 

Yearning  for  thy  sweet  looks — 
thou,  my  first-bom,  .droop  not,  nor  bewail 
De; 

1  in  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock  shalt  dwell. 

The  Rock  of  Strength.— Farewell !" 


THE  CHILD  AND  DOVE. 

rOBflTTED  BT  CHANTRST's  STATUE  OF  LADT 
LOUISA  RUSSELL. 

r  art  a  thing  on  our  dreams  to  rise, 

It  the  echoes  of  long-lost  melodies, 

to  ffing  bright  dew  from  the  morning  back, 

form !  on  each  image  of  childhood's  track. 

1  ait  a  thing  to  recall  the  honrsi 

n  the  lore  of  our  souls  was  on  leares  and 

lowers 

n  a  wofU  was  our  own  in  some  dim  sweet 

frove, 

traarae  untold  in  one  captive  dove. 

Iiey  gonet  can  we  think  it,  while  thou  ait 
Jieve, 

1  jVyotts  child  with  the  clustering  hair  1 
Mt  Spring  that  indeed  breathes  free 
&fA  o^er  each  thought,  while  we  gaze  on 
Iwel 

nerer  Snon  may  we  smile  as  thou 
lest  round  smiles  firom  thy  sunny  brow; 
omething  it  it,  in  our  hearts  to  shrine 
mory  of  beauty  undimmed  as  thine. 

Kwe  met  the  joy  of  thy  speaking  face, 

ave  felt  the  spell  of  thy  breezy  grace, 

lave  lingered  before  thee,  and  turned,  and 

lome 

riaioii  away  of  the  cknidless  mom. 


THE  CHILD'S  LAST  SLEEP. ' 

ON  A  MONUMENT  BT  CHANTREY  FOR  AN  INFANT 
DAUGHTER  OF  SIR  THOMAS  ACKLAND. 

Thou  deepest— but  when  wilt  thbu  wake,  &ir 

child? 
— When  the  fawn  awakes  'midst  the  forest  wikl  1 
When  the  lark's  wing  mounts  with  the  breeze  of 

mom, 
When  the  first  rich  breath  of  the  rose  is  bom  t 
— Lovely  thou  sleepest,  yet  something  lies 
Too  deep  and  still  on  thy  sofirsealed  eyes ; 
Mournful,  though  sweet,  is  thy  rest  to  see — 
When  will  the  hour  of  thy  rising  be  1 

Not  when  the  fawn  wakes,  not  when  the  lark 
On  the  crimson  cloud  of  the  mora  floats  dark — 
Grief  with  pain  passionate  tears  hath  wet 
The  hair,  shedding  gleams  from  thy  pale  brow  yet ; 
Love  with  sad  kisses  unfelt  hath  prest 
Thy  meek  dropt  eyelids  and  quiet  breast ; 
And  the  glad  Spring,  calling  out  bird  and  bee, 
Shall  colour  all  blossoms,  fair  child,  but  thee. 

Thou  'rtgone  from  us,brightone-4hatthoushould0t 

die. 
And  life  be  left  to  the  butterfly  !* 
Thou  'rt  gone,  as  a  dew-drop  is  swept  firom  the 

bough, 
— Oh  1  for  the  world  where  thy  home  is  now  I 
How  may  we  love  but  in  doubt  and  fear, 
How  may  vre  anchor  our  fond  hearts  here. 
How  should  e'en  Joy  but  a  trembler  be, 
Beautiful  dust !  when  we  look  on  thee  1 


THE  LADY  OP  THE  CASTLE. 

FROM  "  THE  PORTRAIT  OALLERT,"  AN  UNFINISHED 

POEM. 

Thou  seest  her  pictured  with  her  shining  hair, 
(Famed  vrere  its  tresses  in  Proven^  *onS>) 
Half  braided,  half  o'er  cheek  and  Bosom  fidr 
Let  loose,  and  pouring  sunny  waves  along 
Her  gorgeous  vest. — A  child's  light  hand  b  roving 
'Midst  the  rich  curls,  and  oh  I  how  meekly  loving 
Its  earnest  looks  are  lifted  to  the  face, 
Which  bends  to  meet  its  lip  in  laughing  grace.—' 
Yet  that  bright  lady's  eye  methinks  hath  leas 
Of  deep,  and  still,  and  pensive  tenderness, 
Than  might  beseem  a  mother's— on  her  brow 
Something  too  much  there  sits  of  native  soom, 
And  her  smile  kindles  with  a  conscious  gkyw, 
As  firom  the  thought  of  sovereign  beauty  bom. 
— Thesemay  be  dreams— but  howshall  woman  tell 
Of  woman's  shame,  and  not  with  tears  ?— she  fiollf 

*  A  butterfly,  asjf  flnusringonalloper,  Is  sculcundcn. 
the  moonment. 
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That  mother  left  that  child — went  hunying  by 
Its  cradle — ^haply,  not  without  a  sigh — 
Haply  one  moment  o'er  its  rest  serene 
She  hung— hot  not  it  could  not  thus  have  been, 
For  she  went  on  /—forsook  her  home,  her  hearth, 
All  pure  afiection,  all  sweet  household  mirth, 
To  live  a  gaudy  and  dishonoured  thing, 
Sharing  in  guilt  the  spteqdonrs  of  a  king. 

Her  lord,  in  very  weariness  of  life, 
Girt  on  haa  sword  for  scenes  of  distant  strife ; 
He  recked  no  more  of  glory — grief  and  shame 
Crushed  out  his  fiery  nature,  and  his  name 
Died  silently. — A  shadow  o'er  his  halls 
Crept  year  by  year ;  the  minstrel  passed  their  walls, 
The  warder's  horn  hung  mute; — meantime  the  child 
On  whose  first  fiowering  thoughts  no  parent  smiled, 
A  gentle  girl,  and  yet  deep-heaited,  grew 
Into  sad  youth ;  for  well,  too  well  she  knew 
Her  mother's  tale  I — Its  memory  made  the  sky 
Seem  all  too  joyous  for  her  shrinking  eye ;     ^ 
Checked  on  her  lip  the  flow  of  song,  which  fiiin 
Would  there  have  lingered;  flushed  her  cheek  to  pain 
If  met  by  sudden  glance ;  and  gave  a  tone 
Of  sorrow,  as  for  something  lovely  gone. 
E'en  to  the  Spring'sglad  voice. — Her  own  was  low, 
And  plaintive— oh !  there  lie  such  depths  of  wo 
In  a  young  blighted  spirit. — Manhood  rears 
A  haughty  brow,  and  Age  has  done  with  teaiB, 
But  youth  bows  down  to  misery,  in  amaze 
At  the  dark  cloud  o'ermantling  its  firesh  days ; 
And  thus  it  was  with  her. — A  mournful  sight 
In  one  so  fair;  for  she  indeed  was  fSur— 
Not  with  her  motheir's  dazzling  eyes  of  light. 
Hen  were  more  shadowy,  full  of  thought  and  prayer, 
And  with  long  lashes  o'er  a  white-rose  cheek 
Drooping  in  gloom,  yet  tender  still,  and  meek, 
Still  that  fond  child's — and  oh !  the  brow  above. 
So  pale  and  pure !  so  formed  for  holy  bve 
To  gaze  upon  in  alence  I — ^but  she  felt 
That  love  was  not  for  her,  though  hearts  would  melt 
Where'er  she  moved,  and  reverence  mutely  given 
Went  with  her ;  and  bw  prayers,  that  called  on 

Heaven 
To  bless  the  young  Isaure.— - 

One  sunny  mom, 
With  alms  before  her  castle  gate  she  stood, 
'Midst  peasantrgioups ;  when  breathless  and  over- 
worn, 
And  shrouded  in  fong  weeds  of  widowhood, 
A  stranger  through  them  broke— the  orphan  maid 
With  hor  sweet  voice,  and  profiered  luaid  of  aid. 
Turned  to  give  welcome ;  but  a  wild  sad  look 
Met  hers ;  a  gaze  that  all  her  spirit  shook ; 
And  that  pale  woman,  suddenly  subdued 
By  some  strong  passfon  in  its  gushing  mood. 
Knelt  at  her  feet,  and  bathed  them  with  such  tears 
A»  rain  the  hoarded  agonies  of  years 


From  the  heart*0iim—aal  with  tier  wbifte^pMt 
The  ground  they  trod — then,  boiying  in  her  wt 
Herbn>w^ideepfluah,8obbedollk,  "Ohl  ODdefilad! 
I  am  thy  mother!— ^nim  me  not,  my  chiU!" 

Isaure  had  prayed  for  that  lost  mother— wept 
O'er  her  stained  memory,  when  the  happy  depi, 
In  the  hushed  midnight ;  stood  with  mournfiilgiie 
Before  yon  picture's  smile  of  other  days ; 
But  never  breathed  in  human  ear  the  name 
Which  weighed  her  being  to  the  earA  with  abuDS 
What  marvel  if  the  anguish  of  surprise. 
The  dark  remembrances,  the  altered  guise. 
Awhile  o'erpowered  her? — firom  the  weqxr^  toueh 
She  shrank — ^'t  was  but  a  moment — ^yet  too  moch 
For  that  all  humbled  one — its  mortal  stroke 
Came  down  like  lightning's,  and  her  full  heart  broke 
At  once  in  silence. — Heavily  and  prone 
She  sank,  while,  o'er  her  castle's  threshoU-ftooe, 
Those  long  fair  tresses— 4hey  still  brightly  woe 
Their  eariy  pride,  though  bound  with  peaih  no 

more — 
Bursting  their  fillet,  in  sad  beauty  loDed, 
And  swept  the  dust  with  coils  of  wavy  gokl 

Her  child  b^nt  o'er  her— called  her — ^t  was  too  hte! 
Dead  lay  the  wanderer  at  her  own  proud  gite.^ 
The  joy.  of  courts,  the  star  of  knight  and  bud- 
How  didst  thoafali,oh  1»  bright-haired  Eimsagiide! 


TO  THE  IVY. 

OCCASIONED  BT  RECEIYINQ  ▲  LEAF  GiTHEB£0  IS 
THE  CASTLE  OP  RHEINFEL8. 

Oh  1  how  could  Fancy  crown  with  thee^ 

In  ancient  days,  the  god  of  wine, 
And  bid  thee  at  the  banquet  be, 

Companion  of  the  vine  1 
Thy  home,  wild  plant,  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revelry  hath  long  been  o^er ; 
Where  song's  full  notes  once  pealed  axoond. 

But  now  are  heard  no  more. 

The  Roman,  on  his  battle  plains, 

Where  kings  before  his  eagles  bent, 
Entwined  thee,  with  exulting  strains, 

Around  the  victor's  tent; 
Yet  there,  though  fresh  in  glossy  green, 

Triumphantly  thy  boughs  might  wave,— 
Better  thou  kvest  the  silent  scene, 

Around  t)ie  victor's  grave. 

Where  sleep  the  sons  of  ages  flown. 

The  bards  and  heroes  of  the  past. 
Where,  through  the  halls  of  glory  gone, 

Murmurs  the  wintry  blast ; 
Where  years  are  hastening  to  ef&ce 

Each  record  of  the  grand  and  feir — 
Thou  in  thy  solitary  grace. 

Wreath  of  the  tomb!  ait  then. 
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f  a  temple,  once  sablime, 

1  a  blue,  Italian  tky, 

;ht  of  beauty  left  by  time, 

f  wild  tapeetry. 

d  'midst  crags  and  clouds,  'tis  thine 

e  where  banners  waved  of  yore, 

■B  that  crest  the  noble  Rhine, 

lis  rocky  shore. 

I  the  fields  of  air,  look  down 
yries  of  a  vanished  race, 
the  mighty,  whose  renown 
issed  and  left  no  trace, 
urt  there — thy  foliage  bright, 
ged,  the  mountain-storm  can  brave- 
wilt  climb  the  loftiest  height, 
ik  the  humblest  grave. 

Iiing  forms  of  Parian  stone, 
9  round  Grandeur's  marble  halls; 
hues  by  painting  thrown 
tr  the  glowing  walls; 
iius  on  Corinthian  lanes, 
•ured  beauty  waving  fair. — 
ish  all — and  what  remains? — 
bou  alone  art  there. 

he  same — ^where'er  we  tread, 
Bcks  of  human  power  we  see, 
sis  of  all  ages  fled, 
Decay  and  thee.  . 

Bt  man  his  fabrics  rear, 
in  beauty,  grace,  and  strength — 
,  thou  "Ivy  never  sere,"* 
is  thine  at  length. 


LEAF  FROM  THE  TOMB  OF 
VIRGIL. 

m  thy  home,  pale  withered  thing, 
ith  the  rich  blue  southern  sky? 
R>u  a  nurseling  of  the  Spring, 
I  and  suns  of  glorious  Italy? 

ons  in  golden  light,  e'en  now, 

o'er  the  Poet's  kmely  grave, 

vindfl  are  breathing  soft,  but  thou 

{  their  whisper,  there  no  more  ahalt 


ifen  o'er  Posilippo's  brow, 
doster  in  thdr  purple  bloom, 
tb*  o'enhadowing  ilex-boogh, 
y  place  is  void,  by  Virgil's  tomb. 

niki  hnmut  sn}  Ivy  dbvw  sbts."— Lyeidas. 


Thy  phuse  is  void— oh!  none  on  earth. 
This  crowded  earth,  may  so  remain, 

Save  that  which  soub  of  loftiest  birth 
Leave  when  they  part,  their  brighter  home  to 
gain. 

Another  leaf  ere  now  hath  sprung. 

On  the  green  stem  which  once  was  thine— 
When  shall  another  strain  be  sung 
Like  his  whose  dust  hath  made  that  spot  a  shrine? 


FOR  A  DESIGN  OF  A  BUTTERFLY 
RESTING  ON  A  SKULL. 

Creature  of  air  and  light, 
Emblem  of  that  which  may  not  fade  or  die. 

Wilt  thou  not  speed  thy  flighty 
To  chase  the  south- wind  through  the  gbwing  sky  ? 

What  lures  thee  thus  to  stay. 

With  Silence  and  Decay, 
Fixed  on  the  wreck  of  cold  Mortality? 

The  thoughts  once  chambered  there. 
Have  gathered  up  their  treasures,  and  are  gone — 

Will  the  dust  tell  us  where 
They  that  have  burst  the  prison-house  are  flown? 

Rise,  nuraling  of  the  day, 

If  thou  wouldst  trace  thebr  way — 
Earth  hath  no  voice  to  make  the  secret  known. 


Who  seeks  the  vanished  Inrd 
By  the  forsaken  nest  and  broken  shell  ? — 

Far  thence  he  sings  unheard, 
Yet  firee  and  joyous  in  the  woods  to  dwell. 

Thou  of  the  sunshine  born, 

Take  the  bright  wings  of  mom  I 
Thy  bope  calls  heaven-ward  finom  yon  mined  cell. 


I 

( 


THE  LOST  PLEIAD. 
"  Like  the  kat  Pleiad  iMD  OD  man  bekw." 

And  is  there  glory  ^om  the  heavens  departed? 
— Oh  I  void  unmarked !— thy  sisters  of  the  skj 

Still  hold  their  place  on  high, 
Though  firom  its  rank  thine  orb  so  long  hath 

started, 
Thoo,  that  no  more  art  seen  of  mortal  eye. 

Hath  the  night  lost  a  gem,  the  regal  night? 
She  wears  her  crown  of  old  magnificence, 
Though  thou  art  exiled  thence— 
No  desert  seems  to  part  thoee  urns  of  light, 
'Midst  the  far  depth  of  purple  gloom  intense. 

They  rise  in  joy,  the  ttany  myriads  homing— 
The  shephod  greets  them  on  his  mouDtains 
firee; 
And  frank  tk»  «li«rs  i«a 
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^o  them  the  sailor's  wakefbl  eje  is  turntng — 
Unchanged  they  rise,  they  have  not  mourned  fat 

thee.  I 

Couldst  thou  be  shaken  firom  thy  radiant  pUce 
E'en  as  a  dew-drop  firom  the  myrtle  spray, 
Swept  by  the  wind  awayl 
Wert  thou  not  peopled  by  some  glorious  race, 
And  was  there  power  to  smite  them  with  decay  1 

Why,  who  shall  talk  of  thrones,  of  sceptres  riven  1 
Bowed  be  our  hearts  to  think  of  what  im  are, 
When  from  its  height  afar 
A  world  sinks  thus — and  yon  majestic  heaven 
Shines  not  the  less  for  that  one  vanished  star! 


THE  SLEEPER  ON  MARATHON. 

I  LAY  upon  the  solemn  plain 

And  by  the  funeral  mound, 
Where  those  who  died  not  there  in  vain, 

Their  place  of  sleep  had  found. 
'T  was  silent  where  the  firee  blood  gushed, 

When  Persia  came  arrayed — 
So  many  a  voice  had  there  been  hushed, 

So  many  a  footstep  stayed. 

I  slumbered  on  the  lonely  spot. 

So  sanctified  by  Death — 
I  slumbered — ^but  my  rest  was  not 

As  theirs  who  lay  beneath. 
For  on  my  dreams,  that  shadowy  hour. 

They- rose— the  chainless  dead — 
All  armed  they  sprang,  in  joy,  in  power, 

Up  firom  their  grassy  bed. 

I  saw  thdr  spears,  on  that  red  field, 

Flash  as  in  time  gone  by — 
Chased  to  the  seas,  without  his  shield 

I  saw  the  Persian  fly. 
I  woke— the  sudden  trumpet's  blast 

Called  to  another  fight — 
From  visions  of  our  glorious  past. 

Who  doth  not  wake  in  might  *} 


TROUBADOUR  SONG. 

The  warrior  crossed  the  ocean's  foam, 
For  the  stormy  fields  of  war — 

The  maid  was  left  in  a  smiling  home. 
And  a  sunny  land  afitf . 

JBt  voice  was  heard  where  javelin  showers 
Poured  on  the  steel-clad  line ; 

Ber  step  was  'midst  the  summer-flowen, 
Her  seat  beneath  the  vine. 


His  shield  was  deft,  his  lanoe  was  iiv«n. 
And  the  red  Mood  stained  Ida  crest; 

While  she— the  gentlest  wind  of  heavoi 
Might  scarcely  &n 


Tet  a  thousand  arrows  passed  faim  by, 
And  again  he  crossed  the  seas; 

But  she  had  died,  as  roses  die. 
That  perish  with  a  breew. 

As  roses  die,  when  the  blast  is  come. 
For  all  things  bright  and  fair- 
There  was  death  within  the  smiling  homfl^ 
How  had  death  found  her  theiel 


THE  TRUMPET. 

Th^  trumpet's  voice  hath  roused  the  land, 

Light  up  the  beacon  pyre ! 
— ^A  hundred  hills  have  seen  the  bitad 

And  waved  the  sign  of  fire. 
A  hundred  banners  to  the  breeie 

Their  gorgeous  folds  have  cast — 
And  hark  I— was  that  the  sound  of  saasl 

— ^A  king  to  war  ^^"^  P&>^  • 

The  chief  u  arming  in  his  hafl, 

The  peasant  by  hb  hearth ; 
The  mourner  hears  the  thrilfing  call, 

And  rises  firom  the  earth. 
The  mother  on  her  first-bom  ion 

Looks  with  a  boding  eye— 
T%ey  come  not  back,  though  all  be  won, 

Whose  young-  hearts  leap  so  higL 

The  bard  hath  ceased  his  song,  and  booiiil 

The  falchion  to  his  side ; 
E*en  for  the  marriage  altar  crowned, 

The  lover  quits  his  bride. 
And  all  this  haste,  and  change,  and  fear, 

By  earthly  clarion  spread ! — 
How  will  it  be  when  kingdoms  hear 

The  blast  that  wakes  the  deadi 


THE  DYING  BARD'S  PROPHECH 

AT  THE  TIME  OP  THE  SUPPOSED  MASJICH 

EDWARD  I. 

The  Hall  of  Harps  is  bne  this  night| 

And  cold  the  chieftain's  hearth; 
It  hath  no  mead,  it  hath  no  light, 
No  voice  of  melody,  no  sound  of  mirth. 

And  I  depart— my  wound  is  dtep, 

My  brethren  long  have  died — 
Yet,  ere  my  soul  grow  dark  with  sleep, 
Winds!  bear  the  spoiler  one  more  tone  of  pri 
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k,  where  on  his  battle-plain, 
leath  the  setting  sun, 
ants  my  coiultry's  noble  slain^ 
im — Saxon ! — think  not  all  is  won. 

• 

hast  laid  low  the  warrior's  head, 
)  minstrel's  chainless  hand; 
ter !  that  numberest  with  the  dead 
iling  spirit  of  the  mountain-land. 

'st  thou,  because  the  song  hath  ceased, 
!  soul  of  song  Is  flown  1 
.'st  thou  it  woke  to  crown  the  feast, 
eside  the  ruddy  hearth  alone? 

y  our  names  and  by  our  blood, 
leave  it  pure  and  free — 
;h  hushed  awhile,  that  sounding  flood 
1  in  joy  through  ages  yet  to  be. 

ive  it,  'midst  our  country's  wo, 
birthright  of  her  breast — 
ive  it,  as  we  leave  the  snow, 
id  eternal,  on  Eryri's*  crest. 

i¥e  it  with  OUT  fame  to  dwell,  ' 

n  our  children's  breath — 

lioe  in  theirs  through  time  shall  swell— 

1  hath  gifts  of  prophecy  £rom  death. 

• — but  yet  the  mountains  stand, 

sweeps  the  torrent's  tide, 

lis  is  yet  Eneurin'st  land — 

bear  the  spoiler  one  more  tone  of  pride. 


THE  WHECK. 

ght  the  booming  minute-gun 

pealed  along  the  deep, 
loumfolly  the  rising  sun 
ced  o'er  the  tide-worn  steep. 
:  from  India's  cgral  strand, 
re  the  raging  blast, 
uled  her  topsails  to  the  sand, 

bowed  her  noble  mast. 

leenly  ship! — brave  hearts  had  striven, 

true  ones  died  with  her — 
w  her  mighty  cable  riven, 
!  floating  gossamer, 
w  her  proud  flag  struck  that  mom, 
ar  onoe  o'er  the  seas — 
ichor  gone,  her  deck  uptoniy 

■adder  things  than  these. 

w  her  treasures  cast  away — 
rocki  with  pearis  were  sown,  , 

ha  Webdi  name  for  Snowdoo. 
I,  a  oelflbntad  andem  Brittafa  baid 


And  strangely  sad,  the  ruby's  ray 
Flashed  out  o'er  fretted  stone. 

And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o'er, 
Like  ashes  by  a  breeze — 

And  gorgeous  robes — but  oh !  that  shore 
Had  sadder  things  than  these! 

We  saw  the  strong  man  still  and  low, 

A  crushed  reed  thrown  aside — 
Yet  by  that. rigid  lip  and  brow, 

Not  without  strife  he  died. 
And  near  him  on  the  sea-weed  lay — 

Till  then  we  had  not  wept. 
But  well  our  gushing  hearts  might  say, 

That  there  a  mother  slept! 

For  her  pale  arms  a  babe  had  prest. 

With  such  a  wreathing  grasp, 
Billows  hxul  dashed  o'er  that  fond  breast. 

Yet  not  undone  the  clasp.        • 
Her  very  tresses  had  been  flung 

To  wrap  the  fair  child's  form. 
Where  still  their  wet  long  streamera  clung. 

All  tangled  by  the  storm. 

And  beautiful  'midst  that  wild  scene, 

Gleamed  up  the  boy's  dead  (ace. 
Like  Slumber's  trustingly  serene. 

In  melancholy  grace. 
Deep  in  her  bosom  lay  his  head. 

With  half-shut  violet  eye- 
He  had  known  little  of  her  dread. 

Nought  of  her  agony ! 

Oh!  human  Love,  whose  yearning  heart, 

Through  all  things  vainly  true, 
So  stamps  upon  thy  mortal  part 

Its  passionate  adieu— 
Surely  thou  hast  another  lot, 

There  is  some  home  for  thee. 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  remembering  no* 

The  moaning  of  the  sea! 


A  VOYAGER'S  DREAM  OP  LAND. 


-His  very  heart  athiist 


To  gaze  at  Nature  in  her  green  array, 
Upon  the  ship's  tall  side  he  atanda, 
With  viaioni  prompted  by  intense  deaira ; 
Fair  fiekia  appear  below,  auch^  he  left 
Far  distant,  auch  as  he  would  die  to  find- 
He  seeln  them  headlong,  and  la  aeen  no  more 

Cknpper, 

The  hoUow  dash  of  waves!— the  ceaaeleai  lotr! 
Silenoe,  ye  billows— vex  my  soul  no  more! 

There's  a  spring  in  the  woods  by  my  sonny 

home, 
A&r  from  the  dazk 
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Oh!  the  fidl  of  that  fountain  is  sweet  to  hear, 
As  a  song  from  the  shore  to  the  sailor's  ear. 
And  the  sparkle  which  up  to  the  sun  it  throws, 
Through  the  feathery  fern,  and  the  olive  boughs, 
And  the  gleam  on  its  path  as  it  steals  away 
Into  deeper  shades  from  the  sultry  day, 
And  the  large  water-liliM  that  o'er  its  bed 
Their  pearly  leaves  to  the  soft  light  spread. 
They  haunt  me ! — I  dream  of  that  bright  spring's 

flow, 
I  thirst  for  its  rills  like  a  wounded  roe. 

Be  still,  thou  sea-bird,  with  thy  clanging  cry, 
My  spirit  sickens  as  thy  wing  sweeps  by  t 

Know  ye  my  home,  with  the  lulling  sound 
Of  leaves  firom  the  lime  and  the  chesnut  round? 
Know  ye  it,  brethren,  where  bowered  it  lies, 
Under  the  purple  of  southern  skies  1 
With  the  streamy  gold  of  the  sun  that  shines 
In  through  the  cloud  of  its  clustering  vines, 
And  the  breath  of  the  fainting  mjnrtle-flowers, 
Borne  firom  the  mountains  in  dewy  hours. 
And  the  fire-fly's  glance  through  the  darkening 

shades. 
Like  shooting  stars  in  the  forest-glades. 
And  the  scent  of  the  citron  at  eve's  dim  fall — 
Speak! — ^have  ye  known,  have  ye  felt  them  all? 

The  heavy-rolling  surge,  the  rocking  mast ! 
Hush! — give  my  dream's  deep  music  way,  thou 
blast! 

Oh  I  the  glad  sounds  of  the  joyous  earth ! 
The  notes  of  the  singing  cicala's  mirth. 
The  murmurs  that  live  in  the  mountain-pines. 
The  sighing  of  reeds  as  the  day  declines, 
The  wings  flitting  home  through  the  crimson 

glow 
That  steeps  the  woods  when  the  sun  is  low. 
The  voice  of  the  night-bird  that  sends  a  thiiU 
To  the  heart  of  the  leaves  when  the  winds  are 

stiU— 
I  hear  them! — around  me  they  rise,  they  swell, 
They  claim  back  my  spirit  with  Hope  to  dwell. 
They  come  with  a  breath  firom  the  fireah  spring- 
time. 
And  waken  my  youth  in  its  hour  of  prime. 

The  white  foam  dashes  high — away,  away. 
Shroud  my  green  land  no  more,  thou  blinding 

spray! 

• 

It  is  there! — down  the  mountains  I  see  the 

sweep 
Of  the  chesnut  forests,  the  rich  and  deep; 
With  the  burden  and  gkiry  of  flowers  that  they 

wear. 
Floating  upborne  on  the  blue  summer  air. 
And  the  light  pouring  through  them  in  tender 

gleams. 
And  the  flashing  foxth  of  a  lYioxutacnji  f^xfi«xo» 


— Hold  me  not,  brethren,  I  go,  I  go, 

To  the  hills  of  my  youth,  where  tiie  myida 

bk)w. 
To  the  depths  of  the  woods,  where  theshadsvi 

rest, 
Massy  and  still,  on  the  greensward^  breast, 
To  the  rocks  that  resound  with  the  wits^ 

play— 
I  hear  the  sweet  laugh  of  my  Ibmit-^ife  wij! 

GKve  way ! — the  booming  surge,  the  tempot'i  no; 
The  sea-bird's  wail,  shall  Tex  my  sool  no  vam. 


THE  GRAVE  OF  KORNER. 

Charles  Theodore  Komer,  the  celebrated  yooaf 
German  poet-and  soldier,  was  killed  in  a  ikirDil 
with  a  detachment  of  French  troops,  on  the  SOib 
of  August,  1813,  a  few  hours  after  the  conpflS' 
tion  of  his  popular  piece,  "  The  Swofd  Saf .' 
He  was  buried  at  the  village  of  Wobbefin  ■ 
Mecklenburg,  under  a  beautiful  oak,  in  a  nooi 
of  which  he  had  firequently  deposited  was  eoo- 
posed  by  him  while  campaigning  in  its  vimitf. 
The  monument  erected  to  his  memory  is  of  cHt 
iron,  and  the  upper  part  is  wrought  into  a  Ijitisd 
a  sword,  a  favourite  emblem  of  Komer's,  fioD 
which  one  of  hb  works  had  been  entitled.  Near 
the  grave  of  the  poet  is  that  of  his  only  sifter,  wh 
died  of  grief  for  his  loss,  having  only  nsvived  to 
long  enough  to  complete  his  portrait,  and  a  iaxt' 
ing  if  hb  burial-place.  Over  the  gate  of  tb  » 
meteiy  b  engraved  one  of  hb  own  Kim^, 

**  Forget  not  the  iaithfiil  Dead.** 

See  Dotme^^a  Letter  Jrom  dfeehientnarftd 
Komer^M  Prosaiache  Au/sdUe,  «on  C  A.  Tk^ 


Green  wave  the  oak  for  ever  o'er  thy  rest, 
Thou  that  beneath  its  crowning  fishage  deepBiti 

And,  in  the  stillness  of  thy  country's  breait. 
Thy  place  of  memory,  as  an  altar,  keepeit; 

Brightly  thy  spirit  o'er  her  hiUs  was  pooled, 
Thou  of  the  Lyre  and  Sword ! 

Rest,  Bard,  rest.  Soldier  !-4-by  the  fiither^  hoA 
Here  shall  the  child  of  after  yeeis  be  led, 

With  hb  wreath-ofiering  silently  to  stand, 
In  the  hushed  presence  of  the  gbrioos  «H^ 

Soldier  and  Bard !  for  thou  thy  path  hast  tnd 
With  Freedom  and  with  God.\ 


*  The  poQm  pf  1(6mer,  which  wens  chiefly  deroMi  to  tbe 
canae  of  tali  osuntQr,  are  atrikiogly  d»ixtgui8be<j  bj  icii^ 
^  ^\«Sica^«ai&«L^»KAj!tfs;^>K^\xi\i^  Jiatice  fiv  the  fi^ 
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lak  waved  proodly  o'er  thj  bmial  rite, 

thy  crowned  bier  to  ilumber  warrion  bore 

thee, 

vith  true  hearts  thy  brethren  of  the  fight 
!pt  as  they  vailed  their  drooping  banners  o'er 

thee; 
he  deep  guns  with  rolling  peal  gave  token 

That  Lyre  and  Sword  were  broken. 

hast  a  hero's  tomhy^  lowlier  bed      ^  / 
«n,  the  gentle  girl  beside  thee  lying, 
lentle  girl,  that  bowed  her  fidr  young  head, 
ten  thou  wert  gone,  in  olent  sorrow  dying, 
sr,  true  friend  I  the  tender  and  the  brave-^ 
She  pined  to  share  thy  grave.  *  v'/ 


was  thy  gift  from  others-f-but  for  Aer,     J  , 
whom  the  wide  world  held  that  only  spot^^ 
ved  thee-^Ioyely  in  your  lives  ye  were, 
1  in  your  early  deaths  divided  not. 
hast  thine  oak,  thy  trophy-4-what  hath  she? 
-^Uer  own  best  place  by  tnee !  W 

thy  spirit,  brother!  which  had  made 
)  bright  world  glorious  to  her  thoughtfiil  eye, 
first  in  cl)jildhood  'midst  the  vins|.ye  j>layed, 
i  sent  glad  singing  through  the  free  blue  sky. 
m  but  two4-and  when  that  spirit  passed, 
Wo  to  the  one,  the  last  I 

ft  not  long-f-she  lingered  but  to  trace    )  f 
ne  image  from  the  image  in  her  breast 
once  again  to  see  that  buried  face 
■mile  upon.her,  ere  she  went  to  rest  ^< 
id  a  smile !  its  living  light  was  o'er-^     *) 
It  answered  her's  no  more. 

arth  grew  silent  when  thy  voice  departed, 
!  home  too  lonely  whence  thy  step  had  fled-V- 
then  was  left  for  her,  the  faithful-hearted  7-14- 
th,  death,  to  still  the  yearning  for  the  deaa. 
she  perished-vbe  the  Flower  deplored,    • 
Here  with  the  Lyre  and  Sword. 

je  not  met  ere  now  l-^-so  let  tho6#  trust 

it  meet  for  moments  but  to  part  for  years, 

iveep,  watch,  pray,  to  hoki  back  ditet  from 

dust, 

t  love,  where  love  is  but  a  fount  of  tears. 

r,  sweet  sister  I  peace  around  ye  dweltV  ' 

Lyre,  Sword,  and  Fbwer,  fareweD  I 


S  GRAVES  OF  A  HOUSEHOLD. 

T  grew  in  beauty,  side  by  side. 
They  filled  one  home  with  glefr— 
ir  graves  are  severed  &r  and  wide, 
By  mount,  and  stream,  and  sea. 


/ 


A 


The  same  fond  mother  bent  at^iight 
O'er  each  fiur  sleeping  brow ; 

She  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight — 
Where  are  those  dreamers  now  7 

One,  'midst  the  forests  of  the  West, 

By  a  dark  stream  is  laid — 
The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest, 

Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 

The  sea,  the  blue  kme  sea^  hath  one. 
He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep— 

He  was  the  bved  of  all,  yet  none 
O'er  hii  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drest. 

Above  the  noble  slain ; 
He  wrapt  his  colours  round  his  breast, 
^       On  a  blood-red  field  of  Spain. 

And  one — o^er  her  the  myrtle  showers 
Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fanned ; 

She  faded  'midst  Italian  fiowers. 
The  last  of  that  bright  band. 

And  parted  thus  they  rest,  who  played 
Beneath  the  same  green  tree; 

Whose  voices  mingled  as  they  prayed 
Around  one  parent  knee  I 

They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  hall. 

And  cheered  with  song  the  health — 
Alas !  for  love,  if  tktni  wert  all, 
'  And  nought  beyond,  Oh  eaith ! 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

.*  /     Go  to  the  forest  shade. 

Seek  thou  the  well-known  glade 

Where,  heavy  with  sweet  dew,  the  vfolets  lie; 
Gleaming  through  moss-tufts  deep, 
Like  dark  eyes  filled  with  sleep. 

And  bathed  in  hues  of  summer's  midnight  sky. 

Bring  me  their  buds,  to  shed 

Around  my  dying  bed 
A  bieath  of  May,  and  of  the  wood's  rBpoae; 

For  I,  in  sooth,  depart 

With  a  reluctant  heart, 
That  fiun  would  linger  where  the  bright  sun  giowi. 

Fain  would  I  stay  with  thee— 

Alas!  this  must  not  be ; 
Yet  bring  me  stiD  the  gifts  of  happier  hours ! 

Gk)  where  the  fountain's  breast 

Catches,  in  glassy  rest. 
The  dim  green  light  that  pours  through  lamel 
bowers. 
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I  know  iow  softly  bright, 

Steeped  in  that  tender  light, 
The  water-lilies  tremble  there,  e'en  now ; 

Go  to  the  pure  stream's  edge, 

And  from  its  whispering  sedge 
Bring  me  those  flowers  to  cool  my  fevered  brow. 

Then,  as  in  hope's  young  dajrs, 
'  Track  thpu  the  antique  maze 
Of  the  rich  garden,  to  its  grassy  mound; 

There  is  a  lone  white  rose, 

Shedding,  in  sudden  snows, 
Its  feint  leaves  o'er  the  emerald  turf  around. 

Well  know'st  thou  that  fair  tree ! 

— A  murmur  of  the  bee 
Dwells  ever  in  the  honied  lime  above ; 
.  Bring  me  one  pearly  flower. 

Of  all  its  clustering  shower — 
For  on  that  spot  we  first  revealed  our  love ! 

Ghither  one  woodbine  bough, 

Then,  from  the  lattice  low 
Of  the  bowered  cottage  which  I  bade  thee  mark, 

When  by  the  hamlet  last 

Through  dim  wood-lanes  we  passed, 
Where  dews  were  glancing  to  the  glow-worm's 
spark. 

Haste  I  to  my  pillow  bear 
Those  fragrant  things,  and  fair — 

My  hand  no  more  may  bind  them  up  at  eve ; 
Yet  shall  their  odour  soft 
One  bright  dream  round  me  waft. 

Of  life,  youth,  summer — au  that  I  must  leave ! 

And  oh !  if  thou  wouldst  ask, 

Wherefore  thy  steps  I  task 
The  grove,  the  stream,  the  hamlet-vale  to  trace ; 

— 'T  is  that  some  thought  of  me. 

When  I  am  gone,  may  be 
The  spirit  bound  to  each  feniiliar  place. 

I  bid  mine  image  dwell, 

(Oh !  break  thou  not  the  spell !) 
In  the  deep  wood,  and  by  the  fountain  side— 

Thou  must  not,  my  beloved ! 

Rove  where  we  two  have  roved, 
Forgetting  her  that  in  her  spring-time  died. 


A  MONARCH'S  DEATH-BED. 

The  Emperor  Albert  of  Hapabuig,  who  was  aBsaadnated 
by  his  nephew,  afterwards  called  John  thePuricide,  was  left 
to  die  by  the  way-aide,  and  was  supported  in  hte  last  moments 
by  a  female  peasant,  who  happened  to  be  passing. 

A  MONARCH  on  his  death-bed  lay — 

Did  censers  waft  perfume. 
And  soft  lamps  pour  their  silvery  ray, 

Through  his  proud  chamber's  gloom  1 


He  lay  upon  a  greensward  bed, 

Beneath  a  darkening  Ay — 
A  lone  tree  wavipg  o'er  his  head, 

A  swift  stream  rolling  by. ' 

Had  he  then  fiadlen,  as  warriors  fall. 

Where  spear  strikes  fire  from  spear  1 
Was  there  a  banner  for  his  pall, 

A  buckler  for  his  bier  7 — 
Not  so— nor  cloven  shields  nor  heliiis 

Had  strewn  the  bloody  sod, 
Where  he,  the  helpless  lord  of  realms^ 

Yielded  his  soul  to  Grod. 

Were  th^re  not  friends,  with  words  of  cfaee 

And  princely  vassals  nigh  1 
And  priests,  the  crucifix  to  rear 

Before  the  fading  eye  1 — 
A  peasant  girl,  that  loyal  head 

Upon  her  bosom  laid ; 
And,  shrinking  not  for  woman's  dread, 

The  face  of  death  surveyed. 

Alone  she  sat — ^firom  hill  and  wood 

Red  sank  the  mournful  sun ; 
Fast  gushed  the  fount  of  noble  blood, 

Treason  its  worst  had  done ! 
With  her  long  hair  she  vainly  pressed 

The  wounds,  to  staunch  their  tide- 
Unknown,  on  that  meek  humble  broast, 

Imperial  Albert  died ! 


THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  &]], 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  bn 

And  stars  to  set — but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  oh !  De 

Day  is  for  mortal  ctae. 
Eve  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  heart 

Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  vok 
prayer — 
But  all  foj  thee,  thou  Mightiest  of  the  earth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour, 
Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wn 

There  comes  a  day  fiar  griefs  o'erwhsli 
power, 
A  time  for  softer  tears — but  all  are  thine. 

Touth  and  the  opening  roae 
May  ook  like  things  too  gbiious  for  decay. 

And  smile  at  thee— but  thoa  ait  not  ofl 
That  wait  the  ripened  bkxun  to  aeiae  their  pi 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 
And  flowera  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  br 

And  stars  to  set — ^but  all. 
Thou  hast  all  seaioDs  fiir  thine  own,  oh  I  D« 
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We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 
I  summer-birds  from,  far  shall  cross  the  sea, 

When  aatmnn's  hue  rfiall  tinge  the  golden 

grain — 
ho  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  theel 

Is  it  when  Spring's  first  gale 
I  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  1 
Is  it  when  roses  in  our  paths  grow  pale  1 — 
have  one  season— aZ/  are  ours  to  die ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 
art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air ; 
Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home, 
he  world  calls  us  forth — and  thou  ait  there. 

Thou  art  where  friend  meets  friend, 
th  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest— 

Thou  ait  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets 

rend 
des,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  ciest. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

lowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  dtt  I  Death. 


THE  RELEASE  OP  TASSO. 

s  came  a.  bard  to  Rome ;  he  brought  a  lyre 
inds  to  peal  through  Rome's  triumphant  sky, 
Mim  a  hero  on  his  funeral  pyre, 
et  a  conqueror  with  its  war-notes  high ; 
i  each  chord  had  fallen  the  gift  of  fixe, 
ving  breath  of  Power  and  Victory — 
,  its  lord,  the  sovereign  city's  guest, 
I  but  to  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest. 

Might  a  spirit  whose  ethereal  birth 

>f  the  loftiest,  and  whose  haunts  had  been 

t  the  marvels  and  the  pomps  of  earth, 

idry-bowers,  and  groves  of  deathless  green, 

lelds,  where  mail-clad  bosoms  prove  their 

orth, 

,  .flashing  swords  light  up  the  stormy  scene — 

Might  a  weary  heart,  a  wasted  frame, — 

;hild  of  Visions  from  a  dungeon  came. 

B  blue  waters,  as  in  joy  they  sweep, 

starlight  floating  o'er  their  swells  and  falls, 

i  blue  waters  9f  the  Adrian  deep, 

nnbers  had  been  sung — and  in  the  halls, 

3,  through  rich  foliage  if  a  sunbeam  peep, 

ns  Heaven's  wakening  to  the  sculptured 

alls,— 

rinccs  listened  to  those  lofty  strains, 

the  high  soul  they  burst  from,  pined  in  chains. 

1  the  summer-gardens,  where  the  spray 
ntfl,  for-glancing  from  their  marble  bed, 


Rains  on  the  flowering  myrtles  in  its  play. 
And  the  sweet  limes,  and  glassy  leaves  that  spread 
Round  tly  deep  golden  citrons— o'er  his  lay 
Dark  eyes,  dark,  soft,  Italian  eyes  had  shed 
Warm  tears,  fast^Iittering  in  that«un,  whose  light 
Was  a  forbidden  glory  to  his  sight. 

Oh !  if  it  be  that  vrizard  sign  and  speO, 
And  talisman  had  power  of  old  to  bind. 
In  the  dark  chambers  of  some  cavem-ceJl, 
Or  knotted  oak,  the  spirits  of  the  wind. 
Things  of  the  lightning-pinion,  wont  to  dwell 
High  o'er  the  reach  of  eagles,  and  to  find 
Joy  in  the  rush  of  storms — even  such  a  doom 
Was  that  high  minstrel's  in  his  dungeon-gloom. 

But  he  was  free  at  last ! — the  glorious  land 
Of  the  white  Alps  and  pine-crowned  Apennines, 
Along  whose  shore  the  sapphire  seas  expand, 
And  the  wastes  teem  with  myrtle,  and  the  shrines 
Of  long-forgotten  gods  from  Nature's  hand 
Receive  bright  offerings  still ;  with  all  its  vines, 
And  rocks,  and  ruins,  clear  before  him  lay — 
The  seal  was  taken  from  the  founts  of  day. 

The  winds  came  o'er  his  cheek ;  the  soft  winds, 

blending 
All  summer-sounds  and  odours  in  their  sigh; 
The  orange-groves  waved  ro(md ;  the  hills  were 

sending 
Their  bright  streams  down;  the  free  birds  darting 

by, 

And  the  blue  festal  heavens  above  him  bending, 
As  if  to  fold  a  worid  v^ere  none  could  die ! 
And  who  was  he  that  looked  upon  these  things  1 
— If  but  -  of  earth,  yet  one  whose  thoughts  were 
wings 

To  bear  him  o'er  creation !  and  whoee  mind 
Was  as  an  air-harp,  wakening  to  the  sway 
Of  sunny  Nature's  breathings  unconfined. 
With  all  the  mystic  harmonies  that  lay 
Far  in  the  slumber  of  its  chords  enshrined. 
Till  the  light  breeze  went  thrilling  on  its  way. 
— There  was  no  sound  that  wandered  through 

the  sky. 
But  told  him  secrets  in  its  melody. 

Was  the  deep  forest  lonely  unto  him 

With  all  its  Whispering  leaves  %   £Uu^  dell  and 

glade 
Teemed  with  such  forms  as  on  the  mossHsladbiim 
Of  fountains,  in  their  sparry  grottoes,  played, 
Seen  by  the  Greek  of  yore  through  twilight  dim, 
Or  misty  noontide  in  the  laurel-shade. 
— There  b  no  solitude  on  earth  so  deep 
As  that  where  man  decrees  that  man  should  weep! 

But  oh  I  the  life  in  Nature's  green  domains, 
The  breathing  sense  of  joy!  where  flowers  are 
springing 
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6  J  Btany  thoiisaiidi^  on  the  slopes  and  plains, 
And  the  gray  iock»— and  all  the  arched  woods 

ringing, 
And  the  young  branches  trembling  to  the  strains 
Of  wild-bom  ■creatures,  through  the  sunshine 

winging 
Their  fearless  flight — and  sylvan  echoes  round, 
Mingling  all  tones  to  one  Eiolian  sound ; 

And  the  glad  voice,  the  laughing  voioe  of  streams. 

And  the  low  cadence  of  the  silvery  sea, 

And  reed-notes  from  the  mountains,  and  the 

beams 
Of  the  warm  sun— all  these  are  for  the  firee  I 
And  they  were  hi»  once  more,  the  bard,  whose 

dreams 
Their  spirit  still  had  haunted.— Gould  it  be 
That  he  had  borne  the  chain  1— oh!  who  shall 

dare 
To  say  how  much  man's  heart  uncrushed  may 

bear? 

So  deep  a  root  hath  hope!— but  wo  for  this, 
Our  frail  mortality,  that  aught  so  bright. 
So  almost  burthened  with  excess  of  bliss. 
As  the  rich  hour  which  back  to  summer's  light 
Calls  the  worn  captive,  with  the  gentle  kiss 
Of  winds,  and  gush  of  waters,  and  the  sight 
Of  the  green  earth,  must  so  be  bought  with  years 
Of  the  heart's  fever,  parching  up  its  tears; 

And  feeding  a  slow  fire  on  all  its  powers. 
Until  the  boon  for  which  we  gasp  in  vain, 
If  hardly  won  at  length,  too  late  made  ours 
When  the  soul's  wing  b  broken,  comes  like  rain 
Withheld  till  evening,  on  the  stately  flowers 
Which  withered  in  the  noontide,  ne'er  again 
To  lift  their  heads  in  glory. — So  doth  Earth 
Breathe  on  her  gifts,  and  melt  away  their  worth. 

The  sailor  dies  in  sight  of  that  green  shore, 
Whose  fields,  in  slumbering  beauty,  seemed  to  lie 
On  the  deep's  foam,  amidst  its  hollow  roar 
Called  up  to  sunlight  by  his  fentasy — 
And,  when  the  shining  desert-mists  that  wore 
The  lake's  bright  semblance,  have  been  all  passed 

The  inlgrim  sinks  beside  the  fountain-wave. 
Which  flashes  from  its  rock,  too  late  to  save. 

Or  if  we  five,  if  that,  too  dearly  bought. 

And  made  too  precious  by  long  hopes  and  fears. 

Remains   our   own — ^love,  darkened    and   o'er- 

wrought 
By  memory  of  privation,  love,  which  wears 
And  casts  o'er  life  a  troubled  hue  of  thought. 
Becomes  the  shadow  of  our  closing  years. 
Making  it  almost  misery  to  possess 
Aught,  watched  with  such  unquiet  tenderness. 

Such  unto  him,  the  bard,  the  worn  and  wild, 
And  sick  with  hope  deferred,  fiom  whom  the  sky, 


With  all  its  clouds  in  burning  glory  piled. 
Had  been  shut  out  by  long  captivity; 
Such,  freedom  was  to  Tasso. — As  a  child 
Is  to  the  mother,  whose  foreboding  eye 
In  its  too  radiant  glance,  ficom  d&y  to  day, 
Reads  that  which  calls  the  brightest  first  awiy. 

And  he  became  a  wanderer — in  whose  breast 
Wild  fear,  which,  e'en  when  every  sense  doth 

sleep. 
Clings  to  the  burning  heart,  a  wakeful  goeit, 
Sat  brooding  as  a  spirit,  raised  to  keep 
Its  gloomy  vigil  of  intense  unrest 
O'er  treasures,  burthening  life,  and  buried  deep 
In  cavem-tomb,  and  sought,  through  shidei  lod 

stealth, 
By  some  pale  mortal,  trembfing  at  his  weshh. 

But  wo  for  those  who  trample  o'er  a  mind! 

A  deathless  thing. — They  know  not  what  they  do, 

Or  what  they  deal  with! — Man  perehanre  msj 

bind 
The  flower  his  step  hath  bmiaed;  or  light  anew 
The  torch  he  quenches;  or  to  music  wind 
Again  the  lyre-stiing  from  his  toveh  that  flew— 
But  for  the  soul! — oh!  tremble,  and  beware 
To  lay  rude  hands  upon  Go4's  mysteries  tik^re/ 

For  blindness  wraps  that  world— our  touch  may 

turn 
Some  balance,  fearfully  and  darkly  hung, 
Or  put  out  some  bright  spark,  whose  ny  AM 

bum 
To  point  the  way  a  thousand  rocks  among— 
Or  break  some  subtle  chain,  whkh  none  disoem, 
Though  binding  down  the  terrible,  the  strong, 
Th'  o'ersweeping  passbns — ^which  to  loose  on  fife 
Is  to  set  free  the  elements  for  strife ! 

• 

Who  then  to  power  and  glory  shall  reetore 
That  which  our  evil  rashness  hath  undonel 
Who  unto  mystic  harmony  once  more 
Attune  those  viewless  chords  1 — There  is  but  One! 
He  that  through  dust  the  stream  of  life  can  pov, 
The  Mighty  and  the  Merciful  alone! 
— ^Yet  oft  His  paths  have  midnight  for  their  shade— 
He  leavei  to  man  the  ruin  man  hath  made!— 


TASSO  AND  HIS  SISTER. 


**  Devant  voDB  Sft  Bomote;  li  dtovmrait  ki 
qnand  U  vint  en  pAMrin  demsader  A  oette  otacuM  amK  >■ 
arils  contie  PiiyuBUce  des  princes.— -Soi  Iodkobs  duuluMi 
aTolentpre«itteegar6«ru8on;  ilne  Ini  reitt)it  ptss  qw  ^ 
gtoie." 

She  sat,  where  on  each  wind  that  sighed 

The  citron's  breath  went  by; 
While  the  deep  gold  of  eventide 

Burned  in  the  Italian  aky. 
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iwer  was  one  where  daylight's  close 
oft  sweet  laughter  found, 
Qoe  the  voice  of  childhood  rose 
he  high  vineyards  round. 

D  and  thoughtful,  at  her  knee, 

children  stood  that  hour, 

yonts  of  flonf  ,*and  dancing  glee, 

bed  as  by  words  of  power. 

iright,  fixed,  ^wondering  eyes  that  gaae  ^ 

0  their  mother's  face; 

nrowB  through  parting  ringlets  raised, 
f  stood  in  silent  grace. 

she— yet  something  o'er  her  look 
loumAilness  was  spread^ 
lom  a  poet's  magic  book 
glorious  numbers  read; 
ood,  undyihg  lay,  which  poured 
ght  on  ei^  years ; 
lie  gifted  Pen  and  Sword^* 
triumph  and  the  tears. 

id  of  fiur  Erminia's  flight, 
ch  Venice  once  might  htta 
n  her  glittering  seas  at  night, 
iiany  a  gondolier; 
she  read,  who  broke  the  charm 
t  wrapt  the  m3rrtle  grove; 
Ifrcy's  deeds,  of  Tancred's  arm, 
t  slew  his  Paynim  love. 

cheeks  around  that  bright  page  glowed, 

ig  holy  hearts  were  stirred; 

e  meek  tears  of  woman  flowed 

o'er  each  burning  word. 

unds  of  breeze,  and  fount,  and  leaf, 

B  sweet  each  pause  between ; 

a  strange  voice  of  sudden  grief 

t  on  the  gentle  scene. 

other  turned — a  way-worn  man, 

Igrim  garb  stood  nigh, 

sly  mien,  yet  wild  and  wan, 

road,  yet  restless  eye. 

>ps  that  would  not  stay  for  pride, 

1  that  dark  eye  gushed  finee, 
■ing  his  pale  brow,  he  cried, 
rgottcn!  e'en  by  thee  1 

so  changed  T — and  yet  we  two 
land  in  hand  have  played — 
row  hath  been  all  bathed  in  dew,  . 
1  wreaths  which  thou  hast  made, 
ve  knelt  down  and  said  one  prayer, 
sung  one  vesper  strain — 
lughts  are  dim  with  clouds  of  care— 
me  those  words  again! 

■caroely  necc— iry  to  recall  the  weD  known  Italian 
bat  TiflK)  with  his  swonl  an!  pen  was  miperiorto  an 


"Life  hath  been  heavy  on  my  head; 

I  come,  a  stricken  deer. 
Bearing  the  heart,  'midst  crowds  that  bled. 

To  bleed  in  stillness  here." 
— She  gazed — till  thoughts  that  kxng  had  slept, 

Shook  all  hier  thrilling  firam&— 
She  fell  upon  his  neck,  and  wept. 

And  breathed  her  brother's  name. 

Her  6rorAer't  name!— and  who  was  hfl, 

The  weary  one,  tfa*  unknown, 
That  came,  the  bitter  world  to  flee, 

A  stminger  to  his  own? 
— He  was  the  bard  of  gifts  divine. 

To  sway  the  hearts  of  men; 
He  of  the  song  for  Salem's  shrine, 

He  of  the  Sword  and  Penl 


TO  THE  POET  WORDSWORTH. 

Thine  b  a  strain  to  read  amongst  the  hills. 

The  old  and  full  of  voices — ^by  the  source 

Of  some  firee  stream,  whose  gladdening  presence 

fills 
The  solitude  with  sound — for  in  its  course 
Even  such  is  thy  deep  song,  that  seems  a  part 
Of  those  high  scenes,  a  fountain  firom  their  heart. 

Or  its  cabn  spirit  fitly  may  be  taken 

To  the  still  breast,  in  some  sweet  garden-bowers. 

Where  summer  winds   each  tree's   low  tones 

awaken, 
And  bud  and  bell  with  changes  mark  the  hours. 
There  let  thy  thoughts  be  with  me^  while  the  day 
Sinks  with  a  golden  and  serene  decay. 

Or  by  some  hearth  where  happy  faces  meet. 
When  night  hath  hushed  the  woods  with  all  their 

birds, 
There,  from  some  gentle  voice,  that  lay  were  sweet 
As  antique  music,  linked  with  household  words. 
While,  in  pleased  murmurs,  woman's  lip  might 

move, 
And  the  raised  eye  of  childhood  shine  in  love. 

Or  where  the  shadows  of  dark  solenm  yews 
Brood  silently  o'er  some  lone  burial-ground, 
Thy  veite  hath  power  that  brightly  might  diffuse 
A  breath,  a  kindling,  as  of  spring,  around. 
From  its  own  glow  of  hope  and  courage  high. 
And  steadfast  fiuth's  victorious  oonstancy. 

True  bard  and  holy !— thou  ait  e'en  as  one 
Who,  by  some  secret  gift  of  soul  or  eye, 
In  every  spot  beneath  the  smiling  sun, 
Sees  where  the  springs  of  living  vraters  lie— 
Unseen  awhile  they  sleep— till,  touched  by  thee, 
Bright,  healthful  waves  flow  forth,  to  etch  gltd 
wanderer  free! 


I 
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THE  SONG  OP  THE  CURFEW. 

Hire!  from  the  dim  church-tower, 
The  deep,  alow  curfew's  chime ! 
A  heavy  sound  unto  hall  and  bower^ 

In  England's  olden  time! 
Sadly  't  was  heard  by  him  who  came 
From  the  fields  of  tus  toil  at  night, 
And  who  might  not  see  his  own  hearth's  flame 
In  his  children's  eyes  make  light 

Sadly  and  sternly  heard 
As  it  quenched  the  wood-fire's  glow, 
Which  had  cheered  the  board,  with  the  mirthful 
word, 
And  the  red  wine'e  foaming  flow 
Until  that  sullen,  booming  knell, 

Flung  out  from  every  fane, 
On  harp,  and  lip,  and  spirit  fell. 
With  a  weight,  and  with  a  chain. 

Wo  for  the  wanderer  then 
In  the  wild-deer's  forests  far! 
No  cottage  lamp,  to  the  haunts  of  men, 

Might  guide  him  as  a  star. 
And  wo  for  him,  whose  wakeful  soul. 

With  lone  aspirings  filled. 
Would  have  lived  o'er  sooie  fanmortal  scroll. 
While  the  sounds  of  earth  were  stilled. 

And  yet  a  deeper  wo, 
For  the  watchers  by  the  bed. 
Where  the  fondly  loved,  in  pain  lay  low, 

And  rest  forsook  the  head. 
For  the  mother,  doomed  unseen  to  keep 

By  the  dying  babe  her  place. 
And  to  feel  its  flitting  pulse,  and  weep, 
Yet  not  behold  its  fkce ! 

Darkness,  in  chieftain's  haU ! 
Darkness,  in  peasant's  cot  1 
While  Freedom,  under  that  shadowy  pall, 

Sat  mourning  o'er  her  lot. 
Oh !  the  fireside's  peace  we  well  may  prize, 

For  blood  hath  flowed  like  rain. 
Poured  forth  to  make  sweet  sanctuaries 
Of  England's  homes  again ! 

Heap  the  yule-fagots  high, 
'  Till  the  red  light  fills  the  room ! 
It  is  home's  own  hour,  when  the  stormy  sky 

Grows  thick  with  evening  gloom. 
Gather  ye  round  the  holy  hearth, 

And  by  its  gladdening  blaze, 
Unto  thankful  bliss  we  will  change  our  mirth, 
With  a  thought  of  the  dden  days. 


HYMN  FOR  GURIST&IAS. 

Oh  !  lovely  voices  of  the  sky 

Which  hymned  the  Saviour's  biitb. 
Are  ye  not  singing  still  an  high, 
Ye  that  sang,  **  Peace  on  earth  f 
To  us  yet  speak  the  strains 

Wherewith,  in  time  gone  by, 
Ye  Messed  the  Syrian  svrains, 
Oh!  voices  of  the  sky  I 

Oh !  clear  and  shining  light,  whose  beia 

That  hour  Heaven^i  glory  shed. 
Around  the  palms,  and  o'er  the  etreaiBB, 
And  on  the  shepherd's  head. 
Be  near,  tHrough  life  and  death, 

As  in  that  holiest  night 
Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  faith — 
Oh  1  dear  and  shining  fight! 

Oh !  star  whi4l  led  to  Him,  whose  love 

Brought  down  man's  ransom  fireo- 
Where  art  thoul — 'midat  the  boit  aboie, 
May  we  still  gaze  on  tiieel 
In  Heaven  thou  art  not  set, 

Thy  ray*  earth  may  not  dim, 
Send  them  to  guide  us  yet, 
Oh!  star  whk:h  kd  to  Him! 


CHRIST  STILLING  THE  TEMPI 

*' But  the  diip  was  now  in  ihe  mite  of  the  sas,  ton 
waves;  for  the  wind  was  contnry." 

iSL  Jlfattleie^  xii 

Fear  was  within  the  tossing  bark, 
When  stormy  winds  grew  loud ; 

And  waves  came  rolling  high  and  daik, 
And  the  tall  mast  was  bowed. 


And  men  stood  breathless  in  their  dread, 

And  baffled  in  their  skill — 
But  One  was  there,  who  rose  and  said 

To  the  wild  sea,  "  Be  still  !'* 

And  the  wind  ceased — it  ceased ! — that  n 
Passed  through  the  gloomy  sky ; 

The  troubled  billows  knew  their  Loid, 
And  sank  beneath  his  eye. 

And  slumber  settled  on  the  deep, 

And  silence  on  the  blast, 
As  when  the  righteous  falls  asleep, 

When  death's  fierce  throes  are  past 

Thou  that  didst  rule  the  angry  hoor. 
And  tame  the  tempest's  mood 

Oh !  send  thy  spirit  fiuth  in  power, 
O'er  our  dark  souls  to  brood ! 
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lat  didst  bow  the  billow's  piide, 
mandates  to  fulfil — 
ipeak,  to  passion's  raging  tide, 
L  and  say—"  Peace,  be  stiU  I" 


VS  AGONY  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

it— the  Saviour  knelt  and  prayed, 

n  but  His  Father's  eye 

through  the  lonely  garden's  shade, 

lat  dread  agony  I 

rd  oi^dl,  abov^  beneath, 

wed  with  sorrow  unto  death. 

1  set  in  a  fearful  hour, 

ikies  might  well  grow  dim, 

his  mortality  had  power  * 

o'er^hadow  Him! 

e  who  gave  man's  breath  might  know, 

y  depths  of  human  vKt. 

w  them  all— Ihe  doubt,  the  strife, 
aint,  perplexing  dread, 
Its  that  hang  o'er  parting  life, 
irkened  round  His  head  1 
>  Deliverer  knelt  to  pray— 
led  it  not,  that  cup,  away. 

1  not— though  the  stormy  wave 

nink  beneath  His  tread ; 

i  not — though  to  Him  the  grave 

fielded  up  its  dead. 

e  was  sent  Him  from  t>n  high 

f  strength,  for  man  to  die.* 

s  HU  mortal  hour  beset 
anguish  and  dismay  1 
may  we  meet  our  conflict  yet, 
)  dark,  narrow  way  1 
it  through  Him,  that  path  who  trodi 
we  perish,  Son  of  God ! 


THE  SUNBEAM. 

BO  lingerer  in  monarch's  hall, 
1  art,  and  a  wealth  to  all  I 
f  hope  unto  land  and  sea — 
what  gift  hath  the  world  like  theel 

ralking  the  billows,  and  Ocean  smiles- 
touched  with  glory  his  thousand  isles- 
lit  up  the  ships,  and  the  feathery  foam, 
ened  the  sailor,  Uke  words  firom  home. 


era  sppeand  an  angel  unto  him  ftxnn  heaven, 

r  him." 


To  the  solemn  depths  of  the  fiirest  shades, 
Thou  art  streaming  on  through  their  green  arcadei| 
And  the  quivering  leaves  that  have  caught  thy 

glow. 
Like  fire-flies  glance  to  the  pools  bek>w. 

• 

I  looked  on  the  mountains— a  vapour  lay 
Folding  their  heights  in  its  dark  amy; 
Thou  brakest  forth — and  the  mist  became 
A  crown  and  a  mantle  of  living  flame. 

I  looked  on  the  peasant's  lowly  cot — 
Something  of  sadness  had  wrapt  the  spot; 
But  a  gleam  of  thee  on  its  casement  fell. 
And  it  laughed  into  beauty  at  that  bright  spelL 

To  the  earth's  wild  places  a  guest  thou  art. 
Flushing  the  waste  like  the  rose's  heart ; 
And  thou  scomcst  not,  from  thy  pomp  to  shed 
A  tender  light  on  the  ruin's  head. 

Thou  tak'st  through  the  dim  church-aisle  thy  way. 
And  its  pillars  firom  twilight  flash  forth  to  day. 
Audits  high  pale  tombs,  with  their  trophies  old, 
Are  bathed  in  a  flood  as  of  burning  gold. 

And  thou  tumest  not  from  the  humblest  grave. 
Where  a  flower  to  the  sighing  winds  may  wave ; 
Thou  scattcrest  its  gloom  like  the  dreams  of  rest, 
Thou  sleepest  in  love  on  its  grassy  breast. 

Sunbeam  of  summer,  oh!  what  is  like  theel 
Hope  of  the  wilderness,  joy  of  the  sea ! 
— One  thing  is  like  thee,  to  mortals  given, — 
The  faith,  touching  all  things  with  huesof  Heaven. 


THE  TRAVELLER  AT  THE  SOURCE 
OF  THE  NILE. 

In  sunset's  light  o'er  Afiric  thrown, 

A  wanderer  proudly  stood 
Beside  the  well-spring,  deep  and  lone, 

Of  Egypt's  awful  flood ; 
The  cradle  of  that  mighty  Inrth, 
So  long  a  hidden  thing  to  earth. 

He  heard  its  life's  first  murmuring  sound, 

A  low  mysterious  tone ; 
A  muac  sought,  but  never  found 

By  kings  and  warriors  gone ; 
He  listened — and  his  heart  beat  high—    * 
That  was  the  song  of  victory ! 

The  rapture  of  a  conqueror's  mood 
Rushed  burning  through  his  frame, 

The  depths  of  that  green  sohtude 
Its  torrents  could  not  tame. 

Though  stillness  lay,  with  eve's  last  smile. 

Round  those  calm  fountains  of  the  Nile. 
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Night  came  with  stan : — acroM  hia  aool 
There  swept  a  sudden  change, 

E'en  at  the  pilgrim's  glorious  goal-, 
A  shadow  dark  and  strange, 

Breathed  firom  the  thought,  so  swift  to  fidl 

O'er  triumph's  hour— ilnd  U  this  all? 

No  more  than  this!— what  seemed  it  now 
First  by  that  spring  to  stand  1 

A  thousand  streams  of  lovelier  flow 
Bathed  his  own  mountain  land  I 

Whence,  far  o'er  waste  and  ocean  track, 

Their  wild  sweet  voices  called  him  back. 

They  called  him  back  to  many  a  glade. 
His  childhood's  haunt  of  play. 

Where  brightly  through  the  beedien  shade 
Their  waters  glanced  away ; 

They  called  him,  with  their  sounding  waves, 

Back  to  his  fathers'  hills  and  graves. 

But  darkly  mingling  vrith  the  thought 

Of  each  familiar  scene. 
Rose  up  a  fearful  vision,  fraught 

With  all  that  lay  between ; 
The  Arab's  lance,  the  desert's  gloom. 
The  whirling  sands,  the  red  simoom  1 

Where  was  the  glow  of  power  and  pride  7 

The  spirit  bom  to  roam? 
His  veeary  heart  within  him  died 

With  yearnings  for  his  home ; 
All  vainly  struggling  to  repress 
That  gush  of  painful  tenderness. 

He  wept — the  stars  of  Afric's  heaven 

Beheld  his  bursting  tears. 
E'en  on  that  spot  where  &te  had  given 

The  meed  of  toiling  years. 
^^-Oh,  happiness !  how  far  we  flee  . 
Thine  own  sweet  paths  in  search  of  thee  !* 


THE  VAUDOIS  VALLEYS. 

Yes,  thou  hast  met  the  sun's  last  smile, 

From  the  haunted  hills  of  Rome ; 
By  many  a  bright  iEgean  isle. 

Thou  hast  seen  the  billows  foam : 

From  the  silence  of  the  Pyramid 
Thou  hast  watched  the  solemn  flow 

Of  the  Nile,  that  with  its  waters  hid 
The  ancient  realm  below : 

Thy  heart  hath  burned  as  shepherds  sung 

Some  wild  and  warlike  strain. 
Where  the  Moorish  horn  once  proudly  rung 

Through  the  pealing  hills  of  Spain : 

*  The  arrival  of  Brace  al  what  he  oonridend  to  be  the 
■omce  of  the  Nile,  waa  Mlowed  almost  Immediately  by  feel- 
logi  thus  suddenly  fluciuaUng  from  triumph  to  deipondsDoe. 
this  TraveU  in  Abytrinia. 


And  o'er  the  lonely  Gheoan 
Thou  hast  heard  the  laoreb  moan, 

With  a  sound  yet  murmuring  in  thy 
Of  the  gk>ry  that  is  gone. 

But  go  thou  to  the  pastoral  vales 
Of  the -Alpine  mountains  old, 

If  thou  wouldst  hear  immortal  tales 
By  the  wind's  deep  whispers  toU ! 

Go,  if  thou  lovest  the  soil  lb  tread, 
Wliere  man  hath  nobly  striven. 

And  life,  like  incense,  hath  been  shed. 
An  offering  unto  Heaien. 

For  o'er  the  snows,  and  round  the  pines, 

Hath  swept  a  noble  flood ; 
The  nurture  of  the  peasant's  vines 

Hath  been  the  martyr's  blood ! 

A  spirit,  stronger  than  the  sword, 

And  loftier  thati  despair. 
Through  all  the  heroic  region  pound, 

Breathes  in  this  generoua  air. 

A  memory  clings  to  every  steep 

Of  long-enduring  faith, 
And  the  sounding  streams  glad  reooid  ke^ 

Of  courage  unto  death. 

Ask  of  the  peasant  where  his  sires 

For  truth  and  freedom  bled. 
Ask,  where  were  lit  the  torturing  fires, 

Where  lay  the  holy  dead ; 

And  he  will  tell  thee,  all  around, 

On  fount,  and  turf,  and  stone. 
Far  as  the  chamois'  foot  can  bound, 

Their  ashes  have  been  sown  t 


Go,  when  the  sabbath  bell  u  heard* 
Up  through  the  wilds  to  float, 

When  the  dark  old  woods  and  caves  are 
To  gladness  by  the  note ; 

When  forth,  along  their  thousand  riUs^ 

The  mountain  people  come. 
Join  thou  their  worship  on  those  hills 

Of  gbrious  martyrdom. 

And  while  the  song  of  praise  j^^fwndff. 
And  while  the  torrent's  vofoe 

Like  the  swell  of  many  an  organ  blends, 
Then  let  thy  eoul  rejoice  I 


*  See  "  GUly^  Roaearches  amongat  the  MoaotaliM  of  Tta 
moat,"  for  an  intereadng  deacripUoD  of  a  aabbadi  d^r  la  d 
apperregionfloftheVaudoiai  Tbe inhabitamB of thaa» Pi 
teatant  valleya^  who,  like  the  Swio^  repair  with  thdr  flod 
and  herds  to  the  aummita  of  the  hilla  doriof  the  ■«*■"« 
are  followed  thither  by  their  paaow^  and  at  ttetaeMoaef  d 
year,  asaemhie  on  that  asaed  day,  to  wQahip  in  iha  opa  li 
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,  that  human  heart,  through  scorn, 
logh  shame,  through  death,  made  strong, 
the  rocks  and  heavens  have  borne 
ofGKxlso  longl 


E  SONGS  OP  OUR  FATHERS. 


-"  Sing  aknid 


KMQg^  the  pncioQs  music  of  the  heart" 

Wordnoortk 


them  upon  the  sunny  hills, 

hen  days  are  long  and  bright, 

the  blue  gleam  of  shining  rills 

loveliest  to  the  sight. 

them  along  the  misty  moor, 

here  ancient  hunters  roved, 

swell  them  through  the  torrent's  roar — 

le  songs  our  fathers  loved ! 

wngs  their  souls  rejoiced  to  hear 

ben  harps  were  in  the  hall, 

each  proud  note  made  lance  and  spear 

rill  on  the  bannered  wall : 

longs  that  through  our  valleys  green 

it  on  from  age  to  age, 

his  own  river's  voice,  have  been 

e  peasant's  heritage. 

reaper  sings  them  when  the  vale 
illed  with  plumy  sheaves ; 
woodman,  by  the  starlight  pale 
eered  homeward  through  the  leaves: 
anto  them  the  glancing  oars 
oyous  measure  keep, 
re  the  dark  rocks  that  crest  our  shores 
ih  back  the  foaming  deep. 

it  be ! — a  light  they  shed 
r  each  old  fount  and  grove ; 
mory  of  the  gentle  dead, 
ipell  of  lingering  love : 
raring  the  names  of  mighty  men, 
ey  bid  our  streams  roll  on, 
link  high  thoughts  to  every  glen 
liere  valiant  deeds  were  done. 

1  them  your  children  round  the  hearth, 
len  evening-fires  bum  clear, 
in  the  fields  of  harvest  mirth, 
d  on  the  hills  of  deer ! 
all  each  unforgotten  word, 
len  hi  those  loved  ones  roam, 
«ck  the  hearts  that  once  it  stirred, 
childhood's  holy  home. 

rreen  woods  of  their  native  land 
ill  whisper  in  the  strain, 
roices  of  their  household  band 
dl  sweetly  speak  again  i 
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The  heathery  heights  in  vision  rise 
Where  like  the  stag  they  roved— * 

.  Sing  to  your  sons  those  melodies, 
The  songs  your  fiohers  loved. 


THE  BURIAL  OF  WILLIAM  THE  CON- 

aUEROR. 

Lowly  upon  his  bier 

The  royal  conqueror  lay, 
Baron  and  chief  stood  near, 

Silent  in  war-array. 

Down  the  long  minster's  aisle. 
Crowds  mutely  gazing  streamed, 

Altar  and  tomb,  the  while. 
Through  mists  of  incense  gleamed } 

And  by  the  torch's  blaze  .    ^ 

The  stately  priest  had  said 
High  words  of  power  and  praise. 

To  the  glory  of  the  dead. 

They  lowered  him,  with  the  sound 

Of  re(|uiems,  to  repose. 
When  from  the  throngs  around 

A  solemn  voice  arose: 

'*  Forbear,  forbear !"  it  cried, 

"  In  the  holiest  name  forbear ! 
He  hath  conquered  regions  wide, 

But  he  shall  not  slumber  there. 

"  By  the  violated  hearth 

Which  made  way  for  yon  proud  shrine, 
By  the  harvests  which  this  earth 

Hath  borne  to  me  and  mine; 

"  By  the  home  e'en  here  o'erthrown, 
On  my  children's  native  spot, — 

Hence  t  with  his  dark  renown 
Cimiber  our  birth-place  not ! 

*    *^  Will  my  sire'runransomed  field 
O'er  which  your  censeis  wave, 
To  the  buried  spoiler  yield 
Soft  slumber  in  the  grave  1 

*"  The  tree  .before  him  fell 
Which  we  cherished  many  a  year, 

But  its  deep  root  yet  shall  swell 
And  heave  against  his  bier. 

"  The  land  that  I  have  tilled, 

Hath  yet  its  brooding  breast 
With  my  home's  while  sshes  filled — 

And  it  shall  not  give  him  rest 

''Here  each  proud  column's  bed 

Hath  been  wet  by  weeping  ey< 
Hence!  and  bestow  your  dead 

Where  no  wrong  against  him.*'^'^^^" 
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Stuuoe  glowed  oa  each  iluk  face  . 

Of  ttuan  proud  Bud  ileel-giit  taaa. 
And  thijr  boagbt  witl)  gold  Aplace 

For  Iheb  loider'i  diut,  tf  en  than. 

A  UuIb  euth  for  him  ' 

WluMe  bumer  flew  ■■>  fiurl 
And  k  peaunl'i  tale  could  dim 

Tbe  name,  & luMaa't  MmI 

One  deep  voice  thu*  uoae 

Fnm  ■  heart  nfaich  wrongi  had  ri*(c 
Ob  1  who  ahall  number  Ihoae 

That  were  bitf  heard  in  Heannl* 


■    THE  SOUND  OP  THE  SEA. 
Thod  art  sniiidiDg  on,  tbou  might;  aea, 

For  ever  and  the  eame  I 
The  ancient  rocks  jret  ring  to  thee, 

Wbpas  tbundeti  nought  can  tome. 

OhI  man?  a  gloiioui  Tcace  ia  gone. 

From  the  rich  boner*  oTenrtli, 
And  hiuhed  ia  man;  a  \on\j  one 

Of  mouinMoMBor  miith. 

The  Dorian  flute  that  lighed  of  yore 

Alimg  thy  wave,  ia  still; 
The  harp  of  Judah  peats  no  more 

On  Zion's  awflll  hilJ. 

And  M«mnon'a  Ijn  hath  loot  the  cbotd 

That  breathed  tbe  mystic  tone, 
And  tlie  songs,  at  Rome's  hi^  tihm^ihs  pound, 

Ale  with  her  eagle*  flown. 

And  mnte  the  Mootuh  ham,  that  rang 

O'er  stream  and  mountain  free, 
And  the  h^mn  the  leagued  Crusadsrs  aang, 

Hath  died  in  OaUlee. 

But  tbou  art  swelling  on,  tbdb  deep, 

Through  man;  an  otden  elime, 
Tb;  billow;  anthem,  ne'er  to  sleep 

Until  the  close  of  time. 

Thou  liftest  up  th;  aalemii  voice   ■ 

To  ever;  wind  and  ak;, 
And  all  our  earth's  green  abDre*  rejoice 

In  that  one  bumaoy. 

It  fills  the  noontide's  cahn  pnrfbond. 

The  sunset's  heaTen,of  f^  1 
And  the  still  midnightliean  the  lonnd, 


Let  theie  be  siltmce,  deep  and  strange, 

Whov  sceptred  dlies  loael 
TTum  speak'it  of  one  who  doth  not  chal^ 

— 3o  ma;  our  hearts  repose. 


CASABIAMCA,* 
Thc  bo;  stood  on  the  biuning  ds^ 

Whence  all  but  him  had  fled; 
The  flame  that  Ul  tbe  battle's  wreck, 

Shone  round  bim  o'er  the  dead. 

Yet  beautiful  and  bright  be  stood. 

As  bom  to  rule  the  storm ; 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 

Tbe  flames  rolled  on— he  wooU  not  gc^ 

Without  hU  father's  woid ; 
That  lather,  faint  in  death  below. 

His  Toice  no  Imger  heard. 

He  called  aloud—"  Say,  fathet,  sa; 

Uyel  my  task  ia  done)" 
He  knew  not  that  the  cbieAain  la; 

Unconadoas  of  his  aoti. 

"  Speak,  Father  I"  once  again  be  cried, 

"If  1  ma; yet  begone!'' 
— And  but  the  booming  shota  lepUed, 

And  fast  Iheflamee  nlled  on. 

Upon  bis  brow  he  leh  tbdr  breath. 

And  in  his  waving  hair; 
And  looked  fiom  that  lone  post  of  doMh, 

In  still,  yet  brave  despair. 

And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud 

"My  father!  must  I  ita;)" 
While  o'er  him  fast  thnmgh  sail  and  shmd, 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  eplcndour  wili^ 
They  caoght  the  Sag  on  high, 

And  streamed  above  the  gallant  child. 
Like  banners  in  tbe  sky. 

Thetecame  a  bunt  of  thunder  sotrnd 

The  boy— oh '.  where  was  hel 

—Ask  of  the  winds  that  far  around 
With  fhigments  strewed  the  seal 

Wih  mast,  and  behn,  and  pennoa  fat, 

That  well  had  borne  tbeir  part- 
But  the  noblest  thing  that  perished  ■>»», 
Was  that  yoong  faithful  heart. 

-  Young  Gi>_bli(iE«,  ■  1»f  abos  Uiinwi  TEin  (U. » 
he  idmiiJif  ibaOitaM,  nmalonl  uhto  piM(ia  AiM 
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THE  ADOPTED  CHILD. 

rouldst  thoa  leave  me,  oh !  gentle  child  1 

le  on  the  mountain  ia  bleak  and  wild, 

roofed  cabin  with  lowly  wall — 

I  &ir  and  pillaied  hall, 

lany  an  i^lage  of  marble  gleams, 

lunshine  of  pictme  for  ever  streams." 

«i  is  the  tnrf  wher^  my  brothers  play, 
the  long  bright  hours  of  the  8ummer«day, 
i  the  red  cup-moss  where  they  climb, 
'  chase  the  bee  o'er  the  scented  thyme ; 
rocks  where  the  heath-flower  blooms  they 
r — 
id  lady,  oh !  let  me  ga" 

;  thee,  boy  !  in  my  bower  to  dwell, 
sweet  sounds  which  thou  lovest  well; 
the  air  in  the  stilly  noon, 
lich  the  wandering  breezes  tune ; 
dlvery  wood-note  of  many  a  bird, 
see  was  ne'er  in  thy  mountains  heard." 

her  sings,  at  the  twilight's  fall, 
r  the  hills  hx  more  sweet  than  all ; 
it  under  our  own  green  tree, 
the  half  slumbering  on  her  knee ; 
last  night  of  that  music  low — 
d  lady!  oh!  let  me  go." 

ither  is  gone  from  her  cares  to  rest, 
taken  the  babe  on  her  quiet  breast ; 
ildst  meet  her  footstep,  my  boy,  no  more, 
her  song  at  the  cabin  door, 
bou  vrith  me  to  the  vineyards  nigh, 
pluck  the  grapes  of  the  richest  dye.'* 

lother  gone  from  her  home  away? 
now  that  my  brothers  are  there  at  play, 
ley  are  gathering  the  fox-glove's  bell, 
ig  fem-Ieaves  by  the  sparkling  well, 
launch  their   boats  where  the  bright 
ns  flow — 
d  lady!  ohl  let  me  go." 

Id!  thy  brothers  are  wanderers  now, 
rt  no  more  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
B  jeft  the  fern  by  the  spring's  green  side, 
treams  where  the  fidry  barks  were  tried. 
I  at  peace  in  thy  brighter  k)t, 
ilnn-home  is  a  lonely  spot." 

p  gone,  all  gone  from  the  sunny  hilll 
bird  and  the  blue-fly  rove  o'er  it  still, 
ed-deer  bound  in  their  gladnespfree, 
urf  is  bent  by  the  singing  bee, 
raters  leap,  uid  the  fresh  winds  blow — 
llady!  oh!  let  me  go." 


THE  DEPARTED. 


-"Thoa  shall  lie  down 


With  patria^cha  of  the  infant  world— with  kinga^ 
The  powerful  of  the  earth— the  wiae,  the  good, 
Fair  fomM,  and  hoary  seen  of  agea  pant, 

All  in  one  migh^  aepulchce." 

BryarU. 

And  shrink  ye  from  the  way 
To  the  spirit's  distant  Bh&ce  7 
Earth's  mightiest  men,  in  armed  array. 

Are  thither  gone  before.  ^ 

The  warrior  kings,  whose  banner 
Flew  far  as  eagles  fly. 
They  are  gone  where  swords  avail  them  not. 
From  the  feast  of  victory. 

And  the  seers,  who  sat  of  yore 
By  orient  palm  or  wave. 
They  have  passed  with  all  their  starry  fere- 
Can  ye  still  fear  the  gravel 

— We  fear,  we  fear  I— the  sunshine 
Is  joyous  to  behold. 
And  we  reck  not  of  the  buried  kings, 
Or  the  awful  seers  of  old. 

Ye  shrink  !~the  bards  whose  lays 
Have  made  your  deep  hearts  bum. 
They  have  left  the  sun,  and  the  voice  of  praiie, 
For  the  land  whence  none  return : 

And  the  lovely,  whose  memorial 
Is  the  verse  that  can  not  die, 
They  too  are  gone  with  their  glorious  bloom, 
From  the  gaze  of  human  eye. 

Would  ye  not  join  that  throng 
Of  the  earth's  departed  flowers. 
And  the  masters  of  the  mighty  song 
In  their  far  uid  fadeless  bowers? 

Those  songs  are  high  and  holy. 
But  they  vanquish  not  our  fear ; 
Not  from  our  path  those  flowers  are  gone — 
We  fain  would  linger  here ! 

Linger  then  yet  awhile. 
As  the  last  leaves  on  the  bough ! 
— ^Ye  have  loved  the  gleam  of  many  a  smile 
That  is  taken  from  you  now. 

There  have  been  sweet  singing  voices 
In  your  walks  that  now  are  still ; 
There  are  seats  left  void  in  your  earthly  homes 
Which  none  again  may  fill. 


Soft  eyes  are  seen  no  more 
That  made  spring-time  in  your  heart ; 
Kindred  and  friends  are  gone  before, — 
And  v«  stiJi  feax  \a  \M^.^ 
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— We  fear  not  now,  we  fear  not ! 
Though  the  way  through' darkneas  bends; 
Our  floulfl  are  strong  to  follow  thenif 
Our  own  familiar  friends ! 


THE  BREEZE  FROAf  LAND. 


-"  Ab  when  to  them  who  sail 


Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  past 

Mozambic,  off  at  sea  north-eaat  winds  blow 

Sabean  odoure  from  the  spicy  shore 

Of  Araby  the  Blest ;  with  such  delay 

Well  pleased  they  alack  their  course,  and  many  a  league, 

Cheered  with  the  grateful  smell,  oU  Ocean  smilea 

Paradite  LotU 


Jot  is  upon  the  lonely  seas, 

When  Indian  forests  pour 
Forth  to  the  billow  and  the  breeze 

Their  fragrance  from  the  shore ; 
Joy,  when  the  soft  air's  glowing  sigh 
Bears  on  the  breath  of  Araby. 

Oh!  welcome  are  the  winds  that  tell 

A  wanderer  of  the  deep 
Where  far  away  the  jasmines  dwell, 

And  where  the  mjrrrh-trees  weep ! 
Blessed,  on  the  sounding  surge  and  foam, 
Are  tidings  of  the  citron's  home ! 

The  sailor  at  the  heUn  they  meet, 

And  hope  his  bosom  stirs, 
Upspringing,  'midst  the  waves  to  greet 

The  fair  earth's  messengers. 
That  woo  him,  firom  the  mournful  main, 

Back  to  her  glorious  bowers  again. 

i 
They  woo  him,  whispering  lovely  tales 

Of  many  a  flowering  glade, 
And  fount's  bright  gleam  i^  island-vales 

Of  golden-fruited  shade ; 
Across  his  lone  ship's  wake  they  bring 
A  vision  and  a  glow  of  spring ! 

And  oh!  ye  masters  of  the  lay ! 

Come  not  e'en  thus  your  songs. 
That  meet  us  pn  life's  weary  way 

Amidst  her  toiling  throngs  1 
Yes !  o'er  the  spirit  thus  they  bear 
A  current  of  celestial  air! 

Their  power  is  finomihe  brighter  clime 

That  in  our  birth  hath  part, 
Their  tones  are  of  the  world  which  time 

Sears  not  within  the  heart ; 
They  tell  us  of  the  living  light 
In  its  green  places  ever  bright 


They  call  us  with  a  voice  divine 

Back  to  our  eariy  loVe, 
Our  vows  of  youth  at  many  a  shrine 

Whence  far  and  soon  we  rove : 
— Welcome,  high  thought  and  holy  strain. 
That  make  us  Truth's  and  Heaven's  again!* 


AN  HOUR  OF  ROMANCE 

There  were  thick  le%ves  above  me  and  aioond, 
And  low  sweet  sighs,  like  those  of  childhood's  deep^ 
Amidst  their  dinmess,  and  a  fitful  sound 
As  of  soft  showers  on  water — dark  and  de^ 
Lay  the  oak  shadows  o'er  the  tnrf|  so  still, 
They  seemed  but  pictured  glooms — a  hidden  nil. 
Made  music,  such  as  haunts  us  in  a  dreaxn, 
Under  the  fern-tufts ;  and  a  tender  gleam 
Of  soft  green  light,  as  by  the  glow-worm  sbed, 
Came  pouring  through  the  woven  beech-boogfai 

down, 
And  steeped  the  magic  page  wherein  I  read 
Of  royal  chivalry  and  old  renown, 
A  tale  of  Palestine.t — Meanwhile  the  bee 
Swept  past  me  with  a  tone  of  summer  hoori, 
A  drowsy  bugle,  wafting  thoughts  of  flowcfs. 
Blue  skies,-  and  amber  sunshine — brightly  free, 
On  filmy  wings  the  purple  dragon-fly 
Shot  glancing  like  a  fairy  javelin  by; 
And  a  sweet  voice  of  sorrow  told  the  dell 
Where  sat  the  lone  wood  pigeon. 

But  erelong, 
All  sense  of  these  things  fitded,  as  the  speO, 
Breathing  from  that  high  gorgeous  tak,  grew  siioiig 
On  my  chained  soul — 't  was  not  the  leaves  I  betvd; 
— A  Syrian  wind  the  lion-banner  stirred, 
Through  its  proud  floating  fiilds — \  was  not  the 

brook. 
Singing  in  secret  through  its  grassy  gleo — 
A  wild  shrill  trumpet  of  the  Saracen 
Pealed  from  the  desert's  lonely  heart,  and  shook 
The  burning  air.^Like  clouds  when  winds  are  higb| 
Oer  glittering  sands  flew  steeds  of  Araby, 
And  tents  rose  up,  and  sudden  lanoe  and  spear 
Flashed  where  a  fountain's  diamond  wave  lay  cktT) 
Shadowed  by  graceful  palm-trees. — Then  the  ihoBl 
Of  merry  England's  joy  swelled  freely  out, 
Sent  through  an  Elartem  heaven,  whose  gloriooi 

hue 
Made  shields  dark  mirrors  to  its  depths  o4  bhie; 
And  harps  were  there— I  heiurd  their  soondiqK 

strings, 
As  the  waste  echoed  to  the  mirth  of  kings. 


*  Written  iramediatdy  after  nsdinf  the  "  \ 
the  Chanfcter  and  Wiitii«s  of  Mlkaa,"  ia  Um  CkiMu 
aminer. 

t  llieTtUamaB— Taksof  Um  Crasadon. 
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The  bright  masque  faded — unto  life's  worn  track 
What  called  me,  from  its  flood  of  glory,  back  1 
— A  voice  of  happy  childhood ! — and  they  passed, 
Banner,  and  harp,  and  Paynim  trumpet's  blast — 
Yet  might  I  scarce,  bewail  the  vision  gone, 
My  heart  so  leapt  to  that  sweet  laughter's  tone. 


EVENING  PRAYER  AT  A  GIRLS' 
SCHOOL. 


''Now in  thj  footh,  beseech  of  Him, 

Who  giveth,  upbcaiding  not, 
Hut  his  light  in  thy  heart  become  not  dim, 

And  his  tove  be  onfbrgot ; 
And  thy  God,  in  the  darkest  of  dayi^  will  be 
Omganem,  and  beauty,  and  strength  to  thee." 

Bernard  Barton. 


Hush  !  't  is  a  holy  hour — the  quiet  room 

Seems  tike  a  temple,  while  yon  soft  lamp  sheds 
A  fitint  and  starry  radiance,  through  the  gloom 
And  the  sweet  stillness,  down  on  bright  young 
heads. 
With  all  their  clustering  locks,  untouched  by  care, 
And  bowed,  as  flowers  are  bowed  with  night — ^in 
prayer. 

Gase  on, — 't  is  lovely  l—childhood's  lip  and  cheek, 
Mantling  beneath  its  earnest  brow  of  thought — 

Ghoe— yet  what  seest  thou  in  those  fair,  and  meek, 
And  fragile  things,  as  but  for  sunshine  wrought  1 

— Thou  seest  what  grief  must  nurture  for  the  sky, 

What  death  must  fashion  for  eternity ! 

Oh !  joyous  creatures,  that  will  sink  to  rest. 
Lightly,  when  tho8«  pure  orisons  are  done. 

As  birds  with  slumber's  honey-dew  oppressed, 
'Midst  the  dim  folded  leaves,  at  set  of  sun — 

Lift  up  your  hearts ! — though  yet  no  sorrow  ties 

Dark  in  the  summer-heaven  of  those  clear  eyes ; 

Though  firesh  within  your  breasts  th'  untroubled 
springs 

Of  hajpe  make  melody  where'er  ye  tread ; 
And  o'er  your  sleep  bright  shadows,  from  the  wings 

Of  ^lirits  visiting  but  youth,  be  spread ; 
Yet  in  those  flute-tike  voices,  mingling  low, 
Is  woman's  tenderness — how  soon  her  wo  I 

Her  kit  is  on  yon— «i]ent  tears  to  weep, 
And  patient  smiles  to  wear  through  suffering's 
hour, 

And  sumless  riches,  from  Affection's  deep, 
To  pour  en  broken  leeds — a  wasted  shower ! 

And  to  make  idolf,  and  to  find  them  day, 

And  to  bewafl  that  wimhip— iherefive  pimy ! 


Her  lot  is  on  you — to  be  found  untired, 
Watching  the  stars  out  by  the  bed  of  pain. 

With  a  pale  cheek,  and  yet  a  brow  inspired. 
And  a  true  heart  of  hope,  though  hope  be  vain. 

Meekly  to  bear  with  wrong,  to  cheer  decay. 

And  oht  to  bve  through  all  things-^therefore 
pray! 

And  take  the  thought  of  this  calm  vesper  time,     ' 
With  its  low  murmuring  sounds  and  silvery 
light. 

On  through  the  dark  days  fading  from  their  prime. 
As  a  sweet  dew  to  keep  your  souls  from  blight. 

Earth  wiU  forsake — oh !  happy  to  have  given 

Th'  unbroken  heart's  first  fragrance  unto  Heaven ! 


THE  INVOCATION. 

WRITTEN  AFTER  THE  DEATH  OP  A  8I8TER-IN-L1W. 

.  Answer  me,  burning  stars  of  night  1 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone. 
That  past  the  reach  of  human  sight, 

Even  as  a  breeze,  hath  flown  1 
— And  the  stars  answered  me — "  We  nil 

In  light  and  power  on  high. 
But,  of  the  never-dying  soul. 

Ask  things  that  can  not  die !" 

Oh !  many  toned  and  chainless  wind ! 

Thou  art  a  wanderer  free ; 
Tell  me  if  thou  its  place  canst  find. 

Far  over  mount  and  sea  7 
— And  the  wind  murmured  in  reply, 

"  The  blue  deep  I  have  crossed, 
Ajsd  met  its  barks  and  billows  high, 

But  not  what  thou  hast  lost!" 

Ye  cknids  that  gorgeously  repose 

Around  the  setting  sun, 
Answer  I  have  ye  a  home  for  thow 

Whose  earthly  race  is  runl 
The  bright  clouds  answered — **  We  depart, 

We  vanish  from  the  sky; 
Ask  what  b  deathless  in  thy  heart 

For  that  which  can  not  die !" 

Speak,  then,  thou  vowe  of  God  within  I 

Thou  of  the  deep  few  tone ! 
Answer  me  through  life's  restless  din, 

Where  is  the  spirit  flown? 
— And  the  voice  answered — "  Be  thou  still 

Enough  to  know  is  given; 
Cbfi^,  winds,  and  stars  their  task  fiilfil, 

ThiM  n  to  trust  in  Heaven!" 
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WRITTEN  IN  A  HERMITAGE  ON  THE  SEA-8H0RE. 

O  WANDERER !  would  thy  heart  forget 

Each  earthly  passion  and  regret, 

And  would  thy  wearied  spirit  rise 

To  commune  with  its  native  skies ; 

Pause  for  awhile,  and  deem  it  sweet 

To  linger  in  this  calm  retreat ; 
And  give  thy  cares,  thy  griefe,  a  short  suspense, 
Amidst  wfld  scenes  of  lone  magnificence. 

Unmixed  with  aught  of  meaner  tone, 
Here  nature's  voice  is  heard  alone : 
When  the  loud  storm,  in  wrathful  hour. 
Is  rushing  on  its  wing  of  power. 
And  spirits  of  the  deep  awake, 
And  surges  foam,  and  billows  break, 
And  rocks  and  ocean-caves  around, 
Reverberate  each  awful  sound ; 
That  mighty  voice,  with  all  its  dread  control, 
To  loftiest  thought  shall  wake  thy  thrilling  soul. 

But  when  no  more  the  sea-winds  rav^ 
When  peace  is  brooding  on  the  wave. 
And  from  earth,  ur,  and  ocean  rise 
No  souiids  but  plaintive  melodies : 
Soothed  by  their  softly  mingling  swell. 
As  daylight  bids  the  world  farewell, 
The  rustling  wood,  the  dying  breeze. 
The  faint,  low  rippling  of  the  seas, 
A  tender  calm  shall  steal  upon  thy  breast, 
A  gleam  reflected  firom  the  realms  of  rest. 

Is  thine  a  heart  the  world  hath  stung, 
Friends  have  deceived,  neglect  hath  wrung? 
Hast  thou  some  grief  that  none  may  know. 
Some  bnely,  secret,  silent  wo  1 
Or  have  thy  fond  affections  fled 
From  earth  to  slumber  with  the  dead  7      ^ 
Oh !  pause  awhile-— the  world  disovni. 
And  dwell  vnth  nature's  self  alone  I 
And  though  no  more  she  bids  arise 
Thy  soul's  departed  energies. 
And  though  thy  joy  of  life  is  o'er, 
Beyond  her  magic  to  restore ; 
Yet  shall  her  spells  o'er  every  passion  steal, 
And  sooth  the  wounded  heart  they  can  not  heal. 

THE  DEATH-DAY  OF  KORNER.* 

A  SONG  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

A  song  of  pride ! 
The  youth  went  down  to  a  hero's  grave, 

With  the  Sword,  his  bride.t 

*  On  reading  part  of  a  letter  from  KSmer^  father,  addnn- 
ed  to  Blr.  Richardson,  the  tnuuiator  of  his  worka,  in  which 
he  ipealoB  of  "  The  death-day  of  his  aoa" 

t  aee  the  Sword-song,  composed  on  the  morning  of  his 
death. 


He  w^t;  snth  his  noble  b^art  unworn, 

And  pure,  and  high, 
An  eagle  stooping  firomdouds  of  mom, 

Only  to  die! 

He  went  with  the  Lyre,  whose  lofty  tone 

Beneath  his  hand 
Had  thrill'd  to  the  name  of  his  Grod  alone, 

And  his  Father-land. 

And  with  all  his  glorious  feelings  yet 

In  their  first  glow. 
Like  a  southern  stream  that  no  firosthathmB 

To  chain  its  flow. 

A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  bra^e— 

A  song  of  pride ! 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave, 

With  the  Sword,  his  bride. 

He  hath  left  a  voice  in  his  trumpet-lays 

To  turn  the  flight, 
And  a  guiding  spirit  for  after  days, 

Like  a  watch-fire's  light 


And  a  grief  in  his  father's  soul  to 

Midst  all  high  thought, 
And  a  memory  unto  his  mother's  breast, 

With  healing  firaught. 

And  a  name  and  fame  above  the  blight 

Of  earthly  breath. 
Beautiful — beautiful  and  bright, 

In  life  and  death ! 

A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  bcave— 

A  song  of  pride  I 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave, 

With  the  Swoid,  his  bride  t 


INVOCATION. 

Hushed  \b  the  world  in  night  and  sleep. 

Earth,  Sea,  and  Air,  are  s^  as  death ; 

Too  rude  to  break  a  calm  so  deep. 

Were  music's  faintest  breath. 

Descend,  bright  Visions !  from  atrial  bowezs, 

Descend  to  gild  your  own  soft,  silent  boors. 

In  hope  or  fear,  in  toil  or  pain. 
The  weary  day  have  mortals  past, 
Now,  dreams  of  bUss,  be  yoois  to  reign, 
And  all  your  spells  around  them  cast; 
Steal  from  their  hearts  the  pang,  tbeir'eycs  the  tei 
And  lift  the  veil  that  hides  a  brighter  sphere. 
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Oh !  bear  your  softest  balm  tci  thoee,    ' 
Who  fondly,  vainly,  mourn  the  dead, 
To  them  that  world  of  peace  disclose, 
Where  the  bright  soul  b  fled : 
Where  Love,  immortal  in  his  hative  clime. 
Shall  fear  no  pang  from  &te,  no  btight  from  time. 

Or  to  his  loved,  his  distant  land, 

On  your  light  wings  the  exile  bear ; 

To  feel  once  more  his  heart  expand, 

In  his  own  genial  mountain-air; 
Hear  the  wild  echoes  well-known  strains  repeat, 
And  bless  eajcii  note,  as  heaven's  own  music  sweet 

But  oh !  with  Fancy's  brightest  ray, 
Blest  dreams !  fine  bard's  repose  illume ; 
Bid  forms  of  heaven  around  him  play. 
And  bowers  of  E^en  bloom ! 
And  waft  hia  spirit  to  its  native  skies, 
Who  finds  no  charms  in  life's  realities. 

No  vdce  is  on  the  air  of  night. 
Through  folded  leaves  no  murmurs  creep. 
Nor  star  nor  moonbeam's  trembling  light 
Falls  on  the  placid  brow  of  sleep. 
Descend,  bright  visions,  from  your  airy  bower, 
Dark,  silent,  solemn,  is  your  fkvourite  hour. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  GENERAL  SIR 
E— D  P— K— M. 

Bbive  spirit  f  mourned  with  fond  regret, 
Loet  in  life's  pride,  in  valour's  noon. 
Oh  I  who  could  deem  thy  star  should  set 
So  darkly  and  so  soon  ? 

Fatal,  though  bright,  the  fire  of  mind. 
Which  marked  and  closed  thy  brief  career, 
And  the  fiur  wreath,  by  Hope  entwined, 
Lies  withered  on  thy  bier. 

The  soldier's  death  hath  been  thy  doom. 
The  soldier's  tear  thy  meed  shall  be ; 
Yet,  son  of  war !  a  prouder  tomb 

Might  Fate  have  reared  fer  thee. 

Thou  shouldst  have  died,  O  higlwwuled  chief  t 
In  those  bright  days  of  glory  fled, 
When  triumph  so  prevailed  o'er  grief. 

We  scarce  could  mourn  the  dead. 

Noontide  of  fame  I  each  tear-drop  then 
Was  worthy  of  a  warrior's  grave-^ 
When«haU  afiectiou  weep  again 
So  proudly  o'er  the  bravel 

There,  on  the  battle-fields  of  Spain, 
'Midst'  RoooesvalW  mountain-scene. 
Or  on  Vittoria's  Mood-red  ^hin, 

Meet  had  thy  death-bed  been. 


We  mourn  not  that  a  hero's  life. 
Thus  in  its  ardent  prime  should  cloeo ; 
Hadst  thou  but  fallen  in  nobler  strife. 
But  died  'midst  conquered  foes! 

Yet  hast  thou  still  (though  victory's  flame 
In  that  last  moment  cheered  thee  not) 
Left  Glory's  isle  another  name. 
That  ne'er  may  be  forgot: 

And  many  a  tale  of  triumph  won 
Shall  breathe  that  name  in  Memory's 
And  long  may  England  mourn  a  son 
WUhmU  reproach  or  fear. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  SIR  H— Y 
E-LL— S. 

WHO  FELL  IN  THE  BATTLE  OF  WATERLOO. 


"Happy  aie  they  who  die  in  their  youth,  idien  their  re> 
nown  is  around  them."  0§9Uuu 


Weep'st  thou  for  him,  whose  doom  was  sealed 
On  England's  proudest  battle-field  1 
For  him,  the  lion-heart,  who  died, 
In  victory's  fhll,  resistless  tide? 

Oh !  mourn  him  not, 
By  deeds  like  his  that  field  was  wmi. 
And  Fate  could  yield  to  Valour's  son. 

No  brighter  lot. 

He  heard  his  band's  exulting  cry. 
He  saw  the  vanquished  eagles  fly; 
And  envied  be  his  death  of  fame, 
It  shed  a  sunbeam  o'er  his  name^ 

That  nought  shall  dim- 
No  doud  obscured  his  glory's  day. 
It  saw  no  twilight  of  decay- 
Weep  not  fbr  hhni 

And  breathe  no  dirge's  plaintive  moan, 
A  hero  claims  far  loftier  tone! 
Oh!  proudly  should  the  war-eong  swell, 
Reoorduig  how  the  mighty  fell 

In  that  dread  hour, 
When  England,  'midst  the  battle^torm, 
Th'  avenging  angel-— reared  her  form 

In  tenfold  power. 

Yet,  gallant  heart !  to  swell  thy  praise. 
Vain  were  the  minstrel's  noblest  lays; 
Since  he,  the  soldier's  guiding-star. 
The  victor-chief,  the  lord  of  war, 

Has  owned  thy  &me : 
And  oh!  li^  hit  approving  word, 
What  trophied  marble  couM  record 

A  warrior'0  fiimel 
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FoiHlded6n  the  story  related  of  the  Spanish  Patriot,  Mina. 

Oh!  forget  not  the  hour,  when  through  forest  and 

inky 
Wi»fetumed  with  our  chief  to  his  dear  native  hills ; 
Through  the  woody  Sierra  there  sighed  not  a  gale, 
And  the  moonbeam  was  bright  on  his  battlement- 

.  waUs; 
And  nature  lay  sleeping,  in  calmness  and  light, 
Round  the  home  of  the  valiant,  that  rose  on  onr 
'      sight. 

We  entered  that  home — all  was  loneUness  round. 
The  stillness,  the  darkness,  the  peace  of  the  grave ; 
Not  a  voice,  not  a  step,  bade  its  echoes  resound, 
Ah!  such  was  th«  welcome  that  waited  the  brave  I 
For  the  spoilers  had  passed,  like  the  poison-wind's 

breath. 
And  the  loved  of  his  bosom  lay  silent  in  death. 

Oh!  forget  not  that  hour — let  its  image  be  near. 
In  the  light  of  our  mirth,  in  the  dreams  of  our  rest, 
JLiet  its  tale  awake  feelings  too  deep  for  a  tear, 
And  rouse  into  vengeance  each  arm  and  each 

breast. 
Till  cloudleSs  the  dayspring  of  liberty  shine 
O'er  the  i^ains  of  the  olive,  and  hills  of  the  vine. 


THE  AGED  INDIAN. 

Warriors!  my  noon  of  life  is  post, 
The  brightness  of  my  spirit  flown ; 
I  crouch  before  the  wintry  blast. 
Amidst  my  tribe  I  dwell  alone; 
The  heroes  of  my  youth  are  fled, 
They  rest  among  the  warlike  dead. 

Ye  slumberers  of  the  narrow  cave ! 

My  kindred-chiefii  in  days  of  yore, 

Ye  fill  an  unremembered  grave, 

Your  fame,  your  deeds,  are  known  no  more. 

The  records  of  your  wan  are  gone, 

Your  names  forgot  by  all  but  one. 

Soon  shall  that  one  depart  from  earth, 
To  join  the  brethren  of  his  prime : 
Then  will  the  memory  of  your  birth 
Sleep  with  the  hidden  things  of  time ! 
WiUi  him,  ye  sons  of  former  days! 
Fades  the  last  glimmering  of  your  .praise. 

EGs  eyes  that  hailed  your  spirit's  flame, 
Still  kindling  in  the  combat's  shock. 
Have  seen,  since  darkness  veiled  ydtir  fiune, 
Sons  of  the  desert  and  the  lock! 


Another,  and  another  race, 
Rise  to  the  battle,  and  the  chace 


♦r 


Descendants  of  the  mighty  dead  ! 
Fearless  of  heaft,  and  firm  of  hand  I 
Oh !  let  me  join  their  spirits  fled, 
Oh !  send  me  to  their  shadowy  land. 
Age  hath  not  tamed  Ontara's  heart. 
He  shrinks  not  firom  the  friendly  dait 

These  feet  no  more  can  chase  the  deer, 
The  glory  of  this  arm  is  flown — 
Why  should  the  feeble  linger  heiv, 
When  all  the  pride  of  life  is  gonel 
Warriors!  why  still  the  stroke  deny, 
Think  ye  Ontara  fears  to  diel 

He  feared  not  in  his  flower  of  days, 
When  strong  to  stem  the  torrent's  foree, 
When  through  the  desert's  pathless  maie, 
His  way  was  as  an  eagle's  course  I 
When  war  was  sunshine  to  his  sight, 
And  the  wild  hurricane,  delight ! 

Shall  then  the  warrior  tremble  ntrw? 
Now  when  his  envied  strength  is  o'er? 
Hung  on  the  pine  his  idle  bow. 
His  pirogue  useless  on  the  shore  1 
When  death  hath  dimmed  his  failing  eje, 
Shall  he,  the  joyless,  fear  to  diel 

Sons  of  the  brave !  delay  no  more, 
The  spirits  of  my  kindred  call ; 
'T  is  but  one  pang,  and  all  is  o'er! 
Oh!  bid  the  aged  cedar  fall! 
To  join  the  brethren  of  his  prime. 
The  mighty  of  departed  time. 


EVENING  AMONGST  THE  ALPS. 

Soft  skies  of  Italy !  how  richly  drest, 
Smile  these  wild  scenes  in  your  purpurea!  glow; 
What  glorious  hues,  reflected  finom  the  west, 
Float  o'er  the  dwellings  of  eternal  snow! 

Yon  torrent,  foaming  down  the  granite  lAeep, 
Sparkles  aU  brilliance  in  the  setting  beam; 
Dark  glens  beneath  in  shadowy  beanty  sleep, 
Where  pipes  the  goatherd  by  his  moantauMtmBi 

> 
Now  from  yon  peak  departs  the  vivid  ray, 
That  still  at  eve  its  lofty  temple  knows; 
From  rock  and  torrent  fiuie  the  tints  away. 
And  all  b  wrapt  in  twilight's  deep  repon : 
While  through  the  pine-wood  gleams  the  vopff- 

And  roves  the  Alpine  gale  o'er  solitudci  afar. 
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J  OF  THE  HIGHLAND  CHIEF 
"  WA  VERLEY." 

he  mighty  and  the  free! 
inded  leader  of  the  brave! 
for  lofly  chief  like  thee, 

To  fill  a  nameless  grave? 
amidst  the  valiant  slain, 
irior's  bier  hath  been  thy  lot, 
>agh  on  red  Cnlloden's  plain, 

We  then  had  mourned  thee  not 

kly  closed  thy  dawn  of  fame, 
iwn  whose  sunbeam  rose  so  fair; 
ace  alone  may  breathe  thy  name, 

The  watchword  of  Despair! 
if  gallant  spirit's  power 
r  enobled  death  like  thine, 
ory  marked  thy  parting  hour, 

Last  of  a  mighty  line ! 

own  towers  the  sunshine  falls, 
not  chase  their  silent  gloom; 
earns,  that  gild  thy  native  walls, 

Are  sleeping  on  thy  tomb ! 
m  thy  mountains  laughs  the  while, 
ten  woods  wave  in  vernal  air, 
loved  scenes  may  vainly  smile — 

Not  e*en  thy  dust  is  there. 

blue  hills  no  bugle-sound 

ling  with  the  torrent's  roar, 

:ed  the  wild  deer  sport  around — 

Thou  lead'st  the  chace  no  morel 
;es  are  closed,  thy  halls  are  still, 
alls  where  pealed  the  choral  strain, 
Jar  the  wind's  deep  murmuring  thrill— 

And  all  is  hushed  again. 

ler  from  the  lonely  tower 
we  its  blazoned  folds  on  high ; 
ie  tall  grass  and  summer  flower, 

Unmarked  shall  spring  and  die. 
)  thy  bard,  for  other  ear, 
kke  the  harp  once  loved  by  thine — 
be  the  strain  thou  canst  not  hear, 

Last  of  a  mighty  line. 


IN 


E  CRUSADER'S  WAR  SONG. 

kiNs,  lead  on !  our  hearts  beat  high, 

xl  on  to  Salem*s  towers ! 

>uld  not  deem  it  bliss  to  die, 

ji  in  a  cause  like  ours? 

ve  who  sleep  in  soil  of  thine, 

jntombed,  but  shrinecf,  O  Palestine ; 


Souls  of  the  slain  in  holy  war! 

LodL^firom  your  sainted  rest! 
Tell  us  ye  rose  in  Glory's  car,      *    '  * 

To  mingle  with  the  blest ; 
Tell  us  how  short  the  death-pang's  power. 
How  bright  the  joys  of  your  immortal  bower. 

Strike  the  loud  harp,  ye  minstrel  train! 

Pour  forth  your  loftiest  lays; 
EUu;h  heart  shall  echo  to  the  strain 

Breathed  in  the  warrior's  praise. 
Bid  every  string  triumphant  swell 
Th'  inspiring  sounds  that  heroes  k)ve  so  well. 

Salem!  amidst  the  fiercest  hour 

•  The  wildest  rage  of  fight. 
Thy  name  shall  lend  our  falchions  power, 

And  nerve  our  hearts  with  might. 
Envied  be  those  for  thee  that  fall. 
Who  find  theur  graves  beneath  thy  sacied  wall. 

For  them  no  need  that  sculptured  tomb 

Should  chronicle  their  fome. 
Or  pyramid  record  their  doom, 

.  Or  deathless  verse  their  name ; 
It  Lb  enough  that  dust  of  thine 
Should  shroud  their  forms,  O  blessed  Palestine ! 

Chieftains,  lead  on !  our  hearts  beat  high 

For  combat's  glorious  hour ; 
Soon  shall  the  red-cross  banner  fly 

On  Salem's  loftiest  tower! 
We  bum  to  mingle  in  the  strife. 
Where  but  to  die  ensures  eternal  life. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CLANRONALD. 


It  was  in  the  battle  of  Sheriflinoor  that  jroung  Ctamronald 
fell,  leading  on  die  Ilighlondera  of  the  right  wing.  His  desth 
dbipirited  the  assailants,  who  began  to  waver.  But  Glengaiy, 
clUef  of  a  rival  branch  of  the  Clan  Colla,  Htaned  from  the 
ranks,  and  waving  his  bonnet  round  his  head,  cried  oat,  "To- 
day for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  mourning !"  The  High- 
landers  received  a  new  impulse  from  his  wonk^  and,  charging 
with  ledoablBd  fury,  bore  down  all  beJon  them.— flee  the 
Qoanerly  Review,  arUde  of  "  Cullodon  Papeta" 


Oh  !  ne'er  be  Clanronald  the  valiant  forgot ! 
Still  fearleas  and  first  in  the  combat  he  fell ; 
But  we  paused  not  one  tear-drop  to  shed  o'er  the 

spot. 
We  spared  not  one  moment  to  murmur  "  Farewell." 
We  heard  but  the  battle-word  given  by  the  chief, 
"  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief  I" 
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And  wildly  Clanronald !  we  echoed  the  vow, 
With  the  tear  on  our  cheek,  and  the  sword  in  our 

hand; 
Young  Bon  of  the  brave  I  we  may  weep  for  thee 

now, 
For^flU  has  thy  death  been  avenged  by  thy  band, 
When  they  joined  in  wild  chorus  the  cry  of  the 

chief, 
"  To-day  ifor  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief  1" 

Thy  dirge  in  that  hour  was  the  bugle's  wild  call. 
The  clash  of  the  claymore,  the  shout  of  the  brave ; 
But  now  thy  own  bard  may  lament  for  thy  Ml, 
And  the  soft  voice  of  melody  sigh  o'er  thy  grave, 
While  Albyn  remembers  the  words  of  the  chief, 
**  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief!" 

Thou  art  fallen,  O  fearless  one !  flower  of  thy  race! 
Descendant  of  heroes !  thy  gbry  Lb  set ! 
But  thy  kindred,  the  sons  of  the  battle  and  chase, 
Have  proved  that  thy  spirit  is  bright  in  them  yet ! 
Nor  vainly  have  echoed  the  words  of  the  chief, 
"  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief!" 


TO  THE  EYR 

Throne  of  expression  I  whence  the  spirit's  ray 
Pours  forth  so  oft  the  light  of  mental  day. 
Where  fancy's  fire,  affection's  melting  beam, 
Thought,  genius,  passion,  reign  in  turn  supreme. 
And  many  a  feeling,  words  can  ne'er  impart, 
Finds  its  own  language  to  pervade  the  heart ; 
Thy  (lower,  bright  orb,  what  bosom  hath  not  felt. 
To  thrill,  to  rouse,  to  fascinate,  to  melt? 
And  by  some  spell  of  undefined  control. 
With  raagnet-influenoe  touch  the  secret  soul ! 

Light  of  the  features !  in  the  mom  of  youth 
Thy  glance  is  nature,  and  thy  language,  truth: 
And  ore  the  world,  with  all-corrupting  sway, 
Hath  taught  e'en  thee  to  flatter  and  betray, 
Th'  iii<^*nuous  heart  forbids  thee  to  reveal. 
Or  speak  one  thought  that  interest  wpuld  conceal; 
While  yet  thou  seem'st  the  cloudless  mirror,  given 
But  to  reflect  the  purity  of  heaven ; 
Oh !  then  how  lovely,  there  unveiled  to  trace 
Th'  unsulUed  brightness  of  each  mental  grace ! 

When  Grenius  lends  thee  all  his  living  light, 
Where  the  full  beams  of  intellect  unite, 
When  Love  illumes  thee  with  hb  varying  ray. 
Where  trembling  Hope  and  tearful  Rapture  play; 
Or  Pitv's  melting  cloud  thy  beam  subdues, 
Tempcrintr  its  lustre  with  a  vale  of  dews; 
Still  doe8  thy  power,  whose  all-commanding  spell 
Can  pierce  iho  mazes  of  the  soul  so  well. 
Bid  some  new  feeling  to  existence  start, 
Prom  its  deep  slumbers  in  the  inmost  heart. 


And  oh  1  when  thought,  in  eestacy  sublime. 
That  soars  triumphant  o'er  the  bounds  of  timB, 
Fires  thy  keen  glance  with  inspiration's  blan, 
The  light  of  heaven,  the  hope  of  nobler  days, 
(As  glorious  dreams,  for  utterance  far  too  high, 
Flash  through  the  mist  of  dim  mortality;) 
Who  does  not  own,  that  through  thy  iightiiiqg 

beams 
A  flame  unquenchable,  unearthly,  streams'? 
That  pure,  though  captive  effluence  of  the  iky, 
The  vestal-ray,  the  spark  that  can  not  die; 


THE  HERO'S  DEATH. 

Life's  parting  beams  were  in  his  eye, 
Life's  closing  accents  on  his  tongue, 
When  round  him,  pealing  to.  the  sky, 

The  shout  of  victory  rung  I 
Then,  ere  hb  gallant  spirit  fled, 
A  smile  so  bright  illunied  his  fiioe— 
Oh  I  never,  of  the  light  it  shed, 

Shall  memory  lose  a  trace  I 

His  was  a  death,  whose  rapture  high 
Transcended  all  that  life  could  yield ; 
His  warmest  prayer  was  so  to  die^ 

On  the  red  battle-field ! 
And  they  may  feel,  who  love  him  most, 
A  pride  so  holy  and  so  pure^- 
Fate  hath  no  power  o'er  those  who  boast 

A  treasure  thus  secure ! 


STANZAS 

ON  THE  LATE  NATIONAL  CALAMITY,  THE  DBATBOT 
THE  PRINCESS  CHARLOTTE. 


"H61ai!  nous  comporions  am  hittoire  de  looc  ee  <ia'0D 

peut  Imaginer  de  pUu  f lorieuz ^Le  pasrt  ec  le  yiisrt 

nous  garantiaBtrieni  I'avenlr ^Tialle  etait  l^agrtebie  U» 

toire  que  nous faisicnis;  d  pour  achever cea  notdei pnjet^ i 
n'y  avoit  que  la  durte  de  aa  vie ;  doot  noua  ne  oojon  pM 
devoir  £tro  eo  peine,  car,  qui  eiit  pa  aeulenieiit  pensr,  <}■ 
lee  ann6c8  euaRnt  du  manquer  i  un  jeonean  qui  maUfM^ 
▼ivaT'— Bossuaf. 


I. 

Marked  ye  the  mingling  of  the  dty'B  thrang 
Each  mien,  each  glance,  with  expectation  fanglil^ 
Prepare  the  pageant  and  the  choral  song, 
The  pealing  chimes,  the  bUie  of  festal  light! 
And  hark!  what  rumor's  gathering  sound  is  nigbl 
It  is  the  voice  of  joy,  that  murmur  deep  1 
Away,  be  hushed !  ye  sounds  of  revelry  I 
Back  to  your  homes^  ye  multitudes,  to  weep! 
Weep  I  for  the  storm  hath  o'er  us  darkly  past, 
And  England's  royal  flower  is  broken  by  the  blast! 
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II. 

it  a  dream  1  so  sudden  and  so  dread 

awful  fiat  o*er  our  senses  came ! 

red,  80  blest,  is  that  younfr  spirit  fled, 

le  early  grandeur  promised  years  of  fame  1 

vrhen  hath  life  possessed,  or  death  destroyed 

lovely  hopes,  more  cloudlessly  that  smiled  1 

1  hath  th«  spoiler  left  so  dark  a  void ! 

U  18  lo8( — the  mother  and  her  child ! 

loming-star  hath  vanished,  and  the  tomb 

^8  its  deep-lengthened  shade  o'er  diBtantyears 

9oome. 

III. 

1  of  Death !  did  no  presaging  sign 

once  thy  coming,  and  thy  way  prepare  1 

aming  voice,  no  harbinger  was  thine, 

er  and  fear  seemed  past — but  thou  wert  there ! 

etic  sounds  along  the  earthquake's  path 

sU  the  hour  of  Nature's  awful  throes ; 

he  volcano,  ere  it  burst  in  wrath, 

I  forth  some  herald  from  its  dread  repose : 

1^  dark  Spirit !  swift  and  unforeseen, 

t  like  the  lightning's  flash,  when  heaven  is 

U  serene. 

IV. 

ihe  is  gone — the  royal  and  the  young, 
d  commanding  and  in  heart  benign ; 
from  a  race  of  Kings  and  Heroes  sprung, 
d  with  a  spirit  lofty  as  her  line, 
may  the  voice  she  loved  on  earth  so  well, 
le  forth  her  name,  unheeded  and  in  vain ; 
in  those  eyes  on  which  her  own  would  dwell, 
t  from  that  breast  one  sympathy  again : 
jdcnt  heart,  the  towering  mind  are  fled, 
lall  undying  love  still  linger  with  the  dead. 

V. 

nany  a  bright  existence  we  have  seen 
:hed  in  the  glow  and  fulness  of  its  prime ; 
oany  a  cherished  flower,  ere  now,  hath  been 
ere  its  leaves  were  breathed  upon  by  time, 
ave  lost  Heroes  in  their  noon  of  pride, 
e  fields  of  triumph  gave  them  but  a  bier ; 
we  have  wept  when  soaring  Genius  died, 
ed  in  the  glory  of  his  mid  career ! 
rre  our  hopes  were  centred — all  is  o'er, 
>ught  in  this  absorbed — she  was — and  is  no 
ore! 

VI. 

atched  her  chiMhood  from  its  earliest  hour, 
every  word  and  look  blest  omens  caught ; 
that  young  mind  developed  all  its  power, 
ise  to  energies  of  loftiest  thought, 
r  was  fixed  the  Patriot's  ardent  eye, 


One  hope  still  bloomed — one  vista  still  was  fair ; 
And  when  the  tempest  swept  the  troubled  sky, 
She  was  our  dayspring — ^all  was  cloudless  there  ; 
And  oh !  ho>y  lovely  broke  on  England's  gaze. 
E'en  through  the  mist  and  storm,  the  light  of  dis- 
tant days. 

VII. 

Now  hath  one  moment  darkened  future  years, 
And  changed  the  track  of  ages  yet  to  be  1 — 
Yet,  mortal !  'midst  the  bitterness  of  tears, 
Kneel,  and  adore  th'  inscrutable  decree  1 
Oh !  while  the  clear  perspective  smiled  in  light. 
Wisdom  should  /^«n  have  tempered  hope's  excess, 
And,  lost  One !  when  we  saw  thy  lot  so  bright, 
We  might  have  trembled  at  its  loveliness : 
Joy  is  no  earthly  flower— nor  framed  to  bear, 
In  its  exotic  bloom,  life's  cold,  ungenial  air. 

VIII.      ^ 

All  smiled  around  thee — Youth,  and  Love,  and 

Praise, 
Hearts  all  devotion  and  all  truth  were  thine ! 
On  thee  was  riveted  a  nati^on's  gaze. 
As  on  some  radiant  and  unsullied  shrine. 
Heiress  of  empires !  thou  art  passed  away. 
Like  some  fair  vision,  that  arose  to  throw. 
O'er  one  brief  hour  of  life,  a  fleeting  ray. 
Then  leave  the  rest  to  solitude  and  wo  1 
Oh !  who  shall  dare  to  woo  such  dreams  again ! 
Who  hath  not  wept  to  know,  that  tears  for  thee 

were  vain  ? 


Yet  there  is  one  who  loved  thee — and  whose  soul 
With  mild  affections  nature  formed  to  melt ; 
His  mind  hath  bowed  beneath  the  stem  control 
Of  many  a  grief— but  this  shall  be  unfelt  1 
Years  have  gone  by — and  given  his  honoured  head 
A  diadem  of  snow — his  eye  is  dim — 
Around  him  Heaven  a  solemn  cloud  hath  spread, 
The  past,  the  future,  are  a  dream  to  Mm  1 
Yet  in  the  darkness  of  his  fate,  alone 
He  dwells  on  earth,  while  thou,  in  life's  full  pride, 
art  gone ! 

X. 

The  Chastener's  hand  is  on  us — ^we  may  weep. 
But  not  repine — for  many  a  stonn  hatli  past, 
And,  pillowed  on  her  own  majestic  deep. 
Hath  England  slept,  unshaken  by  the  blast ! 
And  war  hath  raged  o'er  many  a  distant  plain. 
Trampling  the  vine  and  olive  in  his  path ; 
While  she,  that  regal  daughter  of  the  main. 
Smiled,  in  serene  defiance  of  his  wrath ! 
As  some  proud  summit,  mingling  with  the  sky. 
Hears  calmly  far  below  the  thunders  roll  and  die. 
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XI. 

Her  voice  hath  been  th'  awakener — and  her  name, 

The  gathering  word  of  nations — in  her  inight 

And  all  the  awful  beauty  of  h^  fame, 

Apart  she  dwelt,  in  solitary  light. 

High  on  her  cliffs,  alone  and  firm  she  stood, 

Fixing  the  torch  upon  her  beacon-tower; 

That  torch,  whose  flame,  far  streaming  o'er  the 

flood, 
Hath  guided  Europe  through  her  darkest  hour! — 
Away,  vain  dreams  of  glory! — in  the  dust 
Be  humbled,  ocean-queen!  and  own  thy  sentence 

just! 

XII. 

Hark !  'twas  the  death-bell's  note!  which,  full  and 

deep. 
Unmixed  with  aught  of  less  majestic  tone, 
While  all  the  murmurs  of  existence  sleep. 
Swells  on  the  stillness  of  the  air  alone ! 
Silent  the  throngs  that  fill  the  darkened  street, 
Silent  the  slumbering  Thames,  the  lonely  mart; 
And  all  b  still,  where  countless  thousands  meet, 
Save  the  full  throbbing  of  the  awe-struck  heart ! 
All  deeply,  strangely,  fearfully  serene. 
As  in  each  ravaged  home  th'  avenging  one  had 

been. 

.    XIII. 

The  sun  goes  down  in  beauty — ^his  farewell, 
Unlike  the  world  he  leaves,  is  calmly  bright; 
And  his  last  mellowed  rays  around  us  dwell, 
LJngering,  as  if  on  scenes  of  young  delight 
They  smile  and  fade — but,  when  the  day  is  o'er, 
What  slow   procession   moves,  with    measured 

tread?— 
Lo!   those  who  weep,  with  her  who  weepe  no 

more, 
A  solemn  train — ^the  mourners  and  the  dead ! 
While,  throned  on  high,  the  moon's  untroubled  ray 
Looks  down,  as  earthly  hopes  are  passing  thus 

away. 

XIV. 

But  other  light  is  in  that  holy  pile, 
Where,  in  the  house  of  silence,  kings  repose; 
There,  through  the  dim  arcade,  and  pillared  aisle, 
The  funeral-torch  its  deep-retl  radiance  thrown. 
There  pall,  and  canopy  and  sacred  strain, 
And  all  around  the  stamp  of  wo  may  bear ; 
But  Grief,  to  whose  full  heart  those  forms  are  vain, 
Grief  unexpressed,  unsoothed  by  them — is  there. 
No  darker  hour  hath  Fate  for  him  who  mourns. 
Than  when  the  all  he  loved,  as  dust  to  dust,  re- 
turns. 

XV. 

We  mourn — ^but  not  thyftde,  departed  One! 
We  jnty — ^bnt  the  living,  not  the  dead ; 


A  cloud  hangi  o'er  us — "the  bright  day  is  done,"* 
And  with  a  father's  hopes,  a  nation's  fled. 
And  he,  the  choeen  of  thy  youthful  breast. 
Whose  soul  with  thine  had  mingled  every  thoi^; 
He,  with  thine  early,- fond  affections  bleit. 
Lord  of  a  mind  with  all  things  lovely  firaogfat ; 
What  but  a  desert  to  his  eye,  that  earth, 
Which  but  retains  of  thee  the  memoiy  of  tlij 
worth? 

XVL 

Oh !  there  are  griefo  for  nature  too  intense, 
Whose  fint  rude  shock  but  stupefies  the  soul; 
Nor  hath  the  fragile  and  o'erlabonred  sense 
Strength  e'en  to  fe^l  at  once  their  dread  oontRiL 
But  when  't  is  past,  that  still  and  speechless  hoar 
Of  the  sealed  bosom,  and  the  tearless  eye, 
Then  the  roused  mind  awakes,  with  teakid  powtr, 
To  grasp  the  fulness  of  its  agony! 
Its  death-like  torpor  vanished — and  its  dcxNO, 
To  cast  its  own  dark  hues  o^er  life  and  natoic'f 
bloom. 

XVTT 

And  such  his  lot,  whom  thou  hast  loved  and  left, 
Spirit!  thus  early  to  thy  home  recalled! 
So  sinks  the  heart,  of  hope  and  thee  bereft, 
A  warrior's  heart!  by  danger  ne'er  appalled. 
Years  may  pass  on — and,  as  they  roU  along. 
Mellow  those  pangs  which  now  his  bosom  rend; 
And  he  once  more,  with  life'sunheeding  throng. 
May,  though  alone  in  soul,  in  seeming  blend; 
Yet  still,  the  guflrdian-angel  of  his  mind. 
Shall  thy  bved  image  dwell,  in  Memory's  tempk 
shrined. 

XVIII. 

Yet  must  the  days  be  long  ere  time  shall  steal 
Aught  from  his  grief,  whose  spirit  dwells  with 

thee; 
Once  deeply  bruised,  the  heart  at  length  may  hoi, 
But  all  it  was — oh !  never  more  shall  be— 
The  flower,  the  leaf,  o'erwhelmed  by  winter-coow, 
Shall  spring  again,  when  beams  and  showen  re- 
turn; 
The  &ded  cheek  again  with  health  may  gbw, 
And  the  dim  eye  with  life's  warm  ra£anoe  bm; 
But  the  pure  fireshness  of  the  mind's  young  blooiD, 
Once  lost,  revives  alone  in  worids  beyond  tfaftlflo^ 

XIX. 

But  thou — thine  hour  of  agony  b  o'er, 
And  thy  brief  race  in  brilliance  hath  been  nui, 
While  Faith,  that  bids  fond  nature  grieve  ix>  mote, 
Tells  that  thy  crown — ^though  not  on  earth— ii 
won. 

*  "Tlie  bright  daj  to  done, 
And  we  ais  forlhe  dark." 
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Tlioo,  of  the  world  00  early  left,  hast  known 
Nought  but  the  bloom  and  sonahine — and  for  thee, 
Child  of  propitious  starsl  for  thee  alone, 
The  ooone  of  love  ran  smooth,*  and  brightly 


Not  long  such  bliss  to  mortal  could  be  given, 
It  is  enough  for  earth,  to  catch  one  glimpse  of 
heaven. 

XX. 

What  though,  ere  yet  the  noonday  of  thy  fame 
Rose  in  its  glory  on  thine  England's  eye, 
The  grave's  deep  shadows  o'er  thy  spirit  camel 
OuTB  is  that  loss — and  thou  wert  blest  to  die! 
Thou  might'st  have  lived  to  dark  and  evil  years. 
To  mourn  thy  people  changed,  thy  skies  o'ercast; 
But  thy  spriog-morn  was  all  undimmed  by  tears, 
And  thou  wert  loved  and  cherished  to  the  last ! 
And  thy  young  name,  ne'er  breathed  in  tuder  tone, 
Thus  dying,  thou  hast  left  to  love  and  grief  alone. 

XXI. 

Daughter  of  Kings  I  from  that  high  sphere  look 

down, 
Where  still  in  hope,  aftection's  thoughts  may  rise; 
Where  dimly  shines  to  thee  that  mortal  crown, 
Which  earth  displayed  to  claim  thee  from  the  skies. 
Look  down!  and  if  thy  spirit  yet  retain 
Memory  of  aught  that  once  was  fondly  dear, 
Soothe,  though  unseen,  the  hearts  that  mourn  in 

vain, 
And,  in  their  hours  of  loneliness — ^be  near ! 
Blest  was  thy  lot  e'en  here — and  one  faint  sigh, 
Oh !  tell  those  hearts,  hath  made  that  bliss  eternity! 
Nov.  23,  1817. 

BELSHAZZAR'S  FEAST.t 

T  WAS  night  in  Babylon :  yet  many  a  beam, 
Of  lamps  far-glittering  from  her  domes  on  high, 
Shone,  brightly  mingling  in  Euphrates'  stream, 
With  the  clear  stars  of  that  Chaldean  sky, 
Whose  azure  knows  no  clond  '.-—each  whispered 

sigh 
Of  the  soft  night-breeze  through  her  terrace- 
bowers 
Bore  deepening  tones  of  joy  and  melody, 
O'er  an  illumined  wilderness  of  flowers  \ 
And  the  gUd  city's  voice  went  up  from  all  her 
towers. 

But  prouder  mirth  was  in  the  kingly  hall, 
Where,  'midst  adoring  slaves,  a  gorgeous  band ! 
EQgh  at  the  stately  midnight  festival, 
Belshazzar   sat   enthroned. — There   Luxury's 
hand 


*  **  The  coarse  of  true  lore  never  did  run  RmooUi.'* 

Shaktpeart. 

1 0riglnsOy  puUiahed  in  Mm  Joanna  BaiUie'S  collection  of 
Poons  firom  living  Aathom 


Had  showered  around  all  treasures  that  expand 
Beneath  the  burning  East; — all  gemf  that  pour 
The  sunbeams  back; — all  sweets  of  many  a  land, 
Whose  gales  waft  incense  from  their  spicy  shore; 
— But  mortal  pride  looked  on,  and  still  demanded 
more. 

With  richer  zest  the  banquet  may  be  fraught, 
A  loftier  theme  may  swell  th'  exulting  strain  I 
The  Lord  of  nations  spoke, — and  forth  were 

brought  ' 

The  spoils  of  Salem's  devastated  fane : 
Thrice  holy  vessels ! — pure  from  earthly  stain. 
And  set  apart,  and  sanctified  to  Him, 
Who  deigned  within  the  oracle  to  reign, 
Revealed,  yet  shadowed;  making  noon-day  dim, 
To  that  most  glorious  ck)ud  between  the  Cheru- 
bim. 

They  came,  and  louder  pealed  the  voice  of  song, 
And  pride  flashed  brighter  from  the  kindling 

eye, 
And  He  who  sleeps  not  heard  th'  elated  throng, 
In  mirth  that  plays  with  thunderix>lts,  defy 
The  Rock  of  Zion!— Fi^  the  nectar  high, 
High  in  the  cups  of  consecrated  gold ! 
And  crown  the  bowl  with  garlands,  ere  they  die, 
And  bid  the  censers  of  the  Temple  hold 
Offerings  to  Babel's  gods,  the  mighty  ones  of  old! 

-   Peace ! — is  it  but  a  phantom  of  the  brain. 
Thus  shadowed  forth  the  senses  to  appal. 
Yon  fearful  vision  7 — Who  shall  gaze  again 
To  search  its  cause  ? — Along  the  illumuied  wall, 
Startling,  yet  riveting  the  eyes  of  all. 
Darkly  it  moves, — a  hand,  a  human  hand, 
O'er  the  bright  lamps  of  that  resplendent  hall 
In  silence  tracing,  as  a  mystic  wand, 

Words  all  unknown,  the  tongue  of  some  far  dis- 
tant land. 

There  are  pale  cheeks  around  the  regal  board, 
And  quivering  Ups  and  whispers  deep  and  low, 
And  fitful  starts  I — the  wine  in  triumph  poured, 
Untasted  foams,  the  song  hath  ceased  to  flow. 
The  waving  censer  drops  to  earth — and  lo ! 
The  King  of  Men,  the  Ruler,  girt  with  might, 
Trembles  belbre  a  shadow! — Say  not  so! 
— The  child  of  dust,  with  guilt's  foreboding 

sight, 
Shrinks  from  the  Dread  Unknown,  th'  avenging 

Infinite! 

But  haste  ye ! — bring  Chaldea's  gifted  seers, 
The  men  of  prescience! — haply  to  their  eyes. 
Which  track  the  future  through  the  rolling 

spheres, 
Yon  mystic  sign  may  speak  in  prophecies. 
They  come— the  readers  of  the  midnight  skies. 
They  that  give  voice  to  visions — but  in  vain ! 
Still  wrapt  in  clou»k  \bft  vmS,v\  ^«:ic^wv\ft»^ 
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It  hath  no  language  'midst  the  starry  train, 
Earth  has  oo  gifted  tongue  Heaven's  mysteries  to 
explain. 

Then  stood  forth  one,  a  child  of  other  sires, 
And  other  inspiration ! — One  of  those 
Who  on  the  willows  hung  their  captive  lyres, 
And  sat,  and  wept,  where  Babel's  river  flows. 
His  eye  was  bright,  and  yet  the  deep  repose 
Of  his  pale  features  half  o'erawed  the  mind, 
And  imaged  forth  a  soul,  whose  joys  and  woes 
Were  of  a  loftier  stamp  than  aught  assigned 
To  earth ;  a  being  sealed  and  severed  from  man- 
kind. 

Yes!— what  was  earth  to  him,  whose  spirit 

passed 
Time's  utmost  bounds? — on  whose  unshrinking 

sight 
Ten  thousand  shapes  of  burning  glory  cast 
Their  full  resplendence  1 — Majesty  and  might. 
Were  in  his  dreams ; — for  him  the  veil  of  light 
Shrouding  heaven's  inmost  sanctuary  and  throne. 
The  curtain  of  th'  unutterably  bright 
Was  raised ! — to  him,  in  fearful  splendour  shown, 
Ancient  of  days!  e'en  thou  mad'st  thy  dread  pre- 
sence known. 

He  spoke : — the  shadows  of  the  things  to  come 
Passed  o'er  his  soul : — "  O  King,  elate  in  pride ! 
God  hath  sent  forth  the  writing  of  thy  doom, 
The  one,  the  living  God,  by  thee  defied! 
He  in  whose  balance  earthly  lords  are  tried, 
Hath  weighed,  and  found  thee  wanting.    'T  is 

decreed 
The  conqueror's  hands  thy  kingdom  shall  divide. 
The  stranger  to  thy  throne  of  power  succeed! 
The  days  are  full,  they  come ; — the  Persian  and 

the  Mede !" 

There  fell  a  moment's  thrilling  silence  round, 
A  breathless  pause !  the  hush  of  hearts  that  beat 
And  limbs  that  quiver: — is  there  not  a  sound, 
A  gathering  cry,  a  tread  of  hurrying  feetl 
— 'T  was  but  some  echo,  in  the  crowded  street. 
Of  far-heard  revelry ;  the  shout,  the  song. 
The  measured  dance  to  music  wildly  sweet, 
That   speeds   the   stars   their  joyous  course 
along;— 
Away !  not  let  a  dream  disturb  the  festal  throng ! 

Peace  yet  again ! — Hark !  steps  in  tumult  flying. 
Steeds  rushing  on  as  o'er  a  battle-fieUl 
The  shout  of  hosts  exulting  or  defying. 
The  press  of  multitudes  that  strive  or  3rield! 
And  the  loud,  startling  clash  of  spear  and  shield. 
Sudden  as  earthquake's  burst! — and,  blent  with 

these, 
The  last  wild  shriek  of  those  whoae  doom  is 

sealed 
In  their  full  mirth ! — all  deepening  on  the  breeip, 
Ab  the  kM^  stormy  loax  of  fi^-advaiKiiif;  nas! 


And  nearer  yet  the  trumpet's  blast  is  swellu|, 
Loud,  shrill,  and  savage,  drowning  every  cry! 
And  lo!  the  spoiler  in  the  regal  dwelling, 
Death  bursting  on  the  halls  of  revelry! 
Ere  on  their  brows  one  fragile  roae-kaf  die, 
The  sword  hath  raged  through  joy's  derated 

train, 
Ere  one  bright  star  be  laded  from  the  sky. 
Red  flames,  like  banners,  wave  from  dome  and 

fane, 
Empire  is  lost  and  won,  Belshazzar  with  the  dun. 

Fallen  is  the  golden  city!  in  the  dust 
Spoiled  of  her  crown,  dismantled  of  her  state, 
She  that  hath  made  the  Strength  of  Towos 

her  trust. 
Weeps  by  her  dead,  supremdy  desolate! 
She  that  behekl  the  nations  at  her  gate, 
Thronging  in  homage,  shall  be  called  no  wan 
Lady  of  kingdoms! — Who  shall  mourn  ha 

fate? 
Her  guilt  is  full,  her  march  of  triumph  o'er;— 
— What  widowed  land  shall  now  her  widowhood 
deplore? 

Sit  thou  in  silence!    Thoa  that  wert  enthroned 
On  many  waters !  th6u  whoeie  augurs  read, 
The  language  of  the  planets,  and  disowned 
The  mighty  name  it  blazons ! — Veil  thy  bad, 
Daughter  of  Babylon !  the  sword  b  red 
From  thy  destroyers'  harvest,  and  the  yoke 
Is  on  thee,  O  most  proud ! — for  thou  hast  said, 
"1  am,  and  none  beside!" — Th'  Eternal  spoke^ 
Thy  glory  was  a  spoil,  thine  idol-gods  were  broke. 

But  go  thou  forth,  O  Israel!  wake!  njoioe! 
Be  clothed  with  strength,  as  in  thine  andat 

day! 
Renew  the  sound  of  harps,  th*  exulting  voice, 
The  mirth  of  timbrels! — ^kMse  the  chain,  sad 

say 
GKxl  hath  redeemed  his  people ! — from  decay 
The  silent  and  the  trampled  shall  arise; 
— Awake ;  put  on  thy  beautiful  array. 
Oh  long-forsaken  Zion !  to  the  skies 
Send  up  on  every  wind  thy  choral  melodies!  - 

And  lift  thy  head ! — Behold  thy  sons  retuoung, 
Redeemed  from  exile,  ransomed  from  the  chain ! 
Light  hath  revisited  the  house  of  mourning; 
She  that  on  Judah's  mountains  wept  in  vain 
Because  her  children  were  not— dwells  again 
Girt  with  the  k>vely ! — through  thy  streets  ooce 

more. 
City  of  Gk)d!  shall  pass  the  bridal  train, 
And  the  bright  lamps  their  festive  radiaooe 

And  the  triwDiihal  hymns  the  joy  of  youth  re- 
store! 
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Ybs,  it  is  oan! — the  field  is  won, 

A  dark  and  evil  field! 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son, 
And  bear  him  hoinewardB  on  his  bloody  shield! 

Let  me  not  hear  your  trumpets  ring, 

Swell  not  the  battle-horo ! 
Tlioughts  far  too  sad  those  notes  will  bring, 
When  to  the  grave  my  glorious  flower  is  borne! 

Speak  not  of  victory ! — in  the  name 

There  is  too  much  of  wo ! 
Hushed  be  the  empty  voice  of  Fame- 
Call  me  back  his  whose  graceful  head  is  low. 

Speak  not  of  victory! — from  my  halb 

The  sunny  hour  is  gone ! 
The  ancient  banner  on  my  walls 
Most  sink  ere  long — I  had  but  him — but  one  1 

Within  the  dwelling  of  my  sires 

The  hearths  will  soon  be  cold, 
With  me  must  die  the  beacon-fires 
That  streamed  at  midnight  from  the  mountain- 
hold. 

And  let  them  fade,  nnce  this  must  be, 

My  lovely  and  my  brave ! 
Was  thy  bright  blood  poured  forth  for  me. 
And  is  there  but  for  stately  youth  a  grave  1 

Speak  to  me  once  again,  my  boy! 
Wilt  thou  not  hear  my  call  7 
Thou  wert  so  full  of  life  and  joy, 
I  had  not  dieampt  of  thU — that  thou  couldst  M I 

Thy  mother  watches  from  the  steep 

For  thy  returning  plume ; 

How  shall  I  tell  her  that  thy  sleep 

Is  of  the  silent  house,  th'  untimely  tomb? 

Thou  didst  not  seem  as  one  to  die, 
With  all  thy  young  renown! 
— ^Ye  saw  his  fitlcliion's  flash  on  high, 
in  the  mid-fight,  when  spears  and  crests  went 
down! 

Slowl)e  your  march! — the  field  is  won! 

"'   A  dark  and  evil  field  I 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  iMiar  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield. 


They  deep  1 — th'  Olympic  wreaths  are  dead, 
Th'  Athenian  lyres  are  hushed  and  gone; 
The  Dorian  voice  of  song  is  fled — 
— Slumber,  ye  mighty!  slumber  deeply  on! 

They  sleep,  and  seems  not  all  around 
As  hallowed  unto  glory's  tombi 
Silence  is  on  the  l>attle  ground. 
The  heavens  are  loaded  with  a  breathless  gloom. 

And  stars  are  watcliing  on  their  height, 
But  dimly  seen  through  mist  and  cloud, 
And  still  and  solemn  is  the  light 
Which  folds  the  plain,  as  with  a  glimmering  shroud. 

And  thou,  pale  night-queen!  here  thyl)eam8 
Are  not  as  those  the  shepherd  loves, 
Nor  look  they  down  on  shining  streams, 
By  Naiads  haunted,  in  their  laurel  groves: 

Thou  seest  no  pastoral  hamlet  sleep, 
In  shadowy  quiet,  'midst  its  vines ; 
No  temple  gleaming  frt)m  the  steep, 
'Midst  the  gray  olives,  or  the  mountain  pines  : 

But  o'er  a  dim  and  Ixmndless  waste, 
Thy  rays,  e'en  like  a  tomb-lamp's,  brood. 
Where  man's  departed  steps  are  traced 
But  by  his  dust,  amidst  the  solitude. 

And  he  it  thus ! — What  slave  shall  tread 
O'er  freedom's  ancient  battle-plains  1 
Let  deserts  wrap  the  glorious  dead. 
When  their  bright  land  sits  weeping  o'er   her 
chains: 

Here,  where  the  Persian  clarion  rung. 
And  where  the  Spartan  sword  flashed  high, 
And  where  the  Pasan  strains  were  sung. 
From  year  to  year  swelled  on  by  liberty ! 

Here  should  no  voice,  no  sound,  be  heard. 
Until  the  bonds  of  Greece  be  riven. 
Save  of  the  leader's  chai^ng  word, 
Or  the  shrill  trumpet,  pealing  up  through  heaven ! 

Rest  in  your  silent  homes,  ye  brave ! 
No  vines  festoon  your  lonely  tree  !* 
No  harvest  o'er  your  war-fields  wave. 
Till  rushing  winds  proclaim — the  land  is  free ! 


THE  TOMBS  OF  PLATiEA. 

FROM  A  PAINTINO  BY  WILLIAMS. 

And  there  they  sleep ! — the  men  who  stood 
In  arms  bcTorc  th'  exulting  sun, 
And  bathed  their  spears  in  Persian  Llood,      j     .  ^  ^^y^  ^^^  appears  in  Blr.  WUliams'B  im(ii«nix«  ^«r 
And  taught  the  earth  bow  freedom  might  be  won.  cure. 


THE  VIEW  FROM  CASTRI. 

FROM  A  PAINTING  BT  WILLIAMS. 

There  have  been  bright  and  glorious  pageants 

here. 
Where  now  gray  stones  and  moss-grown  colunms 

lie; 
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There  have  been  words,  which  earth  grew  pale 

to  hear, 
Breathed  from  the  cavern's  misty  chambers  nigh : 
There  have  been  voices,  through  the  sunny  sky, 
And  the  pine-woods,  their  choral  hymn-notes 

sending, 
And  reeds  and  lyres,  their  Dorian  melody, 
With  incense-clouds  around  the  temple  blending. 
And  throngs,  with  laurel-boughs,  before  the  altar 

bending. 

There  have  been  treasure  of  the  seas  and  isles 
Brought  to  the  day-god's  now  forsaken  throne : 
Thunders  have  pealed  along  the  rock-defiles. 
When  the  far-echoing  battle-horn  made  known 
That  foes  were  on  their  way! — the  deep-wind's 

moan 
Hath  chilled  the  invader's  heart  with  secret  fear. 
And  from  the  Sibyl-grottoes,  wild  and  lone, 
Storms  have  gone  forth,  which,  in  their  fierce 

career, 
From  his  bold  hand  have  struck  the  banner  and 

the  spear. 

The  shrine  hath  sunk  I — but  thou  unchanged 

art  there  1 
Mount  of  the  voice  and  vision,  robed  with  dreams! 
Unchanged,  and  rushing  through  the  radiant  air, 
With  thy  dark-waving    pines,  and   flashing 

streams, 
And  all  thy  founts  of  song !  their  bright  course 

teems 
With  inspiration  yet ;  and  each  dim  haze. 
Or  golden  cloud  which  floats  around  thee,  seems 
As  with  its  mantle,  veiling  from  our  gaze 
The  mysteries  of  the  past,  the  gods  of  elder  days! 

Away,  vain  phantasies ! — doth  less  of  power 
Dwell  round  thy  summit,  or  thy  clifls  invest. 
Though  in  deep  stillness  now,  the  ruin's  flower 
Wave  o'ej  the  pillars  mouldering  on  thy  breast  1 
— LiA  through  the  free  blue  heavens  thine  arrowy 

crest! 
Let  the  great  rocks  their  solitude  regain ! 
No  Delphian  lyres  now  break  thy  noontide  rest 
With  their  full  chords : — ^but  silent  be  the  strain  I 
Thou  hast  a  mightier  voice  to  speak  th'  Eternal's 
reign!* 


THE  FESTAL  HOUR. 

When  are  the  lessons  given  . 
That  shake  the  startled  earth  ?-~  When  wakes  the 

foe. 
While  the  friend  sleeps! — When  falls  the  traitor's 
blow  7 
When  are  proud  sceptres  riven, 

*  Thia,  with  ibe  praoeding,  and  serenl  of  th*  icdlowing 
plecos  ^^*  appeared  in  the  Edinburgh  MagayinA 


High  hopes  o'erthrown ! — It  is,  when  lands  rejoice, 
When  cities  blaze,  and  lift  th'  exulting  vcnoe, 
And  wave  their  banners  to  the  kindling  heaven! 

Fear  ye  the  festal  hour ! 
When  mirth  o'erflows,  then*tr«mble ! — 'T  waia 

night 
Of  gorgeous  revel,  wreaths,  and  dance,  and  ligfat, 

When  through  the  regal  bower 
The  trumpet  pealed,  ere  yet  the  song  was  done, 
And  there  Were  shrieks  in  golden  Babylon, 
And  tfampling  armies,  ruthless  in  their  power. 

The  marble  shrines  were  crowned : 
Young  voices,  through  the  blue  Athenian  sky, 
And  Dorian  reeds,  made  sununer-melody, 

And  censera  waved  around ; 
And  lyres  were  strung,  and  bright  libations  ponied, 
When,  through  the  streets,  flashed  out  the  aveng- 
ing sword. 
Fearless  and  free,  the  sword  with  myrtles  boimd!* 


Through  Rome  a  triumph 
Rich  in  her  sun-^od's  mantling  beams  went  by 
That  long  array  of  glorious  pageantry, 

With  shout  and  trumpet-blast 
An  empire's  gems  their  starry  splendor  sbed 
O'er  the  proud  march ;  a  king  in  chains  wis  led; 
A  stately  victor,  crowned  and  robed,  came  lutt 

And  many  a  Dryad's  bower 
Had  lent  die  laurels,  which  in  waving  play, 
Stirred  the  warm  air,  and  glistened  round  his  way, 

As  a  quick-flashing  shower. 
— O'er  his  own  porch,  meantime,  the  cypress  hang, 
Through  his  fair  halls  a  cry  of  anguish  rung— 
Wo  for  the  dead !— the  father's  broken  flower! 

A  sound  of  lyre  and  song, 
In  the  still  night,  went  floating  o'er  the  Nile, 
Whose  waves,  by  many  an  old  mysterious  pile, 

Swept  with  that  voice  along ; 
And  lamps  were  shining  o'er  the  red  wine's  fbam, 
Where  a  chief  ravelled  in  a  monarch's  dome. 
And  fresh  rose-garlands  decked  a  glittering  thfoog. 

'T  was  Antony  that  bade 
The  joyous  chords  ring  out ! — ^but  strains  arose 
Of  wilder  omen  at  the  banquet's  dose! 

Sounds  by  no  mortal  madet 
Shook  Alexandria  through  her  streets  that  night, 
And  passed — and  with  another  sunset's  ligbt. 
The  kingly  Roman  on  his  bier  was  laid. 


*  The  sword  of  Harmodiaa. 

t  Paulus  iEinlliu%  one  of  whose  boos  died  ■  few  dajabt- 
fore^  and  another  shortly  aAer,  his  trium{4i  on  tba  cooqaes 
of  Macedon,  when  Fteneaa^  Idng  of  that  couotty,  was  led  in 
chains. 

I  See  the  description  given  by  Plutarch,  in  his  life  of  Ao 
tony,  of  the  supernatural  sounds  heard  in  the  susets  of  Akx- 
andria,  the  ni^i  befiofe  Ajilooy*s  death. 
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Bright  'midit  its  vineyuda  lay 
air  Campankn  city,*  with  its  towen 
eiBplei  fletmmg  thxough  dark  oliYe4)owen, 

Clear  in  the  golden  day ; 
aa  around  it  aa  the  gkming  sky, 
trowds  had  filled  its  halls  of  revelry, 
dl  the  aminy  air  was  music's  way. 

A  cloud  came  o'er  the  face 
ly's  rich  heaven! — its  crystal  blue 
changed,  and  deepened  to  a  wrathful  hue 

Of  night,  o'ershadowing  space, 
th  the  wings  of  death!— in  all  his  power 
ius  woke,  and  hurled  the  burning  shower, 
irho  could  tell  the  buried  city's  place  7 

Such  things  have  been  of  yore, 
!  gay  regiona  where  the  citrons  bbw, 
>urple  summers  all  their  sleepy  glow 

On  the  grapeH^lusters  pour; 
vhero  the  palms  to  spicy  winds  are  waving, 
;  clear  seas  of  melted  sapphire,  laving, 
th  a  flow  of  light,  their  southern  shore. 

Turn  we  to  other  climes  I 
I  the  Druid-Isle  a  feast  was  spread, 
t  the  rock-altars  of  the  warrior-deadjt 

And  ancient  battle-rhymes 
chanted  to  the  harp ;  and  yellow  mead 
flowing  round,  and  tales  of  martial  deed, 
ofty  songs  of  Britain's  elder  time. 

But  ere  the  giant-fane 
ts  broad  shadows  on  the  robe  of  even, 
id  were  the  bards,  and,  in  the  face  of  Heaven, 

O'er  that  old  burial-plain 
)d  the  keen  Saxon  dagger !— Blood  was 
reaming, 
e  late  the  mead-cup  to  the  sun  was  gleam- 

Britain's  hearths  were  heaped  that  night  in 
lin. 

For  they  retamed  no  more! 
that  went  forth  at  moni,  with  reckless  heart, 
t  fierce  banquet's  mirth  to  bear  their  part ; 

And  on  the  rushy  floor, 
he  bright  spears  and  bucklers  of  the  walls, 
ugh  wood-fires  were  biasing  in  their  halls ; 
jt  for  them— they  slept— 4beir  feast  was  o'er ! 

Fear  ye  the  festal  hour ! 
emble  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'erfiows ! 
down  the  swelling  heart! — the  bridal  rose, 
And  the  rich  mjrrtle's  flower 

calansum,  of  wliich  it  is  related,  that  al!  the  Inha- 
were  aanmbled  in  t!ie  iheatn^  when  the  ihower  of 
rhich  corered  the  citj,  descended, 
whenge,  mM  by  soine  traditions  to  hare  been  erected 
nemoiy  of  Ambroelui^  an  early  BriiWi  kinf ;  and  by 
nentkwed  ae  a  momunemal  record  of  the  iiwirra  of 
Uiieft  ben  alluded  to. 
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Have  veiled  the  sword ! — Red  wines  have  sparkled 

fast 
From  venomed  goblets,  and  soft  breeies  paaied, 
With  fatal  perfume,  through  the  revel's  bower. 

Twine  the  young  glovring  wreath! 
But  pour  not  all  your  spirit  in  the  song, 
Which  through  the  sky's  deep  azure  floats  along. 

Like  summer's  quickening  breath! 
The  ground  is  hollow  in  the  path  of  mirth, 
Oh!  far  too  daring  seems  the  joy  of  earth, 
So  darkly  pressed  and  girdled  in  by  death ! 


SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  OF  MORr 
GARTEN. 


"  In  the  year  1315;  Switzerland  was  invaded  by  Dake  Leo* 
ptdd  of  Austria,  with  a  formidable  army.  It  ia  well  attened, 
that  this  prince  repeatedly  declared  he  'would  trample  the 
audacious  nutica  under  hie  feet;'  and  that  he  had  procured  a 
large  stock  of  cordage,  for  the  puzpoee  of  binding  their  chiefly 
and  putting  them  to  death. 

"The  15th  October,  1315,  dawned.  The  son  darted  its flnt 
rays  on  the  rfiielde  and  armour  of  the  advancing  host;  and 
this  being  the  first  army  ever  knovm  to  hare  attempted  tha 
frontien  of  the  cantons,  the  Swias  viewed  its  long  line  with 
varioue  erootiona.  Montfort  do  Tettnang  led  the  cavabry  into 
the  narrow  paaa,  and  aoon  flUed  the  whole  apace  between  tha 
mountain  (Mount  Battel)  and  the  lakeu  The  fifty  men  on  tha 
eminence  (above  Morgarten)  raised  a  sudden  diout,  and  coUed 
down  heaps  of  rocks  and  stooea  among  the  crowded  ranks. 
TIm  confederates  on  the  mountain,  perceiring  the  imprearion 
made  by  this  attack,  rushed  down  in  dose  array,  and  fell  upon 
the  flank  of  the  disordered  cohimn.  With  massy  dubs  tlwy 
dashed  in  pieces  the  armour  of  the  enemy,  and  dealt  their 
Mows  and  thrusts  With  long  pikaa  The  narrowness  of  tha 
defile  admitted  of  no  avolittiaBi^  and  a  alight  ftoat  havii^  in- 
jurad  the  road,  the  honea  were  impeded  in  all  their  motions ; 
many  leaped  into  the  lake;  all  were  startled ;  and  at  laat  tha 
whole  column  gave  way,  and  fell  suddenly  back  on  the  in- 
fantry ;  and  these  last,  aa  the  nature  of  the  country  did  not 
aUow  them  to  open  their  filea,  were  run  over  by  the  fugitirea 
and  many  of  them  trampled  to  death.  A  general  roui  ensue^ 
and  Duke  Leopold  was,  with  much  difficulty,  reacued  by  a 
peasant,  who  led  him  to  Winterthur,  where  ttie  hiaiorian  of 
the  timea  aaw  him  arrive  in  the  evening,  pale,  auUen,  and  dii* 
mayed.**— Pton/a'a  Hutory  of  the  Helvetic  Confedemey. 

The  wine-month*  shone  in  its  golden  prime, 

And  the  red  grapes  clustering  hong, 
But  a  deeper  sound  through  the  Switier^f  elimei 
Than  the  vintage  music,  rung. 
A  sound,  through  vaulted  cave^ 
A  sound,  through  echoing  glen 
Like  the  hollow  swell  of  a  rushing  wav« ; 
— 'T  was  the  tread  of  sted-girt  men. 

And  a  trumpet,  pealing  wild  and  fitr, 
'Midst  the  ancient  rocks  was  bk)wn, 

Till  the  Alps  replied  to  that  voice  of  war, 
With  a  thousand  of  their  own. 


fflfM-monl*,  the  Gsnnsn  nams  for  OomiMt. 
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And  through  the  forest  glooms 
Flashed  helmets  to  the  day, 
And  the  winds  were  tossing  knightly  plumes, 
Like  the  laich-boughs  in  their  play. 

In  HasIiV  wilds  there  was  gleaming  steel, 

As  the  host  of  the  Austrian  passed ; 
And  the  Schreckhom'st  rocks,  with  a  savage  peal, 
Made  mirth  of  his  clarion's  blast. 
Up  'midst  the  Righit  snows 
The  stormy  march  was  heard, 
With  thecharger's  tramp,  whence  fir&-spariurose, 
And  the  leader's  gathering  word. 

But  a  band,  the  noblest  band  of  all. 

Through  the  rude  Morgarten  strait. 

With  blazoned  streamen  and  lances  tall. 

Moved  onwards,  in  princely  state. 

They  came  with  heavy  chains 

For  the  race  despised  so  long^ 

— But  amidst  his  Alp-domains, 

The  herdsman's  arm  is  strong ! 

The  son  was  reddening  the  clouds  of  mom 

When  they  entered  the  rock-defile, 
And  shrill  as  a  joyous  hunter's  horn 
Their  bugles  rung  the  while. 
But  on  the  misty  height, 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood,. 
There  was  stillness,  as  of  night, 
When  storms  at  distance  brood. 

There  was  stiUness,  as  of  deep  dead  night. 

And  a  pause — but  not  of  fear. 
While  the  Switzers  gazed  on  the  gathering  might 
Of  the  hostile  shiekl  and  spear. 
On  wound  those  columns  bright 
Between  the  lake  and  wood. 
But  they  looked  not  to  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood. 

The  pass  was  filled  with  their  serried  power, 

All  helmed  and  mail-arrayed. 
And  their  steps  had  sounds  like  a  thunder-shower 
In  the  rustling  forest-shade. 
There  were  prince  and  crested  knight, 
Hemmed  in  by  cliff  and  flood. 
When  a  shout  arose  from  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood. 

And  the  mighty  rocks  came  bounding  down. 

Their  startled  foes  among. 
With  a  joyous  whirl  from  the  summit  thrown— 

—Oh I  the  herdsman's  arm  \a  strong! 


*  HadI,  a  wild  dlitria  in  the  canton  of  Benw. 
t  Schncldiorn,  the  peak  of  terror^  a  mountain  in  th<  can- 
Um  of  Berne, 
t  Aighl,  a  miMntain  in  the  canton  ofSc^wyU. 


They  came,  like  lanwinef*  hailed 

From  Alp  to  Alp  in  play. 
When  the  echoes  shout  through  the  n 

world. 
And  the  pines  ue  borne  away. 

The  fir-woods  craahed  on  the  monnttin  sJiVt, 

And  the  Switzen  rushed  from  high, 
With  a  sudden  charge,  on  the  flower  and  pod 
Of  the  Austrian  chivalry : 
Like  hunters  of  the  deer, 
They  stormed  the  narrow  dell, 
And  first  in  the  shock,  with  Uri's  spear. 
Was  the  arm  of  William  TeU.t 

There  was  tumult  in  the  crowded  strait, 

And  a  cry  of  wild  dismay, 
And  many  a  warrior  met  his  fate 
From  a  peasant's  hand  that  day! 
And  the  empire's  banner  then, 
From  its  place  of  waving  free, 
Went  down  before  the  shepherdHOMD, 
The  men  of  the  Forest^eea.^ 

With  their  pikes  and  massy  dubs  they  brake 

The  cuirass  and  the  shield. 
And   the  war-horse  dashed   to   the   leddto 
lake. 
From  the  reapers  of  the  fiekl! 
The  field—but  not  of  sheaves — 
Proud  crests  and  pennons  lay 
Strewn  o'er  it  thick  as  the  birch-wood  leavei 
In  the  autumn-tempest's  way. 

Oh!  the  sun  in  heaven  fierce  havoc  viewed, 

When  the  Austrian  turned  to  fly, 
And  the  brave,  in  the  trampling  muMcnde, 
Had  a  fearful  death  to  die! 
And  the  leader  of  the  war 
At  eve  unhelmed  was  seen. 
With  a  hun3ring  step  on  the  wilds  a£u-. 
And  a  pale  and  troubled  mien. 

But  the  sons  of  the  land  which  the  fireeman  til 

Went  back  from  the  battle-toU, 
To  their  cabin-homes  'midst  the  deep  green  hil 
All  burdened  with  royal  spoiL 
There  were  songs  and  festal  fires 
On  the  soaring  Alps  that  night, 
When  children  sprung  to  greet  their  siies. 
From  the  wiM  Morgarten  fight 


*  Ztouwinef  the  SwisB  name  for  the  araknchBL 

t  William  Tell'i  name  is  paxticulaxly  mentkned  aas 
the  confederates  at  Morgaiten. 

I  f\ira«<-«ea,  the  lake  of  the  four  cantans  It  alio  §o  cri 
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CHORUS. 

TRAMILAT£D  FROM  MANZONl'f  '  CONTB  DI 
CARMAGNOLA.* 

Hark!  firom  the  right  bunts  forth  a  trampet's 

■oundl 
A  loud  •hrill  trumpet  from  the  left  replies ! 
On  eveiy  side,  hoarse  echoes  from  the  ground, 
To  the  quick  tramp  of  steeds  and  warriohi  rise, 
Hollow  and  deep :— «nd  banners  all  around, 
Meet  hostile  banners  waving  through  the  skies. 
Here  steel-dad  bands  in  marshalled  order  shine, 
And  there  a  host  confronts  their  glittering  line. 

Lo !  half  the  field  already  frt>m  the  sight 
Hath  vanished,  hid  by  closing  groups  of  foes ! 
Swords  crossing  swords,  flash  lightning  o'er  the 

fight, 
And  the  strife  deepens,  and  the  life-blood  flows ! 
— Oh!  who  are  these  1 — What  stranger  in  his 

might 
Comes  bursting  on  the  lovely  land's  repoeel 
What  patriot  hearts  have  nobly  vowed  to  save 
Their  native  soil,  and  make  its  dust  their  grave  1 

One  race,  alas !  these  foes,  one  kindred  race. 
Were  bom  and  reared  the  same  bright  scenes 

among! 
The  stranger  calls  them  brothers — and  each  lace 
That  brotherhood  reveals ; — one  coomion  tongue 
Dwells  on  their  lips ; — the  earth  on  which  ye  trace 
Their  heart's  blood,  is  the  soil  from  whence  they 

sprung. 
One  mother  gave  them  birth — this  chosen  land,  ' 
Ginfled  with  Alps  and  seas,  by  Nature's  guardian 

hand. 

Oh,  grief  and  horror! — Who  the  first  could  dare 
Against  a  brother's  breast  the  sword  to  wield  1 
What  cause  unhallowed  and  accursed,  declare  I 
Hath  bathed  with  carnage  this  ignoble  field? 
— Think'st  thou  they  knowl — they  but  inflict  and 

share 
Misery  and  death,  the  motive  unrevealed  ! 
Sold  to  a  leader,  sold  himtel/Xo  die. 
With  him  they  strive,  they  fidl — and  ask  not  why. 

Bat  are  theie  none  who  love  theml — Have  they 

none. 
No  wives,  DO  mothers,  who  might  rush  between, 
And  win  vrith  tears  the  husband  and  the  son. 
Back  to  their  homes  frt>m  this  polluted  scene  1 
And  they,  whose  hearts,  when  life's  bright  day  is 

done. 
Unfold  to  thoughts  more  solemn  and  serene, 
Thoughts  ci  the  tomb ;  why  can  not  tfiey  assuage 
The  storms  of  passion  with  the  voice  of  age? 


Ask  not ! — the  peasant  at  his  cabin-door 
Sits,  calmly  pointing  to  the  distant  cloud 
Which  skirts  th'  horizon,  menacing  to  pour 
Destruction  down,  o'er  fields  he  hath  not  ploughed. 
Thus,  where  no  echo  of  the  battle's  roar. 
Is  heard  afar,  e'en  thus  the  reckless  crowd 
In  tranquil  safety  number  o'er  the  slain. 
Or  tell  of  cities  burning  on  the  plain. 


Then  mayst  thou  mark  the  boy,  with  earnest  gaie. 
Fixed  on  his  mother's  lips,  intent  to  know. 
By  names  of  insult,  those,  whom  future  days 
Shall  see  him  meet  in  arms,  their  deadliest  foe ! 
There  proudly  many  a  glittering  dame  displays 
Bracelet  and  zone,  with  radiant  gems  that  glow. 
By  husbands,  lovers,  home  in  triumph  borne, 
From  the  sad  brides  of  fallen  warriors  torn. 

Wo  to  the  victors  and  the  vanquished !  Wo! 
The  earth  is  heaped,  b  kwded  with  the  slain. 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  cries  of  fury  grow, 
A  sea  of  blood  is  swelling  o'er  the  plain ! 
But  from  th'  embattled  front,  already,  lo ! 
A  band  recedes — it  flics — all  hope  is  vain. 
And  venal  hearts,  despairing  of  the  strife. 
Wake  to  the  k>ve,  the  clinging  bve  of  life. 

As  the  light  grain  disperses  in  the  air, 
Borne  from  the  winnowing  by  the  gales  around. 
Thus  fly  the  vanquished,  in  their  wild  despair. 
Chased — severed — scattered — -o'er  the   ample 

ground. 
But  mightier  bands,  that  lay  in  ambush  there, 
Burst  on  their  flightr-«nd  hark !  the  deepening 

sound 
Of  fierce  pursuit ! — still  nearer  and  more  near. 
The  rush  of  war-steeds  trampling  in  the  rear ! 

The  day  is  won ; — they  fall— disarmed  they  yield, 
Low  at  the  conqueror's  feet  all  suppliant  lying ! 
'Midst  shouts  of  victory  pealing  o'er  the  field. 
Oh !  who  may  hear  the  murmurs  of  the  dying? 
— Haste !  let  the  talc  of  triumph  be  revealed ! 
E'en  now  the  courier  to  his  steed  is  flying. 
He  spurs— he  speeds — with  tidings  of  the  day, 
To  rouse  up  cities  in  his  lightning  way. 

Why  pour  ye  thus  from  your  deserted  homes, 
Oh,  eager  multitudes!  around  him  pressing? 
Each  hurrying  where  his  breathless  courser  foams, 
Each  tongue,  each  eye,  infatuate  hope  confessing  I 
Know  ye  not  whence  th'  ill-omened  herald  comes, 
And  dare  ye  dream  he  comes  with  words  of  bless- 
ing! 
—Brothers,  by  brothers  slain,  lie  low  and  cold — 
Be  ye  content!  the  glorious  tale  is  told. 

I  hear  the  voice  of  joy,  th'  exulting  cry! 

They  deck  the  shrine,  they  swell  the  cbond  stiains; 

E'en  now  the  homicides  assail  the  sky 

With  peans,  which  indi^gcAsX  ^^UKWCk  ^osd^MxaN 
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But,  frdm  tHe  eoaring  Alps,  the  stranger's  eye 
Looks  walsbful  down  on  oar  auangained  jdains, 
And  With  the  cruel  rapture  of  a  foe, 
Numbers  the  mighty,  stretched  in  death  below. 

Baste!  form  your  fines  again,  ye  brave  and  true  I 
Haste,  haste !  your  triumphs  and  your  joys  sus- 
pending! 
Th' invader  conies;  your  banners  raise  anew, 
Rnsii  to  the  strife,  your  country's  cause  defending ! 
Victors !  why  pause  ye  % — Are  ye  weak  and  few  1 
Ay,  such  he  deemed  you !  and  for  this  clescending, 
He  waits  you  on  the  field  ye  know  too  well, 
The  same  red  wa^field  where  your  brethren  fell. 

Oh!  thou  devoted  land!  that  canst  not  rear 
In  peace  thine  oflspring ;  thou,  the  lost  and  won, 
The  fair  and  fktal  soil,  that  dost  appear 
Too  narrow  still  for  each  contending  son; 
Receive  the  stranger,  in  his  fierce  career, 
Parting  thy  spoils! — thy  chastening  is  begun ! 
And,  wresting  from  thy  chiefe  the  guardian  sword, 
Foes  Whom  thou  ne'er  hadst  wronged,  sit  proudly 
at  thy  board. 

Are  these  infiituate  tool  Oh !  who  hath  known 
A  people  e'er  by  guilt's  vain  triumph  blest? 
The  wronged,  the  vanquished,  sufifer  not  alone, 
Brief  is  the  joy  that  swells  th'  oppressor's  breast. 
What  though  not  yet  his  day  of  pride  be  flown. 
Though  yet  Heaven's  vengeance  spare  his  tower- 
ing crest. 
Well  hath  it  marked  him — and  ordained  the  hour 
When  his  last  sigh  shall  own  its  mightier  power. 

Are  we  not  creatures  of  one  hand  divine  1 
Formed  in  one  mould,  to  one  redemption  bomi 
Kindred  alike,  where'er  our  skies  may  shine, 
Where'er  our  sight  first  drank  the  vital  momi 
Brothers !  one  bond  around  our  souls  should  twine, 
And  wo  to  him  by  whom  that  bond  is  torn! 
Who  mounts  by  trampling  broken  hearts  to  earth. 
Who  been  down  spirits  of  immortal  birth  I 


THE  MEETING  OP  THE  BARDS. 

WRITTEN   FOR   AN   EI8TEDDV0D,   OR   MEETING  OF 

WELSH  BARDSt 

Held  in  London,  May  ^iOd,  1823. 

The  CkmeddaUf  or  meetings  of  the  British 
bards,  were  anciently  ordained  to  be  held  in  the 
open  air,  on  some  conspicuous  situation,  whilst  the 
sun  was  above  the  horizon ;  or,  according  to  the 
expression  employed  on  these  occasions,  "in  the 
fece  of  the  sun,  and  in  the  eye  of  light"  The 
places  set  apart  for  this  purpose  were  marked  out 
by  a  circle  of  stones,  called  the  dicle  of  federation. 
The  presiding  baid  stood  on  a  large  stone  (Maen 


Gknrsedd,  or  the  stone  of  assembly),  in  the  centre. 
The  sh^thing  of  a  sword  upon  this  stone  was  the 
ceremony  whi6h  announced  the  opening  of  a  Ovr- 
Bedd,  or  meeting.  The  bards  alwa3rs  stood  in  thor 
uni-coloured  robes,  with  ^tuar  beads  and  feet  un- 
covered, within  the  circle  of  federation. — Ses 
Otoen'«  TVanalation  qf  the  Heroic  EUgies  qf 
Uywarc  Hen. 


Where  met  our  bards  of  old  7 — the  gloriooi 

throng, 
They  of  the  mountain  and  the  batt]e-«oiig1 
They  met — oh!  not  in  kingly  hall  or  bower. 
But  where  wild  Nature  girt  herself  with  power: 
They  met — ^where  streams  flashed  bright  from 

rocky  caves, 
They  met — where  woods  made  moan  o'er  wir- 

riors'  graves, 
And  where  the  torrent's  rainbow  spray  was  cast, 
And  where  dark  lakes  were  heaving  to  the  blast, 
And  'midst  th'  eternal  clifils,  whose  strength  defisd 
The  crested  Roman  in  his  hour  of  pride; 
And  where  the  Carnedd,*  on  its  lonely  hO^ 
Bore  silent  record  of  the  mighty  still ; 
And  where  the  Druid's  ancient  Cromlecfat  ftown'd, 
And  the  oaks  breathed  mysterious  murmurs  round. 
There  thronged  th'  inspired  of  yore!— on  pbin  or 

height, 
In  the  sun^afaee,  beneath  th^  eye  ofHght, 
And,  baring  unto  heaven  each  noUe  head, 
Stood  in  the  circle,  where  none  dse  might  tread. 

Well  might  their  lays  be  lofty ! — soaring  thovght 
From  Nature's  presence  tenfold  grandeur  caoght : 
Well  might  bold  Freedom's  soul  pervade  the 

strains. 
Which  startled  eagles  from  their  lone  domaioi, 
And,  like  a  breeze,  in  chainleas  triumph.  Went 
Up  through  the  blue  resounding  firmament! 

Whence  came  the  echoes  to  those  numbers  Iqgk  1 
— ^'T  was  from  the  battle-fields  of  days  gone  I7I 
And  from  the  tombs  of  heroes,  laid  to  rest 
With  their  good  swords,  upon  the  mountain^ 

breast; 
And  fifom  the  watch-towers  on  the  heights  of  snow, 
Severed  by  cloud  and  storm,  finom  all  below; 
And  the  turf-mounds,t  once  girt  by  ruddy  ipean^ 
And  the  rock-altars  of  departed  years. 

Thence,  deeply  mingling  with  the  ton«at*8  ratf, 
The  winds  a  thousand  wild  responses  ban: 
And  the  green  land,  whose  every  vale  and  gka 
Doth  shrine  the  memory  of  heroic  men, 


*  Camedd,  ■  Bione-barrow,  or  cairn. 

r  Cromiechf  a  Druidkal  monument,  or  altar.  Tt»  wfti 
means  a  stone  oTcoTenanL 

t  The  ancient  British  chieA  fraqaentlj  t»f  tiyii^ii  tinr 
followen  Ihnn  small  artillcial  1 
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On  all  her  hilb  awakening  to  rejoice, 

Sent  forth  proud  answers  to  her  children's  voice. 

For  us,  not  ours  the  festival  to  hoM, 

'Midst  the  stone-circles,  hallowed  thus  of  old; 

Not  where  great  Nature's  majesty  and  might 

First  broke,  all-glorious,  on  our  infant  sight; 

Not  near  the  towiM,  where  sleep  our  fiee  and 

brave, 
Not  by  the  mountain-Uyn,*  the  ocean  wave, 
In  thMe  late  days  we  meet  1— dark  Mona's  shore, 
Eryri'st  clifis  resound  with  harps  no  more  1 
But,  as  the  stream  (though  time  or  art  may  torn 
The  current,  bursting  firom  its  cavemed  um, 
To  bathe  soft  vales  of  pasture  and  of  flowers, 
From  Alpine  glens,  or  ancient  forest-bowers,) 
Alike,  in  rushing  strength  or  sunny  sleep, 
Holds  on  its  course,  to  mingle  with  the  deep;  . 
Thus,  though  our  paths  be  changed,  still  warm 

and  firee^    * 
Land  of  the  hard!  our  spirit  flies  to  thee  1 
To  thee  oar  thoughts,  our  hopes,  our  hearts  be- 
long, 
Our  dreams  are  haunted  by  thy  voice  of  soog! 
Nor  yield  our  aouls  one  patriot-feeling  less, 
To  the  green  memory  of  thy  toveliness, 
Than  thein,  whose  harp-notes  pealed  from  every 

height,    . 
in  the  9un*9faoef  beneath  ike  eye  qf  light  t 


THE  HOMES  OF  ENGLAJ^D. 


WbsTB'i  the  oowurd  that  would  not  dan 
To  fight  fcr  Mich  a  Iand1«-Jlfarmi(m. 

The  stately  Homes  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  stand! 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land. 
Tbe  deer  across  their  greensward  bound 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam. 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the  sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream. 

The  merry  Homes  of  England ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 

Meet,  in  the  ruddy  light! 
There  woman's  voice  flows  forth  in  soog, 

Or  childhood's  tale  is  told, 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  ak)ng 

Some  gknious  page  of  old. 

The  blessed  Homes  of  England! 

How  softly  on  their  bowers 
Is  laid  the  holy  quietness 

That  breathes  from  Sabbath-hoon! 


Solemn,  yet  sweet,  tbe  church-bell's  dume 
Floats  through  their  woods  at  rnqra; 

All  other  sounds,  in  that  still  time,  ^ 

Of  breexB  and  leaf  are  born. 

The  Cottage  Homes  of  England! 

By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
They  are  smiling  o'er  the  silvery  brooks, 

And  round  the  hamlet-fanes. 
Through  gfowing  orchards  forth  they  peep, 

Each  from  its  nook  of  leaves. 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep, 

As  the  bird  beneath  their  eaves. 

The  free,  fair  Homes  of  England ! 

Long,  bng,  in  hut  and  hall, 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  reared 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall! 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 

And  bright  the  flowery  sod, 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  bves 

Its  country  and  its  Qodl* 


THE  SICILIAN  CAPTIVE. 


4  have  dreamt  thou  west 


A  captive  In  thy  hopelflHnea;  aflff 

From  the  sweet  home  of  thy  young  Infiut^, 

Wheat  Image  onio  thee  la  ai  a  dream 

Of  fire  and  danghter;  I  can  aee  thee  waatlog, 

Sick  fer  thy  mulre  air.— Ih  B,  L. 


The  champions  had  come  from  their ^Ids  of  war, 

Over  the  crests  of  the  billows  far. 

They  had  brought  back  the  spoils  of  a  hundred 

shores, 
Where  the  deep  had  foamed  to  their  flashing  oars. 

They  sat  at  their  feast  round  the  None-king^i 

board, 
By  the  glare  of  the  torch-light  the  mead  was  poured, 
The  hearth  was  heaped  with  the  pine-boughs  high, 
And  it  flung  a  red  radiance  on  shields  thrown  by. 

The  Scalds  had  chaunted  in  Runic  rhyme. 
Their  songs  of  the  sword  and  the  olden  time, 
And  a  solemn  thrill,  as  the  harp-chords  rung. 
Had  breathed  from  the  walls  where  the  bright 
spears  hung. 

But  the  swell  was  gone  from  the  quivering  string, 
They  had  summoned  a  softer  voice  to  sing. 
And  a  captive  girl,  at  the  warriors'  call, 
i  Stood  forth  in  the  midst  of  that  frowning  hall. 

Lonely  she  stood :— in  her  moamftil  eyes 
\  Lay  the  clear  midnight  of  southern  sUes, 


*Llrf»,aIatoorpooL 


t  MSfffii  BbowdOD. 
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And  the  drooping  fringe  of  their  lasheg  low, 
Half  veiled  a  depth  of  unfathomed  wo. 

Stately  she  stood — though  her  fragile  frmme 
Seemed  struck  with  the  blight  of  some  inward 

fiame, 
And  her  proud  pale  brow  had  a  shade  of  scorn, 
Under  the  waves  of  her  dark  hair  worn. 

And  a  deep  flush  passed,  like  a  crioason  haze, 
O'er  her  marble  cheek  by  the  pine-fire's  blaze ; 
No  soft  hue  caught  from  the  south-wind's  breath, 
But  a  token  of  fever,  at  strife  with  death. 

She  had  been  torn  from  her  home  away, 
With  her  long  locks  crowned  for  her  bridal  day. 
And  brought  to  die  of  the  burning  dreams 
That  haunt  the  exile  by  foreign  streams. 

They  bade  her  sing  of  her  distant  land — 
She  neld  its  lyre  with  a  trembling  hand. 
Till  the  spirit  its  blue  skies  had  given  her,  woke. 
And  the  stream  of  her  voice  into  music  broke. 

Faint  was  the  strain,  in  its  first  wild  flow. 
Troubled  its  murmur,  and  sad,  and  low ; 
But  it  swelled  into  deeper  power  ere  long, 
As  the  breeze  thtX  swept  over  her  soul  grew  strong. 

"  They  bid  me  sing  of  thee,  mine  own,  my  sunny 

land!  of  thee! 
Am  I  not  parted  from  thy  shores  by  the  moum- 

fill-sounding  seal 
Doth  not  thy  shadow  wrap  my  soul? — in  silence 

let  me  die, 
{n  a  voiceless  dream  of  thy  silvery  founts  and  thy 

pure  deep  sapphire  sky; 
How  should  thy  lyre  give  fitre  its  wealth  of  buried 

sweetness  forth? 
Its  tones,  of  summer's  breathings  bom,  to  the  wild 

winds  of  the  north  1 

"  Yet  thus  it  shall  be  onoe,  once  more! — ^my  spirit 

shall  awake. 
And  through  the  mists  of  death  shine  out,  my 

country !  finr  thy  sakel 
That  I  may  makethee  known,  with  all  the  beauty 

and  the  light, 
And  the  glory  never  more  to  bless  thy  daughter's 

yearning  sight! 
Thy  woods  shall  whisper  in  my  song,  thy  bright 

streams  warble  by. 
Thy  soul  flow  o'er  my  lips  again — ^yet  once,  my 

SicUy! 

''There  are  blue  heavens — fax  hence,  far  hence! 

but  oh !  their  glorious  blue ! 
Its  very  night  is  beautiful,  with  the  hyacinth's 

deep  huel 


It  is  above  my  own  fair  land,  and  round  my  langh- 

ing  home. 
And  arching  6'er  my  vintage-bilk,  they  hangthnr 

cloudless  dome, 
And  making  all  the  waves  as  gems,  that  mehaloof 

the  shore, 
And  steeping  happy  hearts  in  joj — thai  nofw  is 

mine  no  more. 

"  And  there  are  liaunts  in  tliat  green  land— oh! 
who  may  dream  or  tell. 

Of  all  the  shad^  loveliness  it  hides  in  grot  and  dell! 

By  fi>untains  flinging  rainbow-cpray  on  dark  and 
glossy  leaves. 

And  bowers  wherein  the  forest-dove  her  neat  mt 
troubled  weaves ; 

The  myrtle  dwells  there,  sending  roond  the  rich- 
ness of  its  breath, 

And  the  violets  gleam  like  amethysts,  from  ths 
dewy  DKMs  beneath. 


"  And  there  are  floating  sounds  that  fill  the 

through  night  and  day, 
Sweet  sounds!  the  soul  to  hear  them  &ints  io 

dreams  of  heaven  away ! 
They  wander  through  the  ofive-woods,  and  o'er 

the  shining  seas. 
They  mingle  with  the  orange-ecents  that  ktd  ths 

sleepy  breeze ; 
Lute,  voice,  and  bird,  are  blending  there ;— it  weie 

a  bliss  to  die. 
As  dies  a  leaf,  thy  groves  among,  my  floweiy  S* 

cily! 

"  /  may  not  thus  depart — fiu«we|] !  yet  no^  my 

country!  no! 
Is  not  love  stronger  than  the  grave  1    IfeelitniiBt 

be  so! 
My  fleeting  spirit  shall  o'ersweep'  the  nwnn^"* 

and  the  main. 
And  in  thy  tender  starlight  rove,  and  throu^  thy 

woods  again. 
Its  passion  deepens — it  prevails! — 1  break  my 

chain — I  come 
To  dwell  a  viewless  thing,  yet  blest — in  thy  sweet 

air,  my  home !" 


And  her  pale  arms  dropped  the  fingpng  lyre 
There  came  a  mist  o'er  her  eye's  wild  &te. 
And  her  dark  rich  tresses,  in  many  a  fold, 
Loosed  firom  their  braids,  down  her  boeom  roBed. 

For  her  head  sank  back  on  the  ragged  wall,— 

A  silence  fell  o'er  the  warrior's  hall; 

She  had  poured  out  her  soul  with  her  song's  last 

tone; 
The  lyre  wae  broken,  the  minstrel  gone ! 
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IVAN  THE  CZAR. 


''  Ivan  le  Terrible,  etant  deja  dereou  vieuz,  as- 
M^goitNoTogoiod.  Lee  Boyaids,  le  voyant  aflbibli, 
lai  ddmanddient  i'il  ne  ▼oulait  pas  donner  le  com- 
mandeniBDt  de  raanut  a  son  fib.  Sa  fuieor  fat  d 
grande  k  oette  propodtion,  que  rien  ne  put  Tap- 
paiaer;  eon  fib  ae  proaterna  h  ns  pieda;  il  le 
repouHa  avac  un  coup  d'une  telle  violence,  que 
deoz  joun  aprde  le  malheureux  en  mourut  Le 
p&re,  aton  au  deeespoir,  devint  indifferent  h  la 
gnene  oomme  au  pouvoir,  et  ne  •urv6cut  que  peu 
de  mow  k  eon  fib."— Dir  Anneet  cPExil,  par  Ma- 
DAMB  DB  Staeu 


GIflb  (Bemsa  Todten  mlr  henna    Ich  taam 
fhnwIederhiaieDl       •       •       •       • 
*       *       *       *    TVoidasB  anmacht, 
Die  idchteininal  In  GrAber  ihren  arm 
Vecttngern^  eine  kleioe  Ubereihing 
Hit  MemcbeiiMmi  nicht  ▼ertMBBern  kann  1 

SchiUer. 


He  aat  in  ailenoe  on  the  ground, 

The  old  and  haughty  Czar ; 
Lonely,  though  princea  girt  him  round, 

And  leadera  of  the  war : 
He  had  caat  hia  jewelled  aabre, 

That  many  a  field  had  won, 
To  the  earth  beaide  hb  youthful  dead, 

Hb  fidr  and  fint-bom  aon. 

With  a  robe  of  ermine  for  ita  bed, 

Waa  laid  that  form  of  clay, 
Where  the  light  a  atormy  sunaet  ahed, 

Through  the  rich  tent  made  way : 
And  a  aad  and  aolemn  beauty 

On  the  pallid  face  came  down, 
Whkh  the  Lord  of  nationa  mutely  watched, 

In  the  duat,  with  hb  renown. 

Low  tonea  at  last  of  wo  and  fear 

From  hb  full  boeom  broke ; — 
A  mournful  thing  it  waa  to  hear 

How  then  the  proud  man  apoke! 
The  voice  that  through  the  combat 

HmA  ahottted  lar  and  high. 
Came  forth  in  atrange,  dull,  hoUow  tonea. 

Burdened  with  agony. 

**  There  b  no  crimaon  on  thy  cheek. 

And  on  thy  lip  no  breath, 
I  call  thee,  and  doat  thou  not  apeak— 

They  tell  me  thb  b  death ! 
And  fearful  thinga  are  whispering 

That  I  the  deed  have  done— 
For  the  honour  <tf  thy  fiuher'a  name, 

Look  up,  lock  up,  my  BOO  I 


"  Well  might  I  know  death'a  hue  and  mbn, 

But  on  thine  aapect,  boy ! 
What,  till  this  moment^  have  1  aeen, 

Save  pride  and  tameleaa  joy  1 
Swifleat  thou  wert  to  battle, 

And  braveat  there  of  all- 
How  coukl  I  think  a  warrior'a  frame 

Thua  like  a  flower  ahould  falll 

"  I  win  not  bear  that  stOl,  cold  look— 

Riae  up,  thou  fierce  and  free ! 
Wake  aa  the  atorm  wakea !  I  will  brook 

All,  aave  thb  calm,  from  thee ! 
Lift  brightly  up,  and  proudly, 

Once  more  thy  kindling  eyea  I 
Hath  my  word  loet  ita  power  on  earthi 

I  aay  to  thee,  ariae ! 

"  Didat  thou  not  know  I  loved  thee  well  7 

Thou  didat  not  I  and  art  gone 
In  bittemeaa  of  aoul,  to  dwell 

Where  man  must  dwell  alone. 
Come  back,  young  fieiy  apirit ! 

If  but  one  hour,  to  learn 
The  aecreta  of  the  folded  heart, 

That  aeemed  to  thee  ao  atem. 

"  Thou  wert  the  first,  the  firat  fidr  child, 

That  in  mine  arma  I  preaaed ;  * 

Thou  wert  the  .bright  one,  that  haat  amiled 

Like  aummer  on  my  breast ! 
I  reared  thee  aa  an  eagle, 

To  the  chase  thy  atepa  I  led, 
I  bore  thee  on  my  battle-horae, 

I  kx)k  upon  thee— dead ! 

"  Lay  down  my  warlike  banners  here, 

Never  again  to  wave. 
And  bury  my  red  aword  and  apear, 

Chbb !  in  my  firat-bom'a  grave ! 
And  leave  me!— I  have  conquered, 

I  have  alain — my  work  b  done  I 
Whom  have  I  alain  1 — ^ye  anawer  not — 

Hum  too  art  mute,  my  aon !" 

And  thua  hb  wild  lament  waa  poured 

Through  the  dark  resounding  night, 
And  the  battb  knew  no  more  hb  awocd, 

Nor  the  foaming  ateed  hb  might. 
He  heard  atrange  voioea  moaning 

In  every  wind  that  aighed ; 
From  the  aearehing  atan  of  heaven  he  ahrank- 

Humbly  the  conqueror  died.* 


*  Oiiglmny  pnbUriMd  in  the  Utsniy  Soaveair  far  1827. 
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CAROLAN'S  PROPHECY.* 


Thy  cheek  too  swifUy  fluahee;  o'er  thine  eye 
The  lights  and  shadows  come  and  go  too  fast, 
Thy  tears  gurfi  forth  too  soon,  and  In  thy  Toloe 
Are  Kmndf  of  tendemeas  too  pamAouM 
FVv  peace  OQ earth;  ohi  thereibnk  child  of  nngl 
Tks  weO  thoa  aliouidsi  deparL 


A  BOUND  of  muBic,  from  amidst  the  hilb, 
Came  suddenly,  and  died ;  a  fitfhl  sound 
Of  mirth,  soon  lost  in  wail. — Again  it  rose, 
And  sank  in  mournfidness. — There  sat  a  bard, 
By  a  blue  stream  of  E^n,  where  it  swept 
Flashing  through  rock  and  wood ;  the  sunset's  light 
Was  on  his  wavy  silver-gleaming  hair, 
And  the  wind's  whisper  in  the  mountain-ash, 
Whose  clusters  drooped  above.    His  head  was 

bowed, 
His  hand  was  on  his  harp,  yet  thence  its  touch 
Had  drawn  but  broken  strains ;  and  many  stood. 
Waiting  around,  in  silent  earnestness, 
Th'  unchaining  of  his  soul,  the  gush  of  song; 
Many,  and  graceful  forms !  yet  one  alone, 
Seemed  present  to  his  dream ;  and  she  indeed, 
With  her  pale  virgin  brow,  and  changeful  cheek, 
And  the  clear  starlight  of  her  serious  eyes, 
Lcyrely  amidst  the  flowing  of  dark  locks 
And  pallid  braiding  flowers,  was  beautiful^ 
E'en  painfully ! — a  creature  to  behold 
With  trembling  midst  our  joy,  lest  aught  unseen 
Should  waft  the  vision  from  us,  leaving  earth 
Too  dim  without  its  brightness ! — Did  such  fear 
Cershadow,  in  that  hour,  the  gifted  one, 
By  his  own  rushing  stream? — Once  more  he  gaied 
Upon  the  radiant  girl,  and  yet  once  more 
From  the  deep  chordshb  wandering  hand  brought 

out 
A  few  short  festive  notes,  an  opening  strain 
Of  bridal  melody,  soon  dashed  with  grief, 
As  if  some  wailing  spirit  in  the  strings 
Met  and  o'ermastered  him :  but  yielding  then 
To  the  strong  prophet-impulse,  mournfully, 
Like  moaning  waters,  o'er  the  harp  he  poured 
The  trouble  of  his  haunted  soul,  and  sang — 

Voice  of  the  grave ! 

I  hear  thy  thrilling  call ; 
It  comes  in  the  dash  of  the  foaming  wave. 

In  the  sear  leafs  trembling  fidl  I 
In  the  shiver  of  the  tree, 

I  hear  thee,  O  thou  voice  I 
And  I  would  thy  warning  were  bat  for  me, 

That  my  spirit  might  rejoice. 


*  Pounded  <m  a  clraunstance  related  of  the  IrUi  BSi^  In 

tha  "Baqr  AnwrAitoa of  lm«|it^Hn.f  »i 


But  thou  art  sent 

For  the  sad  earth's  young  and  foir, 
For  the  graceful  heads  that  have  not  bent 

To  the  wintry  hand  of  caiel 
They  hear  the  wind's  kiw  sigfa, 

And  the  river  sweeping  firoe^ 
And  the  green  reeds  luufuimuig  hetviiy. 

And  the  WDod»— but  they  hstf  not  tfase! 

Long  have  I  striven 

With  my  deep  foreboding  eoul, 
But  the  full  tide  now  its  bounds  hath  riven, 

And  darkly  on  must  rolL 
There  's  a  young  brow  smiling  near, 

With  a  bridal  white-rose  wreath,— 
Unto  me  it  smiles  from  &  flowery  biei/ 

Touched  solemnly  by  death  I 

Fair  art  thou  Moma  1 
The  sadness  of  thine  eye 

Is  beautiful  as  silvery  clouds 
On  the  dark-blue  summer  sky! 

And  thy  voice  comes  like  the  aoond 
Of  a  sweet  and  hidden  rill. 

That  makes  the  dim  woods  tuneful  round- 
But  soon  it  must  be  still! 

Silence  and  dost 

On  thy  sunny  lips  most  lie, 
Make  not  the  strength  of  love  thy  trust, 

A  stronger  yet  is  nigh  I 
No  strain  of  festal  flow 

That  my  hand  for  thee  hath  tried, 
But  into  dirge-notes  wild  and  low, 

Its  ranging  tones  have  died. 

Young  art  thou,  Mornal 

Yet  on  thy  gentle  head. 
Like  heavy  dew  on  the  lily's  leaves, 

A  spirit  hath  been  shed! 
And  the  glance  is  thine  vriuch 

Through  nature's  awful 
But  bright  things  go  with  the 

And  thou  too,  must  depart! 

Yet  shall  I  weepi 

I  know  that  in  thy  breast 
There  swells  a  fount  of  song  too  deep^ 

Too  powerful  for  thy  rest! 
And  the  bitterness  I  know, 

And  the  chill  of  this  world's  breath — 
4h>t  all  undimmed,  in  thy  glory  go! 

Young  andcrewned  bride  of  deatkl 

Take  hence  to  heaven 

Thy  holy  tlioughts  and  bright. 
And  soaring  hopes,  that  were  not  gh«n 

For  the  touch  of  mortal  bfight! 
Blight  we  fblfow  hi  thy  track. 

This  parting  should  not  be! 
But  the  spring  shall  give  us  vfolelt  back, 

And  eveiy  flower  but  thee ! 
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wtM  a  bant  of  tean  around  the  baid: 
t  bat  one,  and  she  serenely  stood, 
er  clear  brow  and  dark  religioi^  eye, 
to  the  first  faint  stat  aboTe  the  hills, 
todless;  though  it  might  be  that  her  cheek 
Jer  than  before. — So  Moma  heard 
nstiel's  pn^he^y. 

And  spring  returned, 
^  the  earth  her  lovely  things  again, 
B  the  loveliest  lar!  A  voice,  a  smile, 
g  sweet  s|urit  gone. 


MOURNER  FOR  THE  BARME- 
CIDES. 

{oodold  man!  how  well  in  thee  appean 
Boonstontserrioe  of  the  uiUqae  wavld  I 
m  sit  not  for  the  forikioa  of  then  timei. 

Am  You  Like  D. 

was  the  House  of  Giafar;  and  its  name, 
h  romantic  name  of  Barmecide, 
I  forbidden  on  its  own  bright  sh6res, 
swift  Tygris'  wave.     Stem  Haroun's 
ith, 

ig  the  mighty  with  their  fame  away, 
MMsed  sentence :  but  man's  chainless  heart 
lat  within  its  depths,  which  never  yet 
ressor's  thought  could  reach. 

'Twaa  desolate 
GHafar's  halls,  beneath  the  burning  sun, 
Hit  in  ruin  lay.    The  songs  had  ceased ; 
Its,  the  peHiimes,  and  the  genii-tales, 
ised ;  the  guests  were  gone.    Yet  still  one 
» 
srfr— the  fountain's ;  through  those  eastern 

rte, 

9  broken  marble  and  the  grass, 

Jear  music  shedding  moumAiUy. 

I  another  voice ! — an  aged  man, 
X  a  dark  and  fervent  eye  beneath 
Bry  hair,  came,  day  by  day,  and  sate 
liite  column's  ficagment;  and  drew  forth, 
e  forsaken  walls  and  dim  arcades, 

that  shook  them  with  its  answering  thrill 
leep  aceents.    Many  a  glorious  tale 
that  sad  yet  stately  solitude, 
his  memory's  fullness  o'er  its  gloom, 
iters  in  the  waste ;  and  calling  up, 
:  or  high  recital  of  their  deeds, 
olemn  shadows  of  its  vanished  race 
lie  their  own  haDs :  with  these  akme, 
lis  rich  and  breathing  world,  his  thoughts 

II  unbisken  converse.    H[e  had  been 
in  this  k>rdly  dwelling,  and  was  now 


The  ivy  of  its  ruins ;  unto  which 
His  fading  life  seemed  bound.    Day  loUed  on  day, 
And  from  that  scene  the  loneliness  was  fled; 
For  crowds  around  the  gray-haired  chronicler 
Met  as  men  meet,  within  whose  anxious  hearts 
Fear  with  deep  feeling  strives ;  till,  aa  a  breeze 
Wanders  through  forestrbranches,  and  is  met 
By  one  quick  sound  and  shiver  of  the  leaves, 
The  spirit  of  his  passionate  lament, 
Aa  through  their  stricken  souls  it  passed,  awoke 
One  echoing  murmur. — But  this  might  not  be 
Under  a  despot's  rule,  and  summoned  thence. 
The  dreamer  stood  before  the  Caliph's  throne : 
Sentenced  to  death  he  stood,  and  deeply  pale, 
And  with  his  white  lipe  rigidly  comprnsed; 
Till,  in  submissive  tones,  he  asked  to  speak 
Once  more,  ere  thrust  fiom  earth's  fiur  sunshine 

forth. 
Was  it  to  sue  for  grace'' — his  burning  heart 
Sprang,  with  a  sudden  lightning,  to  his  eye. 
And  he  was  changed! — and  thus,  in  rapid  words, 
Th'  o'erofiastering  thoughts,  more  strong  than 

death  found  way. 

"  And  shall  I  not  rejoice  to  go,  when  the  noble 

and  the  brave, 
With  the  gfery  on  their  brows,  aie  gone  before 

me  to  the  grave  1 
What  is  there  left  to  look  on  now,  what  briglit- 

ness  in  the  land? — 
I  hold  in  scorn  the  faded  world,  that  wants  their 

princely  band! 

"  My  chiefs!  my  chiefiil  the  old  maa  comes,  that 

in  your  halls  was  nursed, 
That  followed  you  to  many  a  fight,  where  flashed 

your  sabres  first ; 
That  bore  your  children  in  his  arms,  your  name 

upon  his  heart — 
Oh!  must  the  music  of  that  name  with  him  firom 

earth  depart? 

"  It  shall  not  be! — k  thousand  tongues,  though  hu- 
man voice  were  still. 

With  that  high  sound  the  living  air  triumphantly 
shaUfiU; 

The  wind's  finee  flight  shall  bear  it  on,  as  wander- 
ing seeds  are  sown. 

And  the  starry  midnight  whisper  it,  with  a  deep 
and  thrilling  tone. 

"  For  it  is  not  as  a  flower  whoee  soent  with  the 

dropping  leaves  expires. 
And  it  b  not  as  a  household  lamp,  that  a  breath 

should  quench  its  firrs ; 
It  is  written  on  our  battle-fields  with  the  writing 

of  the  sword. 
It  hath  left  upon  our  deserl^tnds  a  light  in  bless 

ingspovumd. 
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"The  founts,  the  many  gushing  founts,  which  to 

the  wild  ye  gave, 
Of  you,  my  ehiefe,  shall  sing  aloud,  as  they  pour 

a  joyous  wave; 
And  the  groves,  with  whose  deep  bvely  gloom  ye 

hung  the  pilgrim's  way, 
Shall  send  finftn  all  their  sighing  leaves  your 

praises  on  the  day. 

'*The  veiy  walls  your  hoonty  reared,  for  the 
stranger's  homeless  head, 

Shall  find  a  murmur  to  record  your  tale,  my  glo- 
rious dead! 

Though  the  grass  be  where  ye  feasted  once,  where 
lute  and  cittern  rung, 

And  the  serpent  in  your  palaces  lie  coiled  amidst 
its  young. 

"  It  is  enough !  mine  eye  no  more  of  joy  or  splen- 
dour sees, 

I  leave  your  name  in  lofty  faith,  to  the  skies  and 
to  the  breeze ! 

I  go,  since  earth  her  flower  hath  lost,  to  join  the 
bright  and  fair. 

And  call  the  grave  a  kingly  house,  for  ye,  my 
chie&,  are  there !'' 

But  while  the  old  man  sang,  a  mist  of  tean 
O'er  Haroun's  eyes  had  gathered,  and  a  thought — 
Oh  I  many  a  sudden  and  remorseful  thought 
Of  his  youth's  once>loved  friends,  the  martjrred 

race 
O'erflowed  his  softening  heart — "  Live,  live,"  he 

cried, 
"  Thou  faithful  unto  death !  live  on,  and  still 
Speak  of  thy  tords ;  they  vtre  a  princely  band !" 


THE  SPANISH  CHAPEL.* 


Weep  not  for  than  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb^ 

In  life'i  eariy  morning,  hath  hid  from  our  6701^ 

Ere  fin  threw  a  veil  o'er  the  spirit's  yoong  bloom, 

Or  earth  had  profaned  wliat  was  bom  for  the  dcies. 

Moon, 


I  MADE  a  mountain-brook  my  guide. 
Through  a  wild  Spanish  glen. 

And  wandered  on  its  grassy  side. 
Far  firom  the  homes  of  men. 

It  lured  me  with  a  singing  tone, 
And  many  a  sunny  glance. 

To  a  green  spot  of  beauty  lone, 
A  baimt  for  old  romance. 


*  Soggeeted  by  a  scene  beauUAdly  described  in  the^  (*BeoQl- 
iBCtloos  of  the  Peninsttla." 


A  dim  and  deeply-bosomed  gtowB 

Of  many  an  aged  tree, 
Such  as  the  shadowy  violets  lo^ 

The  &wn  and  Iwestpbee. 

The  darkness  of  the  chestnut  bough 

There  on  the  waters  lay, 
The  bright  stream  reverently  below. 

Checked  its  exulting  play ; 

And  bore  a  music  all  subdued, 

And  led  a  silvery  sheen. 
On  through  the  breathing  solitude 

Of  that  rich  leafy  scene. 

For  something  viewlessly  around 
Of  solemn  influence  dwelt, 

In  the  soft  gloom,  and  whispeiy  sound. 
Not  to  be  told,  but  felt: 

While  sending  forth  a  quiet  ^eam 

Across  the  wood's  repose, 
And  o^er  the  twilight  of  the  stream, 

A  lowly  chapel  rose. 

A  pathway  to  that  still  retreat 
Through  many  a  myrtle  wound. 

And  there  a  sight — ^how  strangely 
My  steps  in  wonder  bound. 

For  on  a  brilliant  bed  of  flowers, 
Even  at  the  threshold  made, 

As  if  to  sleep  through  sultry  bows, 
A  young  fiur  child  was  laid. 


To  sleep'?— oh!  ne'er  on  childhood's  eye, 

And  silken  lashes  pressed, 
Did  the  warm  living  slumber  lie. 

With  such  a  weight  of  rest ! 

Yet  still  a  tender  crimson  glow 
Its  cheek's  pure  marble  dyed — 

'T  was  but  the  light's  &intitieaming  fkm 
Through  roses  heaped  beside. 

I  stooped — the  smooth  round  arm  was  chilli 
The  soft  lip's  breath  was  fled, 

And  the  bright  ringlets  hung  so  still— 
The  lovely  child  was  dead ! 

"  Alas !"  I  cried,  "  fair  faded  thing ! 

Thou  hast  wrung  bitter  tears, 
And  thou  hast  left  a  wo,  to  ding 

Round  yearning  hearts  fiir  yean!" 

But  then  a  voice  came  sweet  and  low— 

I  turned,  and  near  me  sate 
A  woman  with  a  mourner's  brow, 

Pale,  yet  not  desolate. 

And  in  her  still,  clear,  matron  face, 

AU  solemnly  serene, 
A  shadowed  image  I  could  trace 

Of  that  young  slumberer's  mico. 
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"  Strang  I  thou  pitiefll  me,"  she  said, 
With  lips  that  fidntly  smiled, 

"  As  here  I  watch  beside  my  dead, 
My  fair  and  precious  child. 

"  But  know,  the  time-worn  heart  may  be 
By  pan^  in  this  world  riven. 

Keener  than  theirs  who  yield,  like  me, 
An  angel  thus  to  Heaven!" 


THE  CAPTIVE  KNIGHT. 


The  primiBd  thruah  may  bcook  ths  cage, 
Hm  espcive  esgls  diet  for  ngo. 

Lady  of  tkB  Lake, 


'TwAS  a  trumpet's  pealing  sound! 
And  the  knight  looked  down  from  the  Paynim's 

tower, 
And  a  Christian  host  in  its  pride  and  power. 

Through  the  pass  beneath  him  wound. 
Cease  awhile,  clarion  I  Clarion,  wild  and  shrill. 
Cease  1  let  them  hear  the  captive's  voic»— be  stiU! 

**  I  knew  twas  a  trumpet's  notel 
And  I  see  my  brethren's  lances  gleam, 
And  their  pennons  wave  by  the  mountain  stream, 

And  their  plumes  to  the  glad  wind  float ! 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !  Clarion,  wild  and  shrill, 
Cease!  let  them  hear  the  captivcV  voice— >be  still ! 

"  I  am  here,  with  my  heavy  chain ! 
And  I  k>ok  on  a  torrent  sweeping  by, 
And  an  eagle  rushing  to  the  sky, 

And  a  host,  to  its  battle-plain! 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !  Clarion,  wild  and  shriU, 
Cease !  let  them  hear  the  ^ptive's  voice— be  still ! 

**  Must  I  pfaie  in  my  fetters  herel 
Witfa  the  wikl  wave's  foam,  and  the  free  bird's 

flight, 
And  the  tall  spears  glancing  on  my  sight, 

And  the  trumpet  in  mine  earl 
Ceaee  awhile,  clarion  I  Clarion,  wild  and  shrill, 
Ceaee !  let  them  hear  the  captive's  voice — ^  still ! 

'*  They  are  gone !  they  have  all  passed  by ! 
They  in  whose  wars  I  had  home  my  part, 
Tbey  that  I  bved  with  a  brother's  heart. 

They  have  left  me  here  to  die ! 
Sound  again,  clarion!  Clarion  pour  thy  Mast! 
Bound !  for  the  captive's  dream  of  hope  is  past." 


THE  KAISER'S  FEAST. 

Louii^  Emperor  of  Oemuiiy,  having  pat  his  brother,  the 
Palagrave  Rodolphus,  qnder  the  ban  of  the  empire,  tin  the 
12ih  century,)  that  unfortunate  Prince  fled  to  England,  where 
he  died  in  neglect  and  porerty.  "After  hie  deceaae,  his 
mother,  Matilda,  prirately  inrited  his  children  to  retnm  to 
Germany;  and  by  b(br  mediation,  during  a  aaaaoo  (tf  feativity, 
when  Louis  kept  wassail  in  the  Castle  of  Heidelberg,  the  (arolly 
of  his  brother  presented  themsehres  befion  him  In  the  garb  of 
suppUantfl^  imploring  pity  and  fcMrgiveneas.  To  this  appeal 
the  rictor  8oftened."«Afwt  Bengefg  Memmra  of  tk* 
Queen  of  Bohemia. 

The  Kaiser  feasted  in  his  hall, 

The  red  wine  mantled  high ; 
Banners  were  trembling  on  the  wall, 

To  the  peals  of  minstrelsy: 
And  many  a  gleam  and  sparkle  came 

From  the  armour  hung  around, 
As  it  caught  the  glance  of  the  torch's  flame. 

Or  the  hearth  with  pine  boughs  crownod. 

Why  fell  there  silence  on  the  chord 

Beneath  the  harper's  hand  7 
And  suddenly,  from  that  rich  board. 

Why  rose  the  wassail-band  ? 
The  strings  were  hushed— the  knights  made  way 

For  the  queenly  mother's  tread. 
As  up  the  hall,  in  dark  array. 

Two  fair-haired  boys  she  led. 

She  led  them  e'en  to  the  Kaiser's  place, 

And  still  before  him  stood; 
Till,  with  strange  wonder,  o'er  his  fiboe 

Flushed  the  proud' warrior-blood : 
And  "  Speak,  my  mother!  speak!"  he  cried, 

"  Wherefore  this  mourning  vest? 
And  the  clinging  children  by  thy  side, 

In  weeds  of  sadness  dresti" 

"  Well  may  a  mourning  vest  be  mine. 

And  theirs,  my  son,  my  son! 
Look  on  the  features  of  Uiy  line 

In  each  fiur  little  one ! 
Though  grief  awhile  within  thdr  eyes 

Hath  tamed  the  dancing  glee, 
Yet  there  thine  own  quick  spirit  lies— 

Thy  brother's  children  seel 

'*  And  where  is  he,  thy  brother,  where? 

He,  in  thy  home  that  grew, 
And  smiling,  with  his  sunny  hair,   <' 

Ever  to  greet  thee  flewl 
How  would  his  arms  thy  neck  entwine, 

His  fond  lips  press  thy  brow! 
My  son!  oh,  caJl  these  orphans  thine — 

Thou  hast  no  brother  now ! 
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"  What!  finom  their  gentle  eyes  doth  nought 

Speak  of  thy  chil&ood's  houn, 
And  smite  thee  with  a  tender  thought 

Of  thy  dead  fiither'a  towersi 
Kind*  was  thy  hoyish  heart  and  true, 

When  reared  together  there, 
Through  the  old  woods  like  fiiwns  ye  flew — 

Where  is  thy  brothei^ where? 

**  Well  didst  thou  kite  him  then,  and  he 

Still  at  thy  side  was  seen! 
How  is  it  that  such  things  can  be, 

As  though  they  n»3*er  had  6een1 
Evil  was  this  world's  breath,  which  came 

Between  the  good  and  brave  I 
Now  must  the  tears  of  grief  and  shame 

Be  offered  to  the  grave. 

**  And  let  them,  let  them  there  be  poured! 

Though  all  unfelt  bebw, 
Thine  own  wrung  heart,  to  love  restored. 

Shall  soften  as  they  flow. 
Oh  I  death  u  mighty  to  make  peace; 

Now  bid  his  work  be  done ! 
So  many  an  inward  strife  shall  ceas^^ 

Take,  take  these  babes,  my  sonl" 

EUs  eye  was  dimmed — the  strong  man  shook 

With  feelings  long  suppressed ; 
Up  in  his  arms  the  boys  he  took. 

And  strained  them  to  his  breast 
And  a  shout  finom  all  in  the  royid  hall 

Burst  foith  to  hail  the  sight ; 
And  eyes  were  wet,  midst  the  brave  that  met 

At  the  Kaiser's  feast  that  night. 


ULLA,  OR  THE  ADJURATION. 


Tec  ipeak  to  me  1  I  hare  outwalched  the  atan, 
And  gased  o'er  bearen  in  Tain,  in  search  of  thee. 
Bpeak  to  me  I  I  have  wandered  o'er  the  earth, 
And  nerer  fband  thy  likenesL— Speak  to  me ! 
Thb ODo»— cooe  more! 

Manfred. 

"  Thou  'rt  gone ! — thou  'rt  sltmibering  low, 

With  the  sounding  seas  above  thee ; 
It  is  but  a  restless  wo,  . 

But  a  haunting  dream  to  love  thee ! 
Thrice  the  glad  swan  has  sung. 

To  greet  the  spring-time  hours, 
Since  thine  oar  at  parting  flung 

The  white  spray  up  in  showers. 

There  *s  a  shadow  of  the  grave  on  thy  health,  and 

round  thy  home ; 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean*sdead ! — thou  *rt  sorely 

of  them— come!" 


'T  was  Ulla's  voice— alone  she  stood 
In  the  Iceland  sunmier  night. 

For  gazing  o'er  a  glassy  flood, 
From  a  dark  rock's  beetling  height 

"  I  know  thou  hast  thy  bed 

Where  the  sea-weed's  coil  halh  bound  tfan 
The  storm  sweeps  o'er  thy  head, 

But  the  depths  are  hushed  around  thee. 
What  wind  shall  point  the  way 

To  the  chamben  where  thou  *rt  lyingl 
Come  to  me  thence,  and  say 

If  thou  thought'st  on  me  in  dying  1 

I  vnll  not  shrink  to  see  thee  with  a  bloodka  I 

and  cheek — 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead  I— thou 'it  iOR 

of  them— speak!" 

She  listened — *t  was  the  wind's  km  mou, 
'T  was  the  ripple  of  the  wave, 

T  was  the  wakening  ospray*s  erj  akaM^ 
As  it  started  from  its  cave. 

"  I  know  eaeh  fearful  speD 

Of  the  ancient  Runic  lay. 
Whose  muttered  words  compel 

The  tempest  to  obey. 
But  I  adjure  not  thee 

By  magic  agn  or  song, 
My  voice  shall  stir  the  sea 

By  love, — the  deep,  the  stnog  I 

By  the  might  of  woman's  tears,  by  the  pasMO 

her  sighs. 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead — by  the  vo 

we  pledged — arise  1" 


Again  she  gazed  with  an  eager  glance. 
Wandering  and  wildly  bright ; 

She  saw  but  the  sparkling  waters  dance 
To  thfe  arrowy  aoxthem  light 

"  By  the  stow  and  struggling  death 

Of  hope  that  k>athed  to  pait, 
By  the  fierce  and  withering  breath 

Of  deqpair  on  youth's  high  heart ; 
By  the  weight  of  gkxim  which  clings 

To  the  mantle  of  the  night. 
By  t^  heavy  dawn  which  brings 

Nought  bvely  to  the  sight, 

By  all  that  firom  my  weary  soul  tfaoa  hast  vrm 

of  grief  and  fear, 
Come  to  me  from  the  ooean^  dead    awake,  ar 

appear !" 

Was  it  her  yearning  spirit*  s  dieam, 

Or  did  a  pale  form  rise, 
And  o'er  the  hushed  wave  glade  and  gleai 

With  bright,  still,  mournful  eyes  7 
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"  Ha^  the  depths  heard  1 — they  haft  I 

Mj  voice  preyails — thou  'rt  theie, 
-  I>im  ijrom  thy  watery  grave, 

Oh !  thoa  that  wert  so  fair ! 
Yet  take  me  to  thy  rati 

There  dwells  no  fear  wkh kite; 
Let  me  slumber  on  thy  breast, 

WhUe  the  billows  xoU  abofe ! 

Where  the  long-lost  things  lie  hid,  where  the 

bright  ones  have  their  home, 
We  will  sleep  among  the  ocean's  dead— «tay  ibr 

me,  atay ! — I  come !" 

There  was  a  sullen  plunge  below, 

A  flashing  on  the  main, 
And  the  wave  shut  o'er  that  wild  heart's  wo. 

Shut — and  grew  still  again. 


THE  EFFIGIES. 


Der  mche  Kampf  rerewigt  einen  Mann : 
Br  laUe  gleich,  00  pcetoet  ihn  daa  Lied. 
AUein  die  Tlimnen,  die  unendlichen 
Der  abexbUebnen,  der  ▼erlaas'nen  Fnu, 
ZahU  keine  NachwelL 


Chdhe, 


Warrior!  whose  image  on  thy  tomb 

With  shield  and  crested  head. 
Sleeps  proudly  in  the  purple  gloom 

By  the  stained  window  shed ; 
The  records  of  thy  name  and  race 

Have  fiided  from  the  stone, 
Yet,  through  a  cloud  of  years  I  trace 

What  thou  hast  been  and  done. 

A  banner,  from  its  flashing  spear 
Flung  out  o'er  many  a  fight, 

A  war«cry  ringing  far  and  dear, 
And  strong  to  turn  the  flight ; 

An  aim  that  bravely  bore  the  lanoe 
On  for  the  holy  shrine ; 

A  haughty  heart  and  a  kingly  glance- 
Chief!  were  not  these  things  thine: 

A  k>fty  pUoe  where  leaders  sate 

Around  the  council-board ; 
In  festive  halls  a  chair  of  state 

When  the  blood- red  wine  was  poured 
A  name  that  drew  a  prouder  tone 

From  herald,  harp,  and  bard ; 
Surely  these  things  were  all  thine  ewn, 

So  hadst  thou  thy  reward. 

Woman!  whose  sculptured  form  at  rest 

By  the  armed  knight  is  laid. 
With  meek  hands  folded  o'er  a  breast 

In  matton robes  arrayed; 


What  was  thy  tale?— Oh!  gentle  mate 

Of  him,  the  bold  and  free, 
Bound  unto  his  victorious  fate, 

What  bard  hath  sung  of  Mee7 

Mb  wooed  a  bright  and  summer  star — 

Thine  was  the  void,  the  gloom, 
The  straining  eye  that  foUowed  fiir 

His  fost  receding  plume ; 
The  heart-sick  listening  while  his  steed 

Sent  echoes  on  the  breeie; 
The  pang — but  when  did  Fame  take  heed 

Of  griefs  obscure  as  thesel 

Thy  silent  and  secluded  houn 

Through  many  a  lonely  day. 
While  bending  o'er  thy  broidered  flowers, 

With  spirit  far  away ; 
Thy  weeping  midnight  prayers  for  him 

Who  fought  on  Syrian  plains. 
Thy  watchings  till  the  torch  grew  dim — 

These  fill  no  minstrel  strains. 

• 

A  still,  sad  life  was  thine ! — long  yean 

With  tasks  unguerdoned  fraught, 
Deep,  quiet  love,  submissive  tean. 

Vigils  of  anxious  thought ; 
Prayer  at  the  cross  in  fervor  poured, 

Alms  to  the  pilgrim  given — 
Oh !  happy,  happier  than  thy  ford, 

In  that  lone  path  to  heaven! 


THE  SPIRIT'S  MYSTERIES. 


And  Blight,  withal,  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  been  the  weight  which  It  would  fling 

Ande  fcfferer ;— it  may  be  a  sound— 
A  lone  of  rausio-Hniramer's  breath,  oc  tjirinf— 

A  flower— a  leai^-the  ocean— which  may  wound- 
Striking  th*  elediic  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly  bound. 

adldeHarotd. 


Tbe  power  that  dwelleth  in  sweet  sounds  to  waken 
Vague  yearnings,  like  the  sailor's  for  the  shore. 
And  dim  remembrances,  whose  hue  seems  taken 
From  some  bright  former  state,  our  own  no 
more; 
Is  not  this  all  a  mystery  ?^Who  shall  say 
Whence  are  those  thoughts,  and  whither  tends 
their  way  1 

The  sudden  images  of  vanished  things. 
That  o'er  the  spirit  flash,  we  know  not  why ; 

Tones  from  some  broken  harp's  deserted  strings, 
Warm  sunset  hues  of  summera  long  gone  by, 

A  rippling  wave— the  dashing  of  an  oar — 

A  flower  scent  fk>ating  past  our  parents'  doa(t\ 
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A  word — flcaioe  noted  in  its  hour  perchance, 
Yet  back  retuming  with  a  plaintive  tone ; 

A  amile — a  sonny  or  a  moumlvl  glance, 
Full  of  sweet  meanings  now  from  this  world 
flown; 

Are  not  these  mysteries  when  to  life  they  start, 

And  press  vain  tears  in  gushes  to  the  heart  1 

And  the  far  wanderings  of  the  soul  in  dreams, 
Calling  up  shrouded  faces  from  the  dead, 

And  with  them  bringing  soft  or  solemn  gleams, 
Familiar  objects  brightly  to  overspread ; 

And  wakening  buried  love,  or  joy,  or  fear, — 

These  are  night's  mysteries — who  shall  make 
themdearl 

And  the  strange  inborn  sense  of  coming  ill. 
That  ofitimes  whispers  to  the  haunted  breast. 

In  a  low  tone  which  nought  can  drown  or  still, 
Midst  feasts  and  melodies  a  secret  gu^ ; 

Whence  doth  that  murmur  wake,  that  shadow  &11 1 

Why  shakes  the  spirit  thusi— :-'t  is  mystery  all ! 

Darkly  we  move — we  .press  upon  the  brink 
Haply  of  viewless  worlds,  and  know  it  not ; 

Yes!  it  may  be,  that  nearer  than  we  think. 
Are  those  whom  death  has  parted  from  our  lot! 

FearfriUy,  wondrously,  our  souls  are  made— 

hei  us  walk  humbly  on,  but  undismayed ! 

Humbly — ^fi»r  knowledge  strives  in  vain  to  feel 
Her  way  amidst  these  marvels  of  the  mind ; 

Yet  undismayed — for  do  they  not  reveal 

Th'  immortal  being  with  our  dust  entwined  1 

So  let  us  deem!  and  e'en  the  tears  they  wake 

Shall  then  be  blest,  for  that  high  nature's  sake. 


THE  PALM-TREE.* 

It  waved  not  through  an  Elastern  sky, 
Beside  a  fount  of  Araby ; 
It  was  not  fanned  by  southern  breeie 
In  some  green  isle  of  Indian  seas. 
Nor  did  its  graceful  shadow  sleep 
O'er  stream  of  Afric,  lone  and  deep. 

But  &ir  the  exiled  Palm4ree  grew 
Midst  foliage  of  no  kindred  hue ; 
Through  the  laburnum's  dropping  gold 
Rose  the  light  shaft  of  orient  mould, 
And  Europe's  violets,  faintly  sweet. 
Purpled  the  moss-beds  at  its  feet. 

Strange  looked  it  there ! — the  willow  streamed 
Where  silvery  waters  near  it  gleamed ; 
The  lime-bough  lured  the  honey-bee 
To  murmur  by  the  Desert's  Tree, 


*  Thb  Incideittl^  I  think,  reoonkd  by  De  Lille,  in  hta  poom 
of  "LeiJsftUiai'* 


And  showers  of  snowy  roses  made 
A  lustre  in  its  fim-like  shade. 

There  came  an  eve  of  festal  hours — 
Rich  music  filled  that  garden's  bowers; 
Lamps  that  from  flowering  branches  hong, 
On  sparks  of  dew  soft  ooburs  flung, 
And  bright  forms  glanced — a  fiuiy  show- 
Under  the  blossoms  to  and  fro. 

But  one,  a  lone  one,  midst  the  throng. 
Seemed  reckless  of  all  dance  or  song: 
He  was  a  youth  of  dusky  mien, 
Whereon  the  Indian  sun  had  been, 
Of  crested  brow,  and  long  black  hair-~ 
A  stranger,  like  the  Palm-tree  there. 

And  sbwly,  sadly,  moved  his  plumes, 
Glittering  athwart  the  leafy  glooms: 
He  passed  the  pale  green  olives  by. 
Nor  won  the  chestnut-flowers  his  eye ; 
But  when  to  that  sole  Palm  he  came, 
Then  shot  a  rapture  through  his  frame! 

To  him,  to  him,  its  rustling  spoke, 
The  silence  of  his  soul  it  broke ! 
It  whispered  of  his  own  bright  isle, 
That  lit  the  ocean  with  a  smile ; 
Aye,  to  his  ear  that  native  tone 
Had  somflthing  of  the  sea-wave*s 


His  mother's  cabin  home,  that  lay 
Where  feathery  cocoas  fringed  the  bay; 
The  dashing  of  his  brethren's  oar. 
The  conch-note  heard  along  the  shore;  — 
All  through  his  wakening  bosom  swept : 
He  clasped  his  country's  Tree  and  wept ! 

Oh !  scorn  him  not ! — the  strength,  whereby 
The  patriot  girds  himself  to  die, 
Th'  unconquerable  power,  which  fills 
The  freeman  battling  on  his  hills, 
These  have  one  fountain  deep  and  dear— 
The  same  whence  gushed  that  child-Uke  tesr! 


BREATHINGS  OF  SPRING. 


Thou  giv'K  me  flowen^  tbou  givlt  ms  songs ;— bring 
The  lo?e  that  Ihave  km  I 


Whit  wak'st  thou.  Spring  1    sweet  voices  in  tb 
woods, 
And  reed-like  echoes,  that  have  long  be»  male 
Thou  bringest  back,  to  fill  the  sohtades, 

The  lark's  clear  pipe,  the  cuckoo's  viewless  flulfl 
Whose  tone  seems  breathing  monmfrilness  or  glea 
EVn  as  our  hearts  may  be. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


315 


And  the  leaves  greet  thee,  Spriiig ! — ^the  joyous 
leaves, 
Whose  trembUngs  gladden  many  a  copse  and 
glade, 
Where  each  yoong  spray  a  rosy  flash  receires, 
When  thy  south-wind  hath  pierced  the  whis- 
pery  shade, 
And  happy  murmurs,  running  through  the  grass, 
Tell  that  thy  footsteps  pass. 

And  the  bright  waters — they  too  hear  thy  call, 
Spring,  the  awakener !  thou  hast  burst  their 
sleep! 
Amidst  the  hoUows  of  the  rocks  their  fall 
Makes  melody,  and  in  the  forests  deep. 
Where  sudden  sparkles  and  blue  gleams  betray 
Their  windings  to  the  day. 

And  flowers — the  fairy-peopled  world  of  flowers ! 

Thoa  from  the  dust  hast  set  that  glory  free. 
Colouring  the  cowslip  with  the  sunny  hours, 

And  penciling  the  wood-anemone; 
Silent  they  seem — ^yet  each  to  thoughtful  eye 
Glows  with  mute  poesy. 

But  what  awak'st  thou  in  the  hearty  O  Spring! 

The  human  heart,  with  all  its  dreams  and  sighs? 
Thou  that  giv'st  back  so  many  a  buried  thing. 

Restorer  of  forgotten  harmonies  I 
Fresh  songs  and  scents  break  forth  where'er  thou 
art, 

What  wak'st  thou  in  the  heart? 

Too  much,  oh !  there  too  much !  we  know  not  well 
Wherefore  it  should  be  thus,  yet  roused  by  thee, 
What  fond  strange  yearnings,  from  the  soul's  deep 
cell, 
Gush  far  the  faces  we  no  mere  may  seel 
How  are  we  haunted,  in  thy  wind's  low  tone. 
By  voices  that  are  gone! 

Looks  of  familiar  love,  that  never  more. 
Never  on  earth,  our  aching  eyes  shall  meet, 

Past  words  of  welcome  to  our  household  door. 
And  vanished  smiles,  and  sounds  of  parted  feet — 

Spring!  midst  the  murmurs  of  thy  flowering  trees, 
Why,  why  reviv'st  thou  these? 

Vain  bngings  for  the  dead !— why  come  they  back 
With  thy  young  birds,  and  leaves,  and  living 
blooms? 
Oh!  is  it  not,  that  from  thine  earthly  track 

Hope  to  thy  worid  may  look  beyond  the  tombs  ? 
Ves!  gentle  spring;  no  sorrow  dims  thine  air. 
Breathed  by  our  loved  ones  tfiert  I 


THE  ILLUMINATED  CITY. 

Ths  hills  are  glowed  with  a  festive  light, 
For  the  royal  city  rejoiced  by  night : 


There  were  lamps  hung  forth  upon  to#er  and  tree, 
Bannera  were  lifted  and  streaming  firee ; 
Every  tall  pillar  was  wreathed  with  fire, 
Like  a  shooting  meteor  was  every  spire; 
And  the  outline  of  nuuiy  a  dome  on  high 
Was  traced,  as  in  stars,  on  the  clear  dark  Aj, 

I  passed  through  the  streets ;  there  were  thronga 

on  throngs — 
Like  sounds  of  the  deep  were  their  mingled  songs ; 
There  was  music  forth  from  each  palace  bonifr— 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal,  the  harp,  and  horn; 
The  forests  heard  it,  the  mountains  rang, 
The  hamlets  woke  to  its  haughty  clang ; 
Rich  and  victorious  was  every  tone, 
Telling  the  land  of  her  foes  o'erthrown. 
Didst  thou  meet  not  a  mourner  for  all  the  slain? 
Thousands  lie  dead  on  t|ieir  battle-plain ! 
Gallant  and  true  were  the  hearts  that  fell — 
Grief  in  the  homes  they  have  left  must  dwell ; 
Grief  o'er  the  aspect  of  childhood  spread, 
And  bowing  the  beauty  of  woman's  head: 
Didst  thou  hear,  midst  the  songs,  not  one  tender 

moan. 
For  the  many  brave  to  their  slumben  gone  ? 

I  saw  not  the  face  of  a  weeper  there— 
Too  strong,  perehance,  was  the  bright  lamp's  glare ! 
I  beard  not  a  wail  midst  the  joyous  crowd 
The  music  of  victory  was  all  too  loud! 
Mighty  it  rolled  on  the  winds  afrur, 
Shaking  the  streets  like  a  conqueror's  car ; 
Through  torches  and  streamen  its  flood  swept  by- 
How  could  I  listen  for  moan  or  sigh? 

Turn  then  away  from  life's  pageants,  turn, 

If  its  deep  story  thy  heart  would  learn ! 

Ever  too  bright  is  that  outward  show. 

Dazzling  the  eyes  till  they  see  not  wo. 

But  lift  the  proud  mantle  which  hides  from  thy 

view 
The  things  thou  sbouldst  gaze  on,  the  sad  and  true ; 
Nor  fear  to  survey  what  its  folds  conceal — 
So  must  thy  spirit  be  taught  to  feel  i 


THE  SPELLS  OF  HOME. 


There  Ueod  the  Uei  that  ftrengthen 

Our  heara  in  houn  of  grief, 
The  eilrer  links  that  lengthen 

Jqjfs  Yiiiti  when  moat  brief. 

Bernard 


Bt  the  soft  green  light  in  the  woody  glade. 
On  the  banks  of  ukms  wh^re  thy  childhood  played ; 
By  the  household  tree  through  which  thine  eye 
First  kwked  in  love  to  the  sumoMKi'^i  \ 
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By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  very  breath 
Of  the  pnmroee  tufts  in  the  gnun  beneath, 
Upon  thy  heart  there  is  laid  a  spell, 
Holy  and  pEecacMM—oh !  guard  it  well  I 

By  the  sleepy  ripple  iif  the  stnam. 
Which  hath  lulled  thee  into  many  a  dream ; 
By  the  shiver  of  the  iyy-leaves 
To  the  wind  of  mom  at  thy  caseraent^eavei, 
By  the  bees*  deep  murmur  in  the  limes, 
By  the  music  of  the  Sabbath-chimes, 
By  every  sound  of  thy  native  shade, 
Stronger  and  dearer  the  spell  is  made. 

By  the  gathering  round  the  winter  hearth, 

When  twilight  called  into  household  mirth ; 

By  the  fairy  tale  or  the  legend  old 

In  that  ring  of  happy  faces  told ; 

By  the  quiet  hour  when  hearts  unite 

In  the  parting  prayer  and  the  kind  "Good-night ;" 

By  the  smiling  eye  and  the  loving  tone, 

Over  thy  life  has  a  spell  been  thrown. 

And  bless  that  gift  I — it  hath  gentle  might, 
A  guardian  power  «nd  a  guiding  light. 
It  hath  led  the  freeman  forth  to  stand 
In  the  mountain-battles  of  his  land ; 
It  hath  brought  the  wanderer  o'er  the 
To  die  on  the  hills  of  his  own  fresh  breeae ; 
And  back  to  the  gates  of  his  Cither's  hall, 
It  hath  led  the  weeping  prodigal 

Yes !  when  thy  heart  in  its  pride  would  stray 
From  the  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  away ; 
When  the  sullying  breath  of  the  world  would  come 
O'er  the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's 

home ; 
Think  thou  again  of  the  woody  glade, 
And  the  sound  by  the  rustling  ivy  made, 
Think  of  the  tree  at  thy  father's  door, 
And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more! 


ROMAN  GIRL'S  SONG. 


Roma,  Roms,  Romal 
NoQ  ft  plu  oome  exa  prinsL 


Rome,  Rome !  thou  art  no  mors 

As  thou  hast  been ! 
On  thy  seven  hills  of  yore 

Thou  satst  a  queen. 

Thou  hadst  thy  triumphs  then 

Purpling  the  street, 
Leaden  and  sceptred  men 

Bovred  at  thy  feet. 


They  Uyit  thy  mantle 
As  gods  wen  seen — 

Rome,  Rome !  thou  art  no 
As  thou  hast  been  1 


Rome !  thine  imperial  brow 

Never  shall  rise : 
What  hast  thou  left  thee  nowT- 

Thou  hast  thy  skies ! 

Blue,  deeply  blue,  they  are, 

Gloriously  bright ! 
Veiling  thy  wastes  afar 

With  coloured  light. 

Thou  hast  the  sunset's  glow, 

Rome,  for  thy  dower, 
Flushing  tall  cyprees-bough. 

Temple  and  tower ! 

And  all  sweet  sounds  are  thine. 

Lovely  to  hear. 
While  night,  o'er  tomb  and  shrine, 

Rests  darkly  clear. 

Many  a  solemn  hymn. 

By  starlight  sung. 
Sweeps  through  the  arches  dim, 

Thy  wrecks  among. 

Many  a  flute's  low  swell. 

On  thy  soft  air 
Lingers,  and  k>ves  to  dwell 

With  summer  thoe. 

Thou  hast  the  Sooth's  lieh  gift 

Of  sudden  song, 
A  charmed  Ibuntain,  swift, 

Joyous,  and  strong. 

Thou  hast  fair  forms  that  mow 

With  queenly  tread ; 
Thou  hMt  proud  fanes  above 

Thy  mighty  dead. 

Yet  wears  thy  Tiber's  shore 

A  mournful  mien  :•— 
Rome,  Rome !  Choa  art  no  more 

As  thou  hast  been! 


THE  DISTANT  SHIP. 

Tbe  sea-bird's  wing,  o'er  ocean's  breiit 

Shoots  like  a  glancing  star. 
While  the  red  radiance  of  the  west 

Spreads  kindling  fast  uid  hn ; 
And  yet  that  splendour  pins  thee  not, — 

Thy  still  and  thoughtful  eye 
DwellB  but  on  one  dark  distant  qpot 

Of  all  the  main  and  sky. 
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ouod  thee !— o'er  the  flumbering  deep 

lemn  glory  broods ; 

tiftth  touched  the  beacon-steep, 

all  the  golden  woods : 

sand  gorgeous  clouds  on  high 

I  within  the  amber  light ; — 

ipell,  from  that  rich  pageantry, 

ns  down  thy  gazing  sight  ] 

ning  thought  of  human  cares, 

sling  finked  to  earth ! 

ron  speck  a  bark,  which  bears 

loved  of  many  a  hearth  1 

>  not  Hope,  and  Grief,  and  Fear, 

rd  her  frail  world  even  now, 

anhood's  prayer  and  woman's  tear, 

)W  her  venturous  prow  1 

are  the  floating  clouds  above, 
glittering  seas  below ; 
are  bound  by  cords  of  love 
indred  weal  and  wo. 
sre,  amidst  this  wide  array 
brious  things  and  fair, 
J  is  on  that  bark's  k>ne  way, 
iMiman  hearts  are  ihere. 


HE  BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE. 

yous  birds  of  the  wandering  wing ! 
is  it  ye  come  with  the  flowers  of  spring? 
ome  from  the  shores  of  the  green  old  Nile, 
land  where  the  roses  of  Sharon  smile, 
palms  that  wave  through  the  Indian  sky, 
myrrh-trees  of  gbwing  Araby. 

re  swept  o'er  cities  in  song  renowned — 

ly  lie,  with  the  deserts  round ! 

)  crossed  proud  rivers,  whose  tide  hath 

I 

with  the  warrior-blood  of  old; 

I  worn  wing  hath  regain^  its  home, 

aaant's  roof-tree,  or  monarch's  dome." 

t  have  ye  found  in  the  monarch's  dome, 
t  ye  traversed  the  blue  sea's  foaml 
Ave  found  a  change,  we  have  found  a  paD, 
oom  o'ershadowing  the  banquet's  hall, 
ark  on  the  floor  as  of  life-drops  spilt, — 
iwks  the  same,  save  the  nest  we  built!" 

•us  birds,  it  hath  still  been  so ; 
the  halls  of  kings  doth  the  tempest  go ! 
luts  of  the  hamlet  lie  still  and  deep, 
hills  o'er  their  quiet  a  vigil  keep. 
;  have  ye  fimnd  in  the  peasant's  cot, 
t  ye  parted  from  that  sweet  spot  ? 

ige  we  have  found  there — and  many  a 
ige» 

d  footsteps  and  all  things  strange ! 
20 


Gone  are  the  heads  of  the  silvery  hair,  <. 
And  the  young  that  were,  have  a  brow  of  care^ 
And   the   place  is  hushad  when  the  childxco 

played,— 
Nought  looks  the  same,  save  the  nest  we  made  I" 

Sad  is  your  tale  of  the  beantifiil  earth. 
Birds  that  o'ersweep  it  in  power  and  mirth! 
Yet  through  the  wastes  of  the  trackless  air, 
Ye  have  a  guide,  and  shall  we  despair  1 
Ye  over  desert  and  deep  have  passed, — 
So  may  we  reach  our  bright  home  at  last! 


MOZART'S  REaUIEM. 


A  short  time  before  the  death  of  Motart,  a 
stranger  of  remarkable  appearance,  and  dressed  in 
deep  mourning,  called  at  hii  house,  and  requested 
him  to  prepare  a  requiem,  in  his  best  style,  for  the 
ftineral  of  a  distinguished  perMn.  The  sensitive 
imagination  of  the  composer  immediately  aeiied 
upon  the  circumstances  as  an  omen  of  his  own 
frite ;  and  the  nervous  anxiety  vrith  which  he  la- 
boured to  frdfil  the  task,  had  the  eflect  of  realizing 
his  impression.  He  died  within  a  few  days  after 
completing  this  magnificent  piece  of  music,  which 
was  performed  at  his  interment. 


Iliese  birds  of  Psradise  but  long  to  flee 
Back  to  their  nativt  mamion. 

Prophecy  of  DanU. 

A  BEauiEM ! — and  for  whomi 

For  beauty  in  its  bloom  1 
For  valour  foOen-^a  broken  rose  or  swordi 

A  dirge  for  king  or  chief. 

With  pomp  of  stately  grief. 
Banner,  and  torch,  and  waving  plume  dqiloredl 

• 

Not  so,  it  is  not  sol 

That  warning  voice  I  know, 
From  other  worids  a  strange  mysterious  tone ; 

A  solemn  funeral  air 

It  called  me  to  prepare. 
And  my  heart  answered  secretly — my  own! 

One  more  then,  one  more  strain, 

In  links  of  joy  and  pain 
Mighty  the  troubled  spirit  to  inthral ! 

And  let  me  breathe  my  dower 

Of  passion  and  of  power 
Fun  into  that  deep  lay — the  last  of  all ! 

The  last ! — and  I  must  go 

From  thu  bright  world  below, 
This  reakn  of  sunshine,  ringing  with  sweet  sound ! 

Must  leave  its  festal  skies. 

With  all  their  melodies, 
That  ever  in  my  breaai  ^laii«3biix%SsMBc«^.\ 
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Y«t  have  I  known  it  long 

Too  restless  and  too  strong 
Within  this  claj  h^  been  th'  o'ennastering  flame ; 

Swift  thoughts,  that  came  and  went, 

Like  tonents  o'er  me  sent, 
Have  shaken,  as  %  Vj^,  my  thrilling  firame. 

Like  perfumes  on  the  wind, 

Which  none  may  stay  or  bind, 
The  beautiful  comes  floating  through  my  soul  i 

I  strive  with  yearnings  Tain, 

The  spirit  to  detain 
Of  the  deep  harmonies  that  past  me  roU ! 

Therefore  disturbing  dreams 

Trouble  the  secret  streams 
And  founts  of  music  that  overflow  my  breast; 

Something  far  more  divine 

Than  may  on  earth  be  mine, 
Haunts  my  worn  heart,  and  will  not  let  me  rest. 

Shall  1  ihen/eair  the  tone 

That  breathes  from  worlds  unknown  1— 
Sorely  these  feverish  aspirations  there 

Shall  grasp  their  full  desire. 

And  this  unsettled  fire. 
Bom  calmly,  brightly,  in  immortal  air. 

One  more  then,  one  more  strain, 

To  earthly  joy  and  pain 
A  rich,  and  deep,  and  passionate  farewell ! 

I  pour  each  fervent  thought 

With  fear,  hope,  trembling,  fraught, 
Into  Ihe  notes  that  o'er  my  dust  shall  swell. 


THE  IMAGE  IN  LAVA.* 

Thou  thing  of  years  departed ! 

What  ages  have  gone  by. 
Since  here  the  mournful  seal  was  set 

By  love  and  agony ! 

Temple  and  tower  have  mouldered, 
JE^pires  from  esrth  have  passed, 

And  woman's  heart  hath  left  a  trace 
Those  glories  to  outlast ! 

And  childhood's  fragile  image 
.   Thus  fiearfully  enshrined. 
Survives  the  proud  memorials  reared 
By  oonqoerors  of  mankind. 

Babe !  wert  thou  brightly  slumbering 
Upon  thy  mother's  breast, 

When  suddenly  the  fiery  tomb 
Shut  round  each  gentle  guest? 


*  The  ImpTHsion  or  a  woman's  form,  with  an  inflmtdasp- 
ed  to  tiietoaom,  found  at  ihs  aocoverlns  of  Herculaneum. 


A  strange  dark  fate  o'ertook  yoo, 
Fair  babe  and  loving  heairt  I 

One  moment  of  a  thnuaand  pang*— 
Yet  better  than  to  part ! 

Haply  of  that  fond  bosom, 

On  ashes  here  impressed, 
Thou  wert  the  only  treasure,  child ! 

Whereon  a  hope  might  rest 

Perchance  all  vainly  lavished. 

Its  other  love  had  been,  • 
And  where  it  trusted,  nought  remained 

But  thorns  on  which  to  lean. 

Far  better  then  to  perish, 

Thy  form  within  its  clasp. 
Than  Uve  and  lose  thee,  precioas  one  t 

From  that  impassioned  grasp. 

Oh !  I  could  pass  all  relics 

Left  by  the  pomps  of  old, 
To  gaze  on  this  rude  monument. 

Cast  in  afiection's  mould. 

Love,  human  love !  what  ait  thoo  1 

Thy  print  upon  the  dust 
Outlives  the  cities  of  renown 

Wherein  the  mighty  trust ! 

Immortal, oh!  immortal 
Thou  art,  whose  earthly  glow 

Hath  given  these  ashes  holiness 
It  must,  it  mutt  be  so ! 


FAIRY  FAVOURS. 


-CHve  me  but 


Somethbig  whereunto  I  may  bind  my  bean ; 
Something  to  lore,  to  rest  opon,  to  claip 
Aflbctkin's  tendrUi  nmnd. 


WouLDST  thou^wear  the  gift  of  irnmortal  Moom 
Wouldst  thou  smile  in  scorn  at  the  shadowy  tomb 
Drink  of  this  cup !  it  is  richly  fraught 
With  balm  from  the  gardens  of  Gmiii  bmi^j 
Drink,  and  the  spoiler  shall  pass  thee  by, 
When  the  young  all  scattered  like  rose-ieaws  h 

And  would  not  the  youth  of  my  soul  begone, 
If  the  k>ved  had  left  me,  one  by  one  1 
Take  back  the  cup  that  may  never  blew. 
The  gift  that  would  make  me  brotherleas ! 
How  should  I  live,  with  no  kindred  eye 
To  reflect  mine  immortality  ? 

Wouldst  thou  have  empire,  by  sign  or  tpett. 
Over  the  mighty  in  air  that  dwell  1 
Wooldst  thou  call  the  spirits  of  shoira  and  sleep 
To  fetch  thee  jevrels  from  ocean's  deep  7 
Wave  but  this  rod,  and  a  viewless  band 
Slaves  to  thy  will,  shall  around  thee  stand. 
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would  not  fear,  at  my  coming  then, 
I  every  voice  in  tlie  homes  of  men  1 
Id  not  bright  eyes  in  my  presence  quail  1 
g  cheeks  with  a  nameless  thrill  turn  pale  1 
ift  be  mine  that  aside  would  turn 
tiuman  love  for  whose  founts  1  yearn ! 

Idst  thou  then  read  through  the  hearts  of  those 
whose  faith  thou  hast  sought  repose  1 
r  this  rich  gem !  it  is  charmed  to  show 
a  a  change  comes  over  affection's  glow* 
on  its  flushing  or  fkding  hue, 
learn  if  the  trusted  be  false  or  true  I 

,  keep  the  gem,  that  I  still  may  trust, 
gh  my  heart's  wealth  be  but  poured  on  duit  I 
ot  a  doubt  in  my  soul  have  place, 
m  the  light  of  a  loved  one's  face ; 
)  to  the  earth  its  warm  sunny  smiles- 
glory  would  pass  could  1  look  on  guile  I 

ben  wl^at  boon  of  my  power  shall  be 
ired  of  spirits !  poured  forth  on  thee  1 
scomest  the  treasures*  of  wave  and  mine, 
wilt  not  drink  of  the  cup  divine, 
art  fain  with  a  mortal's  lot  to  rest — 
'er  me !  how  may  I  grace  it  best? 

{ive  me  no  sway  o'er  the  powers  unseen, 

hunum  heart  where  my  own  may  lean ! 

ind,  one  tender  and  faithful  friend, 

» thoughts'  free  current  with  mine  may  blend, 

leaving  not  either  on  earth  alone, 

le  bright  cahn  dose  of  our  lives  be  one  I 


A  PARTING  SO^^G. 


!  mss  Amii^  rappeles  vow  qaedqelbis  mss 
BBC  empreinte." — Corinne.        * 


ws;  moo 


N  win  ye  think  of  me,  my  friends  1 

Wlien  will  ye  think  of  me  1 
1  the  last  red  light,  the  farewell  of  day, 
the  rock  and  the  river  is  passing  away, 
I  the  air  with  a  deepening  hush  is  fraught, 
be  heart  grows  burdened  with  tender  thought ; 

Then  let  it  be! 

1  win  ye  think  of  me,  kind  friendsl 

When  win  ye  think  of  me  1 — 
1  the  rose  of  the  rich  midsummer  time 
d  with  the  hues  of  its  glorious  prime ; 
1  ye  gather  its  bloom,  as  in  bright  hours  fled, 
the  walks  where  my  footsteps  no  morB  may 
need; 

Then  let  it  be! 


When  win  ye  think  of  me^  sweet  fnendil 

When  will  ye  think  of  mel 
When  the  sudden  tears  o'erflow  your  eye 
At  the  sound  of  some  olden  melody  *, 
When  ye  hear  the  voice  of  a  mountain  stream, 
When  ye  feel  the  charm  of  a  poet's  dream ; 
Then  let  it  be  I 

Thus  let  my  memory  be  with  you,  friends 

Thus  ever  think  of  me ! 
Kindly  and  gently,  but  as  of  one 
From  whom  't  is  well  to  be  fled  and  gone ; 
As  of  a  bird  from  a  chain  unbound, 
Ab  of  a  wanderer  whose  home  is  found ; 

So  let  it  be. 


THE  BRIDAL  DAY. 

On  a  monument  in  a  Venetian  church  m  an 
epitaph,  recording  that  the  remains  beneath  are 
those  of  a  noble  lady,  who  expired  suddenly  while 
standing  as  a  bride  at  the  altar. 


We  beer  her  home !  we  beer  her  home  I 
Over  the  murnmring  enk en's  foam; 
One  who  has  fled  from  the  war  of  life, 
Fkom  sorrow,  pain,  and  the  fbTer  atrUe. 

Barry  ComwaU, 

Bridb!  upon  thy  marriage^y. 
When  thy  gems  in  rich  array 
Made  the  glistening  mirror  seem 
As  a  star-reflecting  stream. 
When  the  clustering  pearls  lay  &ir 
'Midst  thy  braids  of  sunny  air, 
And  the  white  veil  o'er  thee  streaming, 
Like  a  silvery  halo  gleaming. 
Mellowed  aU  that  pomp  and  light 
Into  something  meekly  bright ; 
Did  the  fluttering  of  thy  breath 
Speak  of  joy  or  wo  beneath  1 
And  the  hue  that  went  and  came 
O'er  thy  cheek,  like  wavering  flame. 
Flowed  that  crimson  from  th'  unrest,  . ; 
Or  the  gladness  of  thy  breast  1 
—Who  shaU  teU  us  1— from  thy  bower, 
Brightly  didst  thou  pass  that  hour; 
With  the  many-glancing  oar, 
And  the  cheer  along  the  shore. 
And  the  wealth  of  summer  flowers 
On  thy  fair  head  cast  in  showers, 
And  the  breath  of  song  and  flute. 
And  the  clarion's  glad  salute. 
Swiftly  o'er  the  Adrian  tide 
Wert  thou  borne  in  pomp,  yoimg  bride! 
Mirth  and  music,  sun  and  sky. 
Welcomed  thee  triumphantly  V 
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Yet,  perchance,  a  chastening  thought, 
In  some  deeper  spirit  wrought, 
Whispering,  as  untold  it  blent 
With  the  Bounds  of  merriment, — 
"Fropi  the  home  of  childhood's  gl«e 
Fiom'the  days  of  laughter  free, 
From  the  love  of  many  years. 
Thou  art  gone  to  cares  and  fears! 
To  another  path  and  guide, 
To  a  bospm  yet  untried ! 
Bright  one!  oh !  there  well  may  be 

Trembling  'midst  our  joy  for  thee." 

• 

Bride !  when  through  the  stately  £uie, 
Circled  with  thy  nuptial  train, 
'Midst  the  banners  hung  on  high 
By  thy  warri6r-ancestry, 
'Midst  those  mighty  fathers  dead, 
In  soft  beauty  thou  wast  led ; 
When  before  the  shrine  thy  form 
Cluivercd  to  some  bosom  storm, 
When,  like  harp-strings  with  a  sigh 
Breaking  in  mid-harmony. 
On  thy  lip  the  murmurs  low 
Died  with  love's  unfinished  vow; 
When,  like  scattered  rose-leaves,  fled 
From  thy  cheek  each  tint  of  red, 
And  the  light  forsook  thine  eye. 
And  thy  head  sank  heavily. 
Was  that  drooping  but  th'  excess 
Of  thy  spirit's  blessedness  1 
Or  did  some  deep  feeling's  might. 
Folded  in  thy  heart  from  sight, 
With  a  sudden  tempest  shower, 
Earth^fi^ard  bear  thy  life's  young  flowerl 
— Who  shall  tell  us? — on  thy  tongue 
Silence,  and  for  ever,  hong! 
Never  to  thy  lip  and  cheek 
Rushed  again  the  crimson  streak 
Never  to  thine  eye  returned 
That  which  there  had  beamed  and  burned! 
With  the  secret  none  might  know. 
With  thy  rapture  or  thy  wo. 
With  thy  marriage-robe  and  wreath, 
Thou  wert  fled,  young  bride  of  death! 
One,  one  lightning  moment  there 
Struck  down  triumph  to  despair, 
Beauty,  splendour,  hope,  and  trust, 
Into  darkness — terror--^ust! 

There  were  sounds  of  weeping  o'er  thee, 

Bride !  as  forth  thy  kindred  bore  thee, 

Shrouded  in  thy  gleaming  veil. 

Deaf  to  that  wild  funeral-wail 

Yet  perchance  a  chastening  thought, 

In  some  deeper  spirit  wrought. 

Whispering,  while  the  stem  sad  knell 

On  the  air's  briglit  stillness  fell; 

— "  From  the  power  of  chill  and  change 

Souls  to  sever  and  estrange ; 


From  love's  wane — ^a  death  in  life 
But  to  watch— a  mortal  strife : 
From  the  secret  fevers  known 
To  the  burning  heart  alone, 
Thou  art  fled — afar,  away — 
Where  these  blights  no  more  have  sway! 
Bright  one!  oh!  there  well  may  be 
Comfort  'midst  our  tears  for  thee !" 


THE  ANCESTRAL  SONG. 


A  kmg  wwdiBUnted  your  mind- 
Here  yoor  perfea  peace  is  ngned, 
T  b  now  full  tide  twizt  nl^t  mud  diy, 
End  your  moan,  and  come  away! 

Webtter-^Duekem  ^Mdlfg. 

THERfi  were  faint  sounds  of  weeping ; — ^fear  and 

gloom 
And  midnight  vigil  in  a  stately  room 
Of  Lusignan's  old  halls : — rich  odours  there 
Pilled  the  proud  chamber  aa  with  Indian  air, 
And  soft  light  fell,  from  lamps  of  silver  thrown, 
On  jewels  that  with  rainbow  lustre  shone 
Over  a  gorgeous  couch : — there  emeralds  gieamed. 
And  deeper  crimson  from  the  ruby  streamed 
Than  in  the  heart-leaf  of  the  rose  is  set, 
Hiding  from  sunshine. — ^Many  a  caroanet 
Starry  with  diamonds,  many  a  burning  rhaht 
Of  the  red  gold,  sent  forth  a  radiance  vain. 
And  sad,  and  strange,  the  canopy  beneath 
Whose  shadowy  curtains,  round  a  bed  of  death, 
Hung  drooping  sofemnly ; — for  there  one  lay 
Passing  from  all  Earth's  gbries  fast  away. 
Amidst  those  queenly  treasures:  They  had  been 
Gifts  of  her  lord,  from  fAr-oflf  Paynim  lands, 
And  for  hit  sake,  upon  their  orient  sheen 
She  had  gazed  fbndly,  and  with  faint,  oold  haii^ 
Had  pressed  thcAi  to  her  languid  heart  once  mon, 
Melting  in  childlike  tean.    But  thia  was  o'er- 
Love's  last  vain  clinging  unto  life ;  and  now— 
A  mist  of  dreams  was  hovering  o'er  her  blow 
Her  eye  was  fixed,  her  spirit  seemed  removed. 
Though  not  from  Earth,  from  all  it  knew  or  k)ved. 
Far,  far  away!  her  handmaids  watched  aiound. 
In  awe,  that  lent  to  each  low  midnight  sound 
A  might,  a  mystery;  and  the  quivering  light 
Of  wind-swayed  lamps,  made  spectral  in  their  aglA 
The  forms  of  buried  beauty,  sad,  yet  feir. 
Gleaming  along  the  walls  with  braided  hair, 
Long  in  the  dust  grown  dim ;  and  she,  too,  aw, 
But  with  the  spirit's  eye  of  raptured  awe. 
Those  pictured  shapes  !~a  bright,  yet  ■'J-i^n 

train. 
Beckoning,  they  floated  o'er  her  dreamy  brain, 
Ctothed  in  diviner  hues;  while  on  her  ear 
Strange  voices  fell,  which  none  beeidea  might  htai, 
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Sweet,  jet  profoundly  mournful,  as  the  ngh 
Of  windi  o'er  liarp-BtringB  through  a  midnight  iky ; 
And  thua  it  seemed,  in  that  low  thrilling  tone, 
Th'  ancestral  shadows  called  away  their  own. 

Come,  come,  come ! 
Long  thy  fidnting  soul  hath  yearned 
For  the  step  that  ne'er  returned ; 
Long  thine  anxious  ear  hath  listened, 
And  thy  watchful  eye  hath  glistened 
With  the  hope,  whose  parting  strife 
Shook  the  flower-feaves  ftom  thy  life— 
Now  the  heavy  day  is  done, 
Home  awaits  thee,  wearied  one ! 

Come,  come,  come! 

From  the  quenchless  thoughts  that  bum 
In  the  sealed  heart's  lonely  urn ; 
From  the  coil  of  memory's  chain 
Wound  about  the  throbbing  brain. 
From  the  veins  of  sorrow  deep, 
Winding  through  the  worid  of  sleep; 
From  the  haunted  haUs  and  bowen, 
Thronged  with  ghosts  of  happier  hours ! 
Come,  come,  eome ! 

On  our  dim  and  distant  shore 

Aching  love  is  felt  no  more ! 

We  have  loved  with  earth's  excess — 

Past  is  now  that  weariness ! 

We  have  wept,  that  weep  not  now — 

Calm  u  each  once  beating  brow  I 

We  have  known  the  dreamer's  woes — 

All  is  now  one  bright  repose ! 

Come,  come,  come ! 

Weary  heart  that  long  hast  bled. 
Languid  spirit,  drooping  head, 
Restless  memory,  vain  regret, 
Pining  bve  whose  light  is  set. 
Come  away! — 't  is  hushed  't  is  well  I 
Where  by  shadowy  founts  we  dwell, 
AH  the  fever-thirst  is  stilled. 
All  the  air  with  peace  is  filled, — 
Come,  come,  come ! 

And  with  her  spirit  rapt  in  that  wild  lay, 
She  pMsed,  as  twilight  melts  to  night,  away! 


THE  MAGIC  GLASS. 


Bow  U?ed,  how  loved,  how  died  they  1 

BffTOH, 

«  The  Dead !  the  glorious  Dead !— And  shall  they 

rise? 
Shall  they  look  on  thee  with  their  proud  bright 

eyesi 

Thou  aak'st  a  fearful  qpell ! 


Yet  say,  from  shrine  or  dim  sepulchral  hall, 
What  kingly  vision  shall  obey  my  caU'1 

The  deep  grave  knows  it  welj  1 

"Wouldsl  thou  behold  earth's  conquerors  1  shall 

they  pass 
Before  thee,  flushing  all  the  Magic  Glass 

With  triumpli's  long  array! 
Speak !  and  those  dwellers  of  the  marble  urn 
Robed  for  the  feast  of  victory  shall  return 

As  on  their  proudaii  day. 

"  Or  wouldst  thou  look  upon  the  lords  of  songi — 
O'er  the  dark  mirror  that  immortal  throng 

Shall  waft  a  solemn  gleam! 
Passing,  with  lighted  eyes  and  radiant  brows, 
Under  the  foliage  of  green  ladrel  boughs, 

But  silent  as  a  dream." 

"Not  these,  O  mighty  master!— Though  their 

lays 
Be  unto  man's  free  heart,  and  tears,  and  praise. 

Hallowed  for  evermore ! 
And  not  the  buried  conquerors!  Let  them  sleep 
And  let  the  flowery  earth  her  Sabbaths  keep 

In  joy,  from  shore  to  shore ! 

"  But,  if  the  narrow  house  may  so  be  moved. 
Call  the  bright  shadows  of  the  most  befoved, 

Back  from  their  couch  of  rest! 
That  I  may  learn  if  their  meek  eyes  be  filled 
With  peace,  if  human  k>ve  hath  ever  stilled 

The  yearning  human  breast." 

"  Away,  fond  youth ! — An  idle  quest  is  thine; 
TTieM  have  no  trophy,  no  memorial  shrme; 

I  know  not  of  their  place  I 
'Midst  the  dim  valleys,  with  a  secret  flow, 
Their  tives,  like  shepherd  reed-notes,  feint  and 
fow. 

Have  passed,  and  left  no  trace. 

"  Haply,  begirt  with  shadowy  woods  and  hills, 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  melancholy  rills. 

Their  covering  turf  may  bfeom; 
But  ne'er  hath  Fame  made  relics  of  its  flowen, — 
Never  hath  pilgrim  sought  their  household  bowen, 

Or  poet  hailed  their  tomb." 

"Adieu,  then,  master  of  the  midnight  speDI 
Some  voice,  perchance,  by  those  fone  graves  maj 
tell 

That  which  I  pine  to  know! 
I  haste  to  seek,  frtnn  woods  and  vaUeys  deep^ 
Where  the  beloved  are  laid  in  lowly  sleep, 

Records  of  joy  and  wo."^ 


*  Origlnslly  poUUied  la  Ose  \tes»r|  %iQE««b^ 
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CORINNE  AT  THE  CAPITOL. 


Let  feminet  doirent  pemar  qa'il  ett  dans  cette  carridn  Men 
peo  de  aoite  qui  puinent  valoir  la  plua  obscure  vk^  d'one 
faxmne  aimte  etd'une  mfire  heunuae. 

Mcuiame  de  StaeL 

Daughter  of  th'  Italian  heaven ! 
4      Thoa,  to  whom  it«  fires  are  giTen, 
Joyously  thy  car  hath  rolled 
When  the  conqneron  pasted  of  old ; 
And  the  feetal  sun  that  shone, 
O'er  three*  hundred  triumphs  gone, 
Makes  thy  day  of  glory  bright, 
With  a  shower  of  golden  light. 

Now  thoa  tread'st  th*  ascending  xoad. 
Freedom's  foot  so  proudly  trode ; 
While,  firom  tombs  of  heroes  borne. 
From  the  dust  of  empire  shorn, 
Flowers  upon  thy  graceful  head, 
Chaplets  of  all  hues  are  Awd, 
In  a  soft  and  rosy  rain, 
Touched  with  many  a  gemlike  stain. 

Thou  hast  gained  the  summit  now 
Music  hails  thee  from  below ; — 
Music,  whose  rich  notes  might  stir 
Ashes  of  the  sepulchre; 
Shaking  with  victorious  notes 
All  the  bright  air  as  it  floats. 
Well  may  woman's  heart  beat  high 
Unto  that  proud  harmony ! 


Now  afar  it  rolls — ^it  dif 
And  thy  voice  b  heard  to  rise 
With  a  low  and  lovely  tone 
In  its  thrilling ipower  alone; 
And  thy  lyre's  deep  silvery  string. 
Touched  as  by  a  breeie's  wing, 
Murmurs  tremblingly  at  first. 
Ere  the  tide  of  rapture  burst 

All  the  spirit  of  thy  sky 
Now  hath  lit  thy  large  dark  eye, 
And  thy  cheek  a  flush  hath  caught 
From  the  joy  of  kindled  thought; 
And  the  burning  words  of  song 
From  thy  lips  flow  fast  and  strong. 
With  a  rushing  stream's  delight 
In  the  fireedom  of  its  might 

Radiant  daughter  of  the  sun ! 
Now  thy  living  vrreath  is  won. 
Crowned  of  Rome ! — Oh !  art  thoa  not 
Happy  In  that  glorious  kit  1 — 
Happier,  happier  far  than  thoa, 
With  the  laurel  on  thy  brow, 
She  that  makes  the  hamblest  hearth 
Lovely  but  to  one  on  earth  I 

'  17m  ureh^  hundred  triumphs.— Byron. 


THE  RUIN. 

Oh  I  *tii  the  heart  that  magnifiea  this  Uia 
Biaking  a  truth  and  beauty  of  ita  own. 

Wordtwmlk 

Birth  has  gladdened  it:  Death  baa aanctifiediL 

Gueaaetai  7VHlk 


No  dower  of  storied  song  is  thine, 

O  desolate  abode  I 
Forth  from  thy  gates  no  glittering  line 

Of  lance  and  spear  haUi  flowed. 
Banners  of  knighthood  have  not  flang 

Proud  drapery  o'er  thy  walls, 
Nor  bugle  notes  to  battle  rung 

Through  thy  resounding  halls. 

Nor  have  rich  bowers  of  pleasaunee  hoe 

By  courtly  hands  been  dressed. 
For  Princes,  firom  the  chase  of  deer, 

Under  green  leaves  to  rest: 
Only  some  rose,  yet  lingering  bright 

Beside  thy  casements  lone, 
Tells  where  the  spirit  of  delight 

Hath  dwelt,  and  now  is  gone. 

Yet  minstrel  tale.of  harp  and  swoid, 

And  sovereign  beauty's  lot. 
House  of  quenched  light  and  silent  board  I 

For  me  thou  needest  not 
It  is  enough  to  know  that  here^ 

Where  thoughtfully  I  stand. 
Sorrow  and  love,  and  hope  and  fear. 

Have  linked  one  kindred  band. 

Thou  bindest  me  vrith  mighty  speUs! 

— A  solemnizing  breath, 
A  presence  all  around  thee  dwells. 

Of  human  life  and  death. 
I  need  but  pluck  yon  garden  flower 

From  where  the  wild  weeds  rise. 
To  wake,  with  strange  and  sadden  power, 

A  thousand  sympathies. 

Thou  hast  heard  many  sounds,  thoa  health 

Deserted  now  by  all! 
Voices  at  eve  here  met  in  mirth 

Which  eve  may  ne'er  recalL 
Youth's  buoyant  step,  and  woman's  tone. 

And  childhood's  laughing  glee. 
And  song  and  prayer,  have  all  been  knomrn, 

Hearth  of  the  d^  I  to  thee.  * 

Thou  hast  heard  blessings  fimdly  pooled 

Upon  the  infant  head. 
As  if  in  every  fervent  word 

The  living  soul  were  shed ; 
Thou  hast  seen  parti  ngs;  such  ai 

The  bloom  fipom  life  away — 
Alas!  for  love  in  changeful  air, 

Where  nought  beloved  can  stayl 
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Here,  by  the  mtleM  bed  of  pain, 

The  Tigil  hath  been  kept, 
Till  sunrise,  bright  with  hope  in  vain, 

Burst  forth  on  eyes  that  wept : 
Here  hath  been  felt  the  hush,  the  gloom, 

The  breathless  influence,  shed 
Through  the  dim  dwelling,  from  this  room 

Wherein  reposed  the  dead. 

The  seat  left  void,  the  missing  face. 

Have  here  been  marked  and  mourned, 
And  time  hath  filled  the  vacant  place. 

And  gladness  hath  returned ; 
Tin  fitom  the  narrowing  household  chain 

The  links  dropped  one  by  one !  • 
And  homewards  hither,  o'er  the  main. 

Came  the  spring-birds  alone. 

Is  there  not  cause,  then— cause  for  thought. 

Fixed  eye  and  lingering  tread, 
Where,  with  their  thousand  mysteries  fraught, 

Even  bwliest  hearts  have  bled? 
Where,  in  its  ever-haunting  thirst 

For  draughts  of  purer  day, 
BAan's  soul,  with  fitful  strength,  hath  burst 

The  cbuds  that  wrapt  4ts  way  1 

Holy  to  human  nature  seems 

The  bng-fbrsaken  spot; 
To  deep  afiections,  tender  dreams, 

Hopes  of  a  brighter  k>t ! 
Therefore  in  silent  reverence  here,' 

Hearth  of  the  dea^ !  I  stand, 
Where  joy  and  sorrow,  smile  and  tear, 

Have  linked  one  household  band. 


THE  MINSTER. 

A  fitafaode,  wherein  appear  enahrined 
Our  hopoB  of  immortality.— Byron. 

SpfiAK  bw! — the  place  is  holy  to  the  breath 
Of  awfiil  harmonies,  of  whispered  prayer; 

Tiead  lightly^— for  the  sanctity  of  death 
Broods  with  a  voiceless  influence  on  the  air: 

Stem,  yet  serene!— a  reconciling  spell, 

\Ur^  troubled  bilbw  of  the  soul  to  quelL 

Leave  me  to  linger  silently  awhile! 

— Not  for  the  light  that  pours  its  fervid  streams 
Of  rainbow  glory  down  through  arch  and  aisle, 

yitwlling  old  banners  into  haughty  gleams, 
Flushing  proud  shrines,  or  by  some  warrior's  tomb 
Dying  away  in  clouds  of  gorgeottt  gloom : 

Not  for  rich  music,  though  in  triumph  pealing. 
Mighty  as  forest  sounds  when  vnnds  are  high; 

Nor  yet  for  torch,  and  cross,  and  stole,  revealing 
Through  incense-iiiists  their  sainled  pageani- 


Though  o'er  the  spirit  each  hath  charm  and  power, 
Yet  not  for  theae  I  ask  one  lingering  hour. 

But  by  strong  sympathies,  whose  silver  cord 
Links  me  to  mortal  weal,  my  soul  is  bound ; 

Thoughts  of  the  humaii  hearts,  that  here  have 
poured 
Their  anguish  forth,  are  with  me  and  around; — 

I  look  back  on  the  pangs,  the  burning  tears, 

K;iown  to  these  altars  of  a  thousand  years.         % 

Send  up  a  murmur  from  the  dost.  Remorse! 

That  here  hast  bowed  with  ashes  on  thy  head; 
And  thou  still  battling  with  the  tempest's  force— 

Thou,  whose  bright  spirit  through  all  time  has 
Ued— 
Speak,  wounded  Love !  if  penance  here,  or  prayer, 
Hath  laid  one  haunting  shadow  of  despair  1 

No  voiee,  no  breath!— of  conflicts  past,  no  trace! 

— Does  not  thb  hush  give  answer  to  my  quest? 
Surely  the  dread  religion  of  the  place 

By  every  grief  hath  made  its  might  confest ! 
— Oh!  that  within  my  heart  I  could  but  keep 
Holy  to  Heaven,  a  spot  thus  pure,  and  still,  and 
deep! 


THE  SONG  OF  NIGHT. 


Oniglit, 
And  aionn,  and  darkneal  ye  are  wondroasatKinf, 
Yflt  lorely  in  your  iUnngth  l—^nm. 


[  COME  to  thee,  O  Earth! 
With  all  my  gifts! — ^for  every  flower  sweet  dew. 
In  bell  and  urn,  and  chalice,  to  renew 

The  glory  of  its  birth. 

Not  one  which  glimmering  lies 
Far  amidst  folding  hills,  or  forest  leaves, 
But,  through  its  veins  of  beauty,  so  lecoivet 

A  spirit  of  fresh  dyes. 

I  come  with  every  star ; 
Making  thy  streams,  that  on  their  nooihday  tnd^ 
Give  me  but  the  moss,  the  reed,  the  lily  back, 

Mirrors  of  worlds  afar. 

I  come  with  peace; — I  shed 
Sleep  through  thy  v?ood-walks,  o'er  the  honey-bee, 
The  lark's  triumphant  voice,  the  fiiwn's  young 

The  hyacinth's  meek  head. 

On  my  own  heart  I  lay 
The  weary  babe;  and  sealing  with  a  breath 
Its  eyes  of  love,  send  fidry  dreams,  beneath 

The  shadowing  lids  to  ^a.5. 


aM 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


I  come  with  mightier  things! 
Who  calb  me  silent  ? — I  have  many  tones — 
The  dark  skies  thrill  with  low,  mysterious  moans, 

Borne  on  my  sweeping  wings. 

I  waft  them  not  alono 
From  the  deep  organ  of  the  foiest  shades, 
Or  biiried  streams,  unheard  amidst  th^  glades, 

Till  the  bright  day  is  done; 

• 

But  in  the  human  breast 
A  thousand  still  small  voices  I  awake, 
Stnmg,  in  their  sweetness,  from  the  soul  to  shake 

The  mantle  of  its  rest. 

I  bring  them  from  the  past : 
From  true  hearts  broken,  gentle  spirits  torn, 
From  crushed  affections,  which,  Uiough  long  over- 
borne, 

Make  their  tones  heard  at  last  ^ 

I  bring  them  from  the  tomb; 
O'er  the  sad  couch  of  late  repentant  love 
They  pass — though  low  as  murmurs  of  a  dove- 
Like  trumpets  through  the  gloom. 

I  come  with  all  my  train : 
Who  calls  me  lonely  1 — Hosts  around  me  tread. 
The  intensely  bright,  the  beautiful, — the  dead, — 

Phantoms  of  heart  and  brain ! 

Looks  from  departed  eyes — 
These  are  my  lightnings ! — filled  with  anguish  vain. 
Or  tenderness  too  piercing  to  sustain, 

They  smite  with  agonies. 


n 


I,  that  with  soft  control, 
Shut  the  dim  violet,  hush  the  woodlknd  song, 
I  am  the  avenging  one !  the  armed — the  strong^ 

The  searcher  of  the  soul ! 

I,  that  shower  dewy  light 
Through  stumbering  leaves,  bring  storms! — the 

lempest-birth 
Of  memory,  thought,  remorse : — Be  holy,  earth ! 

I  am  the  solemn  night  !* 


THE  STORM  PAINTERt  IN  HIS  DUN- 

GEON. 

Where  of  ye,  O  tempeeta^  is  the  goal ) 
Are  ye  like  Uiose  that  shake  the  human  breiM  7 
Or  do  ye  find  at  length,  like  eagles^  some  high  neatT 

CkiideHanUL 

Midnight,  and  silence  deep ! 
The  air  is  filled  with  sleep. 
With  the  stream's  whisper,  and  the«toon's  breath ; 

'  OriginaUy  publidied  in  the  Winter's  Wraath,  for  183U. 
*  Pietro  BluUer,  called  D  TempeMa,  from  hksuiiviBing  pie- 


.  The  fixed  and  solemn  ftaxs 
Gleam  through  ray  dungeon 
Wake, rushii^ winds!  thisbreezeleMcaloiisiMlli! 

Ye  watch-fires  of  the  ^et  1 

The  stillness  of  your  eyes 
Looks  too  intensely  through  my  tnxtbled  snl : 

I  feel  this  weight  of  Test 

An  earth-load  on  my  breast — 
Wake,  rushing  winds,awake1  and,dazkck)Qdi,nfll 

I  am  your  own,  your  child, 

O  ye,  (he  fierce  and  wild 
And  kingly  tempests ! — ^will  ye  not  irii*1 

Hear  the  bold  spirit's  voice, 

That  knows  «M>t  to  rejoice 
But  in  the  peal  of  your  strong  harmoiueik 

By  sounding  ocean-waves. 

And  dim  Calabrian  caves. 
And  flashing  torrents,  I  have  been  yoor  mate; 

And  with  the  rocking  pines 

Of  the  olden  Apennines, 
Iq  your  dark  path  stood  fearless  and  data : 

.  Your  lightnings  were  as  rods, 
That  smote  the  deep  abodes 

Of  thought  and  vision — and  the  stream  gusMfiw; 
Come,  that  my  soui  again 
May  swell  to  burst  its  chain — 

Bring  me  tl|p  music  of  the  sweeping  sea ! 


■i 


Within  me  dwells  a  flame, 

^  An  eagle  caged  and  tame. 

Till  called  forth  by  the  harping  of  the  blast; 
'Tlien  is  its  triumph's  hour. 
It  springs  to  sudden  power, 

As  mounts  tlie  billow  o^er  the  quivering 


Then,  then,  the  canvass  o'er, 

With  hnr^  hand  I  pour 
The  lava-waves  and  gusts  of  my  own  soul ! 

Kindling  to  fiery  life 

Dreams,  worids,  of  pictured  strife ; — 
Wake,  rushing  winds,  afrake !  and,  dteckndi^ffol! 

• 

Wake,  rise !  the  reed  may  bend, 

The  shivering  leaf  descend, 
The  forest  branch  give  way  before  your  w«ght 

But  I,  your  strong  compeer. 

Call,  summon,  wait  you  her6,-» 
Answer,  my  spirit ! — answer,  storm  and  night ! 


tares  of  aumns.  "  Hia  compodtiona,"  aay  1m%^^  «  u^tm  * 
real  horror,  presenting  to  our  eyes  death-devoted  ahips  owr* 
taken  by  tempests  and  darknen;  fired  by  Ughtidiv;  aaw 
firing  on  the  mountain  wave,  and  again  sabmefged  to  te 
abyss  of  ocean."  During  an  imrvisonment  of  five  yean  la 
Genoa,  (he  jriaures  which  he  painted  In  his  dungeoa 
marked  by  addidonal  power  and  ^oom.— 8ba  Lotuf  • 
torjf  of  PainUngt  tranaUittd  bti  iZoscse. 
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DEATH  AND  THE  WARRIOR. 

"  At,  Wftrrior,  arm !  and  wear  thy  plume 

On  ft  proud  and  fearless  brow ! 
I  am  the  lord  of  the  lonely  tomb, 

And  a  mightier  one  than  thou  I 

"  Bid  thy  soul's  love  farewell,  young  chie^ 

Bid  her  a  long  farewell ! 
Uke  the  moming*s  dew  shall  pi^  that  grief— 

Thou  comest  with  me  to  dwell ! 

"  Thy  huk  may  rush  through  the  ftaming  deep. 

Thy  steed  o'er  the  breezy  hill ; 
But  they  bear  thee  on  to  a  place  of  sleep, 

Nanow,  and  cold,  and  chilt !" 

^  Was  the  yoice  I  heard,  thy  voice,  O  Death  1 

And  is  thy  day  so  nearl 
Then  on  the  field  shall  my  life's  last  breath 

fiifingle  with  victory's  cheer ! 

"  Banners  shall  float,  with  the  trumpet's  note, 

Above  me  as  I  die ! 
And  the  palm  tree  wave  o'er  my  noble  grave, 

Under  the  Syrian  sky. 

'*  High  hearts  shall  bum  in  the  royal  hall, 
When  the  minstrel  names  that  spot ; 

And  the  eyes  I  love  ifball  weep  my  fall,~- 
Death,  Death !  I  fear  thee  not !"    .. 

"  Warrior !  thou  bearest  a  haughty  heart ; 

But  I  can  bend  its  pride ! 
How  shouldst  thou  know  that  thy  soul  will  part 

In  the  hour  of  victory's  tide  1 

"  It  may  be  far  from  thy  steel-clad  bands, 
f      That  I  shall  make  thee  mine ; 
It  may  be  lone  on  the  desert  nuids, 
Where  men  ibr  fountams  pine  t 

"  It  may  be  deep  amidst  heavy  ohains, 

In  some  strong  Pajrnim  hold ; — 
I  have  slow  dull  steps  and  lingering  pains, 

Whorewitk  to  tame  the  bold !" 

"  Death,  Death  1  I  go  to  •  doom  onblest. 

If  this  indeed  must  be ; 
Bnl  the  cross  is  bound  upon  my  breast, 

And  I  may  not  shrink  for  thee  1 

"  Sound,  cittion,  sound !— for  my  vows  are  given 

To  the  cause  of  the  holy  shrine ; 
I  bow  my  soul  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 

O  Death!— and  not  to  thine  1" 


THE  TWO  VOICES. 

Two  solemn  Voices,  in  a  funeral  strain. 
Met  as  rich  smibearos  and  dark  bursts  of  rain 

Meet  in  the  sky : 


"  Thou  art  gone  hence !"  one  sang;  "  Our  light  if 

flown, 
Our  beautiful,  that  seemed  toe  much  our  own, 

Ever  to  die. 

"  Thou  art  gone  hence !— our  joyous  hills  among 
Never  again  to  pour  thy  soul  in  song^ 

When  spring-flowers  rise ! 
Never  the  fiiend's  familiar  step  to  meet 
With  loving  laughter,  and  the  wekome  sweet 

Of  thy  glad  eyes." 

"Thou  art  gone  home^  gone  homeT  then,  high 

and  clear, 
Warbled  that  other  Voice :  "  Thou  bast  no  tear 

Again  to  shed. 
Never  to  fold  the  robe  o'er  secret  pain. 
Never,  weighed  down  by  Memory's  clouds,  again 

To  bow  thy  head. 

"Thou  art  gone  hoipe!  oh!  early  crowned  and 

blest! 
Where  could  the  love  of  that  deep  heart  find  rest 

With  aught  below  1 
Thou  must  have  seen  rich  dream  by  dream  decay. 
All  the  bright  rose-leaves  drop  from  life  away — 

Thrice  blest  to  go!" 

Yet  sighed  again  that  breeze-like  Voice  of  grief— 
"  Thou  art  gone  hence !  alas!  that  aught  so  brief, 

So  bved  should  be ! 
Thou  tak'st  our  summer  hence ! — the  flower,  the 

tone, 
The  music  of  our  being,  all  in  one. 

Depart  with  thee ! 

"  Fair  form,  young  spirit,  morning  tiilon  fled  I 
Canst  thou  be  of  the  dead,  the  awful  deadi 

The  dark  unkoownl 
Yes !  to  the  dwelling  where  no  footsteps  faDi 
Never  again  to  light  up  hearth  or  hall, 

Thy  smile  is  gone!" 

"Home,  home!"  once  more  th'  exulting  Voice 

arose: 
"  Thou  art  gone  home !  from  that  divine  lepoee 

Never  to  roam  I 
Never  to  say  farewell,  to  weep  in  vain. 
To  read  of  change,  in  eyes  beloved,  again — 

Thou  art  gone  home ! 

"  By  the  bright  waters  now  thy  lot  is  cast, — 
Joy  for  thee,  happy  friend !  thy  bark  hath  past 

The  rough  sea's  foam ! 
Now  the  lon^yeamings  of  thy  soul  are  stilled, — 
Home!  home! — thy  peace  is  won,  thy  heart  b 
filled. 

— Thou  art  gpOA  Wsbm^^* 
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THE  PARTING  SHIP. 


A  glittering  ship  that  hath  the  plain 
Of  ocean  for  her  own  domain. 


WordatDorth, 


Gh>,  in  thy  glory,  o'er  the  ancient 

Take  with  thee  gentle  winds  thy  sails  to  swell ; 
Sunshine  and  joy  upon  thy  streamers  be, — 

Fare  thee  well,  bark,  fiuewell  1 

Proadly  the  flashing  billow  thoa  hast  cleft, 
The  breeze  yet  follows  thee  with  cheer  and  song ; 

Who  now  of  storms  hath  dream  or  memory  leftl 
And  yet  the  deep  is  strong  I 

Bat  go  thou  triumphing,  while  still  the  smiles 
Of  summer  tremble  on  the  water's  breast ! 

Thou  shah  be  greeted  by  a  thousand  isles, 
In  lone,  wild  beauty  drelt 

To  thee  a  welcome,  breathing  o*6r  the  tide, 
The  genii  groves  of  Araby  shall  pour; 

Waves  that  enfold  the  pearl  shall  bathe  thy  side, 
On  the  old  Indian  shore. 

Oft  shall  the  shadow  of  the  palm-tree  lie 
O'er  glassy  bays  wherein  thy  sails  are  furled. 

And  its  leaves  whisper,  as  the  wind  sweeps  by. 
Tales  of  the  elder  world. 

Oft  shall  the  burning  stars  of  Southern  skies, 
On  the  mid-ocMn  see  thee  chained  in  sleep, 

A  lonely  home  for  human  thoughts  and  ties. 
Between  the  heavens  and  deep. 

Blue  seas  that  roll  on  gorgeous  coasts  renowned. 
By  night  shall  sparkle  where  thy  prow  makes 
way, 

Strange  creatures  of  the  abyss  that  none  may  sound. 
In  thy  brofld  wake  shall  play. 

From  hills  unknown,  in  mingled  joy  and  fear. 
Free  dusky  tribes  shall  pour,  thy  flag  to  mark; 

Blessings  go  with  thee  on  thy  lone  career ! 
Hail,  and  fiurewell,  thou  bark ! 

A  long  &rewell ! — Thou  wilt  not  bring  us  back, 
All  whom  thou  bearest  fiur  from  home  and  hearth. 

Many  afe  thine,  whose  steps  no  more  shall  track 
Their  own  sweet  native  earth  I 

Some  wilt  thou  leave  beneath  the  plantain's  shade. 
Where  through  the  foliage  Indian  suns  look 
bright ; 

Some,  in  the  snows  of  wintry  regions  kid, 
B^  the  cold  northern  light 


And  some,  far  dpwn  belmw  the  sounding  wave,- 
Still  shall  they  lie,  though  temped*  o'a  tb 
sweep; 

Never  may  flower  be  strewn  above  their  grave 
Never  may  sister  weep  I 

And  thou— the  billow's  queen— even  fhy  pro 
form 

On  our  glad  sight  no  more  perchance  may  fwi 
Yet  God  alike  is  in  the  calm  and 

Fare  thee  well,  bark  1  (avewell  I 


THE  LAST  TREE  OF  THE  FOREST 

Whisper,  thou  Tree,  thou  lonely  Tree, 

One,  where  a  thousand  stood ! 
Well  might  proud  tales  be  told  by  tBee, 

Last  of  the  solemn  wood  I 

Dwells  there  no  voice  amidst  thy  boughs, 
With  leaves  yet  darkly  green  1 

Stillness  is  round,  and  noontide  glow»— 
Tell  us  what  thou  hast  seen. 

"  I  have  seen  the  forest  shadows  fie 
Where  men  now  reap  the  com ; 

I  have  seen  the  kingly  chase  rush  by 
Through  the  deep  glades  at  moriL 

"  With  the  glance  of  many  a  gallant  speir. 
And  the  wave  of  many  a  plume, 

And  the  bounding  of  a  hundred  deer. 
It  hath  lit  the  woodland's  gkxMD. ' 


"  I  have  seen  the  knight  and  his  train 
With  his  banner  borne  on  high ; 

O'er  all  my  leaves  there  was  brightness  cMt 
From  his  gleaming  panoply. 

"  The  Pilgrim  at  my  feet  hath  laid 
His  palm  branch  'midst  the  flowert, 

And  told  his  beads,  and  meekly  prayed, 
Kneeling,  at  vesper-hours. 

"  And  the  merry-men  of  wild  and  glen, 

In  the  green  array  they  Wore, 
Have  feasted  here  vrith  the  red  wine^  cheVj 

And  the  hunter's  song  of  yore. 

"  And  the  minstrel,  resting  in  my  shade, 

Hath  made  the  foresC  ring 
With  the  lordly  tale»  of  the  high  Crusade, 

Once  loved  by  chief  and  king. 

"But  now  the  noble  fimns  are  gone, 

That  walked  the  earthed  old; 
The  soft  wind  hath  a  mournful  tone, 

The  sunny  light  looks  ooki. 
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Bie  is  no  glory  left  tM  now, 
ke  the  glory  ^ith  the  dead  :— 
lid  that  where  they  slumber  low 
f  latest  leaves  were  shed  1" 

thou  dark  Tree,  thou  lonely  Tree, 
itt  mournest  for  the  past! 
ifant's  home  in  thy  shades  I  see, 
ibowered  from  every  blast. 

•ely  and  a  mirthful  sound 
laughter  meets  mine  ear ; 
he  poor  man's  children  sport  around 
.  the  turf,  with  nought  to  fear. 


lend  that  cabin's  wall 
bappy  summer-glow ; 
the  open  door  stands  firee  to  all 
r  it  recks  not  of  a  foe. 

the  village  bells  are  on  the  breeze, 
at  stirs  thy  leaf,  dark  Tree  I 
can  I  mourn,  'midst  things  like  these, 
r  the  stormy  past,  with  theel 


THE  STREAMS. 


ver,  the  beauty,  and  Uw  majetty, 

d  their  hannta  in  dale  or  piny  moiuitain, 

t  by  alow  ■(ream,  or  pebbly  apring, 

nia  and  watery  depths;  all  those  have  vaniidied  I 

re  tx>  longer  in  the  faith  of  heaven, 

i  the  heart  doth  need  a  language  I 

OoUridgea  WaOenttein. 


)  been  holy,  O  founts  and  Boods! 
e  ancient  uid  solemn  woods, 
are  bom  of  the  valleys  deep, 
le  water-flowers  on  your  breast  aaleq>, 
that  gush  from  the  sounding  caves- 
Hallowed  have  been  your  waves. 

id  by  man,  and  his  dreams  of  old, 
ings  not  of  this  mortal  mould 

I,  and  deathless,  and  wondrous  powers, 
voice  he  heard  in  his  lonely  hours, 
ight  with  its  fancied  sound  to  still 

The  heart  earth  could  not  fill' 

re  the  flowers  of  bright  summers  gone, 
ir  sweet  waters,  ye  streams !  were  thrown 
id  of  gifts,  to  the  sunny  sea 
)  swept  along  in  your  wanderings  firee, 
illed  to  the  murmur  of  many  a  vow — 
Where  all  is  silent  now ! 

ns  it  strange  that  the  heart  hath  been 
d  in  love  to  your  margins  green; 

II,  though  ruined,  your  early  shrines 
y'gleam  through  the  southern  vines 


And  the  ivyed  chapels  of  colder  skies. 
On  your  wild  banks  arise. 

For  the  loveUest  scenes  of  the  glowing  earth. 
Are  those,  bright  streams!  where  your  iq[Nnngf 

have  birth; 
Whether  their  cavemed  murmur  fills, 
With  a  tone  of  plaint  the  hollow  hills, 
Or  the  glad  sweet  Uugh  of  their  healthful  flow 
Is  heard  'midst  the  hamlets  low. 

Or  whether  ye  gladden  the  desert-sands, 
With  a  joyous  music  to  Pilgrim  t>ands. 
And  a  flash  from  under  some  ancient  rock, 
Where  a  shepherd-king  might  have  watched  his 

flock, 
Where  a  few  lone  palm-trees  lift  their  heads, 
And  a  green  Acacia  spreads. 

Or  whether,  in  bright  old  lands  renowned. 
The  laurels  thrill  to  your  first-bom  sound. 
And  the  shadow,  flung  from  the  Grecian  pine. 
Sweeps  with  the  breeze  o'er  your  gleaming  Une, 
And  the  tall  reeds  whisper  to  your  waves 
Beside  heroic  graves. 

Voices  and  lights  of  the  lonely  place ! 
By  the  freshest  fern  your  path  we  trace ; 
By  the  brightest  cups  on  the  emerald  mosi^ 
Whose  fairy  goblets  the  turf  emboss, 
By  the  rainbow-glandng  of  insect-wings, 
In  a  thousand  mazy  rings. 

There  sucks  the  bee,  for  the  richest  flowers 
Are  all  your  own  through  the  summer-hours : 
There  the  proud  stag  his  fair  image  knows, 
Traced  on  your  glass  beneath  alder-boughs. 
And  the  Halcyon's  breast,  like  the  skies  arrayed, 
Gleams  through  the  willow-ehAdc. 

But  the  wild  sweet  tales,  that  with  elves  and  fitys 
Peopled  your  banks  in  dden  days, 
And  the  memory  left  by  departed  love. 
To  jrour  antique  founts  in  glen  and  gR>ve, 
And  the  glory  bora  of  the  poet's  dreams — 

ThcBc  are  your  charms,  bright  streams  I 

Now  is  the  time  of  your  flowery  rites, 
Grone  by  with  its  dances  and  young  delights : 
From  your  marble  urns  ye  have  burst  away. 
From  your  chapel-cells  to  the  laughing  day; 
Low  lie  your  altars  with  moss  o'ergrown, 

— And  the  woods  again  are  lone.       • 

Yet  holy  still  be  your  living  springs 
Haunts  of  all  gentle  and  gladsome  things! 
Holy,  to  converse  with  nature's  k>Te, 
That  gives  the  worn  spirit  its  youth  once  more, 
And  to  silent  thoughts  of  the  love  dt^ne, 
Making  the  heart  a  shrine ! 
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THE  VOICE  OP  THE  WIND. 

Then  ia  no(hing  in  the  wide  vnjrXd  so  lilw  the  voice  of  a  spi* 
riL— (?roy*tf  Lettera. 

Oh!  many  a  voice  is  thine,  thoa  Wind!  full  many 
a  vdce  is  thine, 

From  every  scene  thy  wing  o'enweeps  thou  hear< 
est  a  sound  and  sign ; 

A  minstrel  wild  and  strong  thoU  art,  with  a  mas- 
tery all  thine  own, 

And  the  spir|t  is  thy  harp,  O  Wind!  that  gives 
the  answering  tone. 

Thoa  hast  heen  across  red  fields  of  war,  whero 

shivered  helmets  lie, 
And  thou  bringest  thence  the  thrilling  note  of  a 

clarion  in  the  sky, 
A  mstlii^  of  proud  banner-folds,  a  peal  of  stormy 

drums,— 
AD  these  are  in  thy  music  met,  as  when  a  leader 

comes. 

Thoa  hast  been  o'er  solitary  seas,  and  from  their 
wastes  brought  back 

Eaeh  noise  of  waters  that  awoke  in  the  mystery  of 
thy  track; 

The  chime  of  low  soft  southern  waves  on  some 
green  palmy  shore. 

The  hoUow  roll  of  distant  surge,  the  gathered  bil- 
lows roar. 

Thou  art  come  from  forests  dark  and  deep,  thou 

mighty  rushing  Wind! 
And  thou  bearest  all  their  unisons  in  one  full  swell 

combined; 
The  restless  pines,  the  moaning  stream,  all  hidden 

things  and  free, 
Of  the  dim  ok!  sounding  wilderness,  have  lent 

their  soul  to  thee. 

Thou  art  come  from  cities  lighted  up  for  the  con- 
queror passing  by, 

Thou  ait  wafting  from  their  streets  a  sound  of 
haughty  revelry; 

The  rolling  of  triumphant  wheels,  the  harpings  In 
the  hall, 

The  far-off  shout  of  multitudes,  are  in  thy  rise  and 
faU. 

Thod  art  come  from  kingly  tombs  and  shrines, 

from  ancient  minsters  vast. 
Through  the  dark  allies  of  a  thousand  years  thy 

lonely  wing  hath  passed ; 
Thou  hast  caught  the  anthem's  billowy  swell,  the 

stately  dirge's  tone, 
For  a  chief,  with  sword,  and  sl^ld,  and  hehn,  to 

his  place  of  slumber  gone. 


Thoa  art  come  fiom  long-forsaken  hamei,  whoMi 

our  young  days  flew. 
Thou  hak  found  sweet  voices  fingering  tfaoe,  Ai 

loved,  the  kind,  the  true; 
Thou  callcst  back  those  melodies,  though  now  d 

changed  and  fled, — 
Be  still,  be  still,  and  haunt  us  not  wifii  moae 

fhttn  the  dead! 

Are  all  these  notes  in  theCj  wild  Windl  thae 

many  notes  in  thee? 
Far  in  our  own  unfathomed  sook  their  fbontiml 

surely  be; 
Yes!    buried,  but    onsleepinig^    then  Tho^ 

watches.  Memory  lies. 
From  whose  deep  urn   the  tones  are  poond^ 

through  all  Earth's  haimonies. 


THE  VIGIL  OP  ARBdS.* 

A  BOiTNDiNO  step  vras  beard  by  night 

In  a  church  where  the  mighty  slept, 
As  a  mail-dad  youth,  till  morning's  fight. 

Midst  the  tombs  his  vigil  kept 
He  walked  in  dreams  of  power  and  <^|n^^ 

He  lifted  a  proud,  bright  eye, 
For  the -hours  were  few  that  withheld  his 

From  the  roll  of  chivalry. 

Down  the  moon-lit  aisles  he  paced  alone, 

With  a  free  and  stately  tread ; 
And  the  floor  gave  back  a  moflM  tome 

From  the  couches  of  the  dead : 
The  silent  many  that  round  him  lay, 

The  crowned  and  helmed  that  were, 
The  haughty  chiefs  of  the  war-amy 

Each  in  his  sepukhre! 


But  no  dim  warning  of  tone  or  &te 

That  youth's  flushed  hopes  coakl  chill. 
He  moved  through  the.  trophies  of  buried 

With  each  proud  pulse  tl^robbing  stilL 
He  heard,  as  the  wind  through  the  chaneelsui^ 

A  swell  of  the  trumpet's  breath; 
He  looked  to  the  bannen  on  high  that  hong. 

And  not  to  the  dust  beneath. 

And  a  royal  masque  of  splendour  seemed 
Before  him  to  unfold ;  -' 

Through  the  solemn  arches  on  it  streamed, 
With  many  a  gleam  of  gold : 


*  lite  candidate  for  Imi^hon]  wae  tinAer  the 
of  keeping  watch,  the  night  befbio  hia  iimi^nntiaa,  ki  i 
church,  and  completely  armed.  Thb  'me  ^^nirf  n^  VM 
of  Anna." 
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rere  crested  knight,  and  gurgeous  dftme, 
fing  athw&rt  the  gloom, 
followed,  till  his  bold  step  came 
8  warrior-father's  tomb. 

» the  still  and  shadowy  might 

a  monumental  stone, 

)  holy  sleep  of  the  soft  lamp's  light, 

over  its  quiet  shone, 

$  image  of  that  sire,  who  died 

I  noonday  of  renown — 

tad  a  power  unto  which  the  pride 

ly  life  bowed  down. 

pint  firom  his  early  years 
I  back  o'er  his  thoughts  to  more, 
eye  was  filled  with  memory's  tears, 
lus  lieart  with  childhood's  lovel 
looked,  with  a  change  in  his  softening 
lance, 

e  armour  o'er  the  grave, — 
«  they  hung,  the  shield  and  lance, 
:he  gauntlet  of  the  brave. 

I  sword  of  many  a  field  was  there, 

its  cross  for  the  hour  of  need, 

the  knight's  bold  war-cry  hath  sunk  in 

fayer, 

Jie  spear  is  a  broken  reed ! 

1  did  a  breeze  through  the  armour  sigh? 

tie  folds  of  the  banner  shakel 

—firom  the  tomb's  dark  mysteiy 

;  seemed  a  voice  to  break! 

heard  that  voice  bid  clarions  blow, 
id  caught  its  last  blessing's  breath, — 
tie  same— but  its  awful  sweetness  now 
m  under  tone  of  death! 
taid, — "  The  sword  hath  conquered  kings, 
he  spear  through  realms  hath  passed; 
cross,  alone,  of  all  these  things, 
taid  me  at  the  last" 


lEART  OP  BRUCE  IN  MELROSE 
ABBEY. 

;T !  that  didst  press  forward  still,* 
re  the  trumpet's  note  rang  shrill, 
re  the  knightly  swords  were  crossing, 
the  plumes  like  sea-foam  tossing, 
!r  of  tha  charging  spear, 
heart  1— and  Uest  thou  here  ? 
this  narrow  spot  inum 
t  that  so  could  beat  and  bom  1 


I  thou  fonjprd,  as  thou  wen  wont,  and  DouglaB 
V  thee  or  die !"  With  theae  words  Douglas  threw 
the  heart  of  Bnioe,  Into  mkl-batile  agaioat  the  Moon 


Heart !  that  lovedst  the  clarion's  blast, 
Silent  is  t^y  place  at  last ; 
Silent, — save  when  early  bird 
Sings  where  once  the  mass  was  heard ; 
Silent— save  when  breeze's  moan 
Comes  through  flowers  or  fretted  stone ; 
And  the  wild-rose  waves  around  thee. 
And  the  long  dark  grass  hath  bound  thee,- 
— Sleep'st  thou,  as  the  swain  might  sleep, 
In  this  nameless  valley  deep  7 

No !  brave  heart ! — though  cold  and  lone 
Kingly  power  is  yet  thine  own ! 
Feel  I  not  thy  spirit  brood 
O'er  the  whispering  solitude  1 
Lo !  at  one  high  thought  of  thee^ 
Fast  they  rise,  the  bold,  the  free, 
Sweeping  past  thy  lowly  bed, 
With  a  mute,  yet  stately  tread. 
Shedding  their  pale  armour's  light 
Forth  upon  the  breatl^less  night, 
Bending  every  wariike  plume 
In  the  prayer  o'er  saintly  tomb. 

is  the  noble  Douglas  nigh, 
Armed  to  follow  thee,  or  die  1 
Now,  true  heart,  as  thou  wert  wdht, 
Paiv  thou  to  the  peril's  front ! 
Where  the  banner-spear  is  gleaming, 
And  the  battle's  red  wine  streaming, 
Till  the  Paynim  quail  before  thee, 
Till  the  cross  wave  proudly  o'er  thee ; — 
— Dreams !  the  falling  of  a  leaf 
Wins  me  from  their  splendours  brief; 
Dreams,  yet  bright  ones !  scorn  them  not. 
Thou  that  seek*st  the  holy  spot ; 
Nor,  amidst  its  lone  dotnain, 
Call  the  faith  in  reUcs  vain ! 


NATURE'S  FAREWELL. 

The  beautiful  ia  vanlihed,  and  reuirna  not 

Coleridge'*  WaUenstan, 

A  YOUTH  rode  forth  from  his  childhood's  home, 
Thfnwgh  the  crowded  paths  of  the  world  to  roam, 
And  the  green  leaves  whispered,  as  he  passed, 
"  Wherefore,  thou  dreaq^r,  away  so  fast  7 

"  Knew'st  thou  with  what  thou  art  parting  here, 
Long  wouldst  thou  linger  in  doubt  and  fear; 
Thy  heart's  light  laughter,  tlyr  sunny  hours. 
Thou  hast  left  in  our  shades  with  the  spring's  wild 
flowers. 

**  Under  the  arch  by  our  mingling  made, 
Thou  and  thy  brother  have  gaily  played  ; 
Ye  may  meet  again  where  ye  roved  of  yore. 
But  as  ye  have  met  there — ofait  nev«t  insn^V 
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On  rede  the  yootb— tad  the  booghs  amongi^ 
Thu^  the  free  birds  o'er  his  pathway  Mug :  - 
"  Wherefore  so  fast  unto  life  away  1 
Thou  art  leaving  ibr  ever  thy  joy  in  oar  Uy  I 

*<  Thoa  mayst  come  to  the  summer  woods  again, 
And  thy  heart  have  no  echo  to  greet  their  strain ; 
Afar  from  the  foliage  its  love  will  dwell— 
A  diange  must  fiass  o'er  thee — farewell,  fiurewell !" 

On  rede  the  youth : — and  the  founts  and  streams 
Thus  mingled  a  voice  with  his  joyous  dreams  : 
— "  We  have  been  thy  playmates  through  many  a 

day, 
Wherefore  thus  leave  us  1— oh !  yet  delay  I 

"  Listen  but  once  to  the  sound  of  our  mirth  1 
For  thee  't  b  a  mclodj^wwsing  from  earth. 
Never  again  wilt  thou  find  in  its  flow, 
The  peace  it  could  once  on  thy  heart  bestow. 

**  Thou  wih  visit  the  scenes  of  thy  childhood's  glee, 
With  the  breath  of  the  world  on  thy  spirit  free ; 
Panion  and  sorrow  its  depth  will  have  stirred, 
And  the  singing  of  waters  be  vainly  heard. 

^  Thoa  wilt  bear  in  our  gladsome  Uugh  no  part — 
What  should  ft  do  for  a  burning  heart  1 
Thou  wilt  bring  to  the  banks  of  our  fresheit  rill. 
Thirst  which  no  fountain  on  earth  may  stilL 

"  Farewell ! — when  thou  comest  again  to  thine  own, 
Thou  wilt  miss  from  our  music  its  loveliest  tone ; 
Mournfully  true  is  the  tale  we  tell — 
Yet  on,  fieiy  dreamer !  farewell,  farewell !" 

And  a  something  of  gloom  on  his  spirit  weighed, 
As  he  caught  the  last  sounds  of  his  native  shade ; 
But  he  knew  not,  till  many  a  bright  spell  broke. 
How  deep  were  the  oracles  Nature  spoke  1 


THE  BEINGS  OF  THE  MIND. 


Hie  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  Qf  day ; 

Eaentialljr  immortal,  thejr  create 

And  multiply  in  lu  a  brighter  my, 

And  more  beloved  existence ;  that  wlilch  FtJ» 

Prohibits  to  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 

Of  mortal  bondage. 

Byron. 

CoMB»t»  tne  with  your  triumphs  and  your  woes. 
Ye  forms,  to  life  by  glorious  poets  brought ! 

I  lit  alone  wllh  flowers  and  vernal  boughs, 
In  the  deep  shadow  of  a  voiceless  thought ; 

'Midst  the  glad  music  of  the  spring  alone, 

And  sorrowful  for  visions  that  are  gone  I 

Come  to  me!  make  your  thrilling  whispen  heard. 
Ye,  by  those  mastera  of  the  soul  endowed 


With  life,  and  love,  and  many  a  burning  woid, 
That  bursts  from  grief,  like  lightning  from  a 
cloud, 
And  smite*  the  heart,  till  all  its  chords  reply, 
As  leaves  make  answer  when  the  wind  sweeps  by. 

Come  to  me  f  visit  my  dim  haunt ! — the  sound 
Of  hidden  spring!  is  in  the  grass  beneath ; 

The  stock-dove's  note  above ;  and  all  aroand, 
The  poesy  that  with  the  violet's  breath 

Floats  through  the  air,  in  rich  and  sadden  stretmi, 

Mingling,  like  music,  with  the  soul's  deep  dmmi. 

Friends,  friends ! — for  such  to  my  lone  heart  ye 
are — 

Unchanging  ones !  fit>m  whose  immortal  eyei 
The  glory  melts  not  as  a  waning  star, 

And  the  sweet  kindness  never,  never' dies; 
Bright  children  of  the  bard !  o'er  this  green  dd 
Pass  once  again,  and  light  it  with  your  spell  I 

Imogen !  fair  Fidele !  meekly  blending 
In  patient  grief,  "  a  smiling  with  a  sigh;*^ 

And  thou,  Cordelia!  faithful  daughter,  tendiiig 
That  sire,  an  outcast  to  the  bitter  sky ; 

Thou  of  the  soft  low  voice! — thou  art  not  gone! 

Still  breathes  for  me  its  fidnt  and  flute-like  tow. 

And  come  to  me ! — sing  me  thy  wiOow-strain, 
Sweet  Desdemona !  with  the  sad  surpriK 

In  thy  beseeching  glanoe,  where  still,  though  nin, 
Undimmed,  unquenchable  affection  ties; 

Cotne,  bowing  thy  youi|g  head  to  wrong  and  flcan, 

As  a  frail  hyacinth,  by  showen  o'erboroe. 

And  thou,  too,  fiiur  Ophelia !  flowen  are  heve, 

That  well  might  win  thy  footsteps  to  the  spot- 
Pale  cowslips,  meet  for  maiden's  early  bier. 

And  pansies  for  sad  thoughts,t — but  needed  not  I 
Come  with  thy  wreaths,  and  all  the  love  and  figfal 
In  that  wild  eye  still  tremulously  bright 

And  Juliet,  vision  of  the  south  1  enshrining 
All  gifts  that  unto  its  rich  heaven  belong 

The  glow,  the  sweetness,  in  its  rose  oombining, 
The  soul  its  nightingales  pour  forth  in  song! 

Thou,  making  death  deep  joyi — but  eouldd  thM 
diet 

No! — thy  young  love  hath  immortality! 

From  earth's  bright  faces  fades  the  light  of  mors, 
From  earth's  glad  voices  drops  the  joyous  tone; 

But  ye,  the  children  of  the  soul,  were  bom 
Deathless,  and  for  undying  love  alone; 

And,  oh !  ye  beautiful  f  t  is  well,  how  well, 

In  the  soul's  worid,  with  you,  where  change  is  not, 
to  dwell! 


*  Nobly  ttyokas 
A  smiling  with  a  sigh, 
t  Here  *•  pansies  for  you— that's  for  thnmhii  ' ItawM 
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THE  LYRE'S  LAMENT. 


A  lu|»  lyn  hmif  In  an  opening  of  (he  lod^  tod  gSTe  fbfth 
to  melancboly  music  to  the  wind— but  no  bninan  bting 
to  tw  enfoi     fkilath  kt  * 


A  DEEP-TONED  hjie  huog  miinnunxig 

To  the  wild  wind  of  the  sea : 
"  O  mekncholy  wind/'  it  sighed, 

"  What  would  thy  breath  with  Biel 

**  Thoa  canst  not  wake  the  spirit 

That  in  me  slumbering  lies, 
Thou  strikest  not  forth  th'  electric  fire     • 

Of  buried  melodies. 

"  Wind  of  the  dark  sea-waters ! 

Thou  dost  but  sweep  my  strings 
Into  wild  gusts  of  moumfulness, 

With  the  rushing  of  thy  wings. 

"  But  the  spell— the  gift— the  lightning— 

Within  my  firame  concealed, 
Must  I  moulder  on  the  rock  away. 

With  their  triumphs  unrepealed  1 

**  I  have  power,  high  power,  for  freedom 

To  wake  the  burning  soul  j 
I  have  sounds  that  through  the  ancient  hills 

Like  a  torrent's  voice  might  roll 

"  I  have  pealing  notes  of  victory 
That  might  welcome  kings  firom  war ; 

I  have  rich  deep  tones  to  send  the  wail 
For  a  hero's  dealh  afar. 

"  I  have  chords  to  Hft  the  psan 

From  the  temple  to  the  sky,      ' 
Foil  u  the  forest-unisons 

When  sweeping  winds  are  high 

"  And  Love — for  Love's  lone  sorrow 

I  have  accents  that  might  swell 
Tfaiottgh  the  summer  air  with  the  rose*s  breath, 

Or  the  violet's  faint  farewell : 

"  Soft— spiritual — ^mournful — 

Sighs  in  each  note  enshrined — 
But  who  shall  call  that  sweetness  forth  1 

TTuu  canst  not,  ooean-vrind ! 

"  I  pass  without  my  glory. 

Forgotten  I  decay — 
Where  is  the  touch  to  give  me  lifol 

— WiM  fitful  wind,  away !" 

So  sighed  the  broken  music 

That  in  gladness  had  no  part 
How  like  art  thou,  neglected  Lyre, 

To  many  a  human  heart ! 


TASSO'S  CORONATION/ 

<    A  crofm  of  rictory  f  a oiiimphal  soogt 

Oh !  call  some  friend,  upcHi  wImmb  pit  jtns  heait 
The  wesry  ooemay  calmly  ilnlc  to  mt : 
Let  aoDie  kind  voices  tMride  hk  lowly  eooch, 
Four  the  last  prayer  for  mortal  agony  I 

A  trumpet's  note 'is  in  the  sky,  in  the  glorioof 

Roman  sky. 
Whose  dome  hath  nttng,  so  many  an  age,  to  the 

voice  of  victory; 
There  is  crowding  to  the.  capitol,  the  imperial 

streets  along, 
For  again  a  conqueror  must  be  crowned, — a  kingly 

child  of  song : 

Yet  his  chariot  lingers, 
Yet  around  his  home 
Broods  a  shadow  silently, 
'Midst  the  joy  of  Rome. 

• 

A  thousand  thousand  laurel  boughs  are  waving 

wide  and  far. 
To  shed  out  their  triumphal  gleams  around  his 

rolling  car; 
A  thousand  haunts  of  olden  gods  have  given  their 

wealth  of  flowers. 
To  scatter  o'er  his  path  of  fame  bright  hues  in 

gemlike  showers. 

• 

Peace!  within  his  chamber  • 

Low  the  mighty  lies; 
With  a  cloud  of  dreams  on  his  noble  brow, 
And  a  wandering  in  his  eyes. 

Sing,  ttng  for  him,  the  ford  of  song,  for  him,  whose 

rushing  strain 
In  masteiy  o'er  the  spirit  sweeps,  like  a  strong 

vrind  o'er  the  main ! 
Whose  voice  lives  deep  in  burning  hearts,  for  ever 

there  to  dwell. 
As  full-toned  oracles  are  shrined  in  a  temple's  ho- 

Uest  cell. 

Yes!  for  him,  the  victor. 
Sing, — but  low,  sing  low ! 
A  soft  sad  miserere  chant 
For  a  soul  about  to  go! 

The  sun,  the  sun  of  Italy  is  pouring  o'^r  his  way, 
When  the  old  three  hundred  triumphs  mosed,  a 

flood  of  golden  day ; 
Streaming  through  every  haughty  ardh  of  th»  C»- 

sais'  past  renown — 
Bring  foith,  in  that  exulting  light,  the  oonqoerar 

for  his  crown! 

*  Tmn  died  at  Rome  on  the  day  before  that  appolntad  ki 
his  Ooransilon  in  the  GnritoL 
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Shut  the  proucLbright  sumhine 
From  the  fading  sight! 
Th'eie  needs  no  ray  by  the  bed  of  death, 
Bave  the  l^oly  taper's  lig^ 

Hie  wreath  is  tmiied,^-the  'way  is  strewn — ^the 

lordly 'train  are  met — 
The  strnf ts.  are  hung  with  coronals— ^why  stays 

the  minstrel  yet  1 
Shout!  as  aii  ajrpiy  shouts  in  joy  around  a  royal 

chief—     ^  * 
Bring  forth  the  baid  of  chivalry,  tha  bard  of  bve 

and  grief! 

Silence!  forth  we  bring  him, 

In  his  last  ttsokf.', 

From  IfT^e  and  grief  the  freed,  the  flown— 

Way  for  the  bier — make  way! 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 

"  I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land, 
Thon  callest  its  children  a  happy  band ; 
Mother !  oh  where  is  that  radiant  shore  1 . 
Shall  we  not  seek  it,  and  weep  no  more  1 
Is  it  where  the  flower  of  the  orange  blows, 
And   the  fire-flies  glance   through  the  myrtle 
boughs  r* 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child'" 

"  Is  it  whero  the  feathery  palm-trees  rise,. 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  1 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  seas, 
Where  fragrant  fosests  perfume  the  breeze. 
And  strange,  bright  birds,  on  their  starry  wings, 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things  1** 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child!" 

"  Is  it  &r  away,  in  some  region  old, 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o'er  sands  of  gold  1 — 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shine, 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine, 
And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  fix>m  the  coral  strand  1 — 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  1^ 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child!" 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy ! 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  deep  songs  of  joy ; 
Dreams  can  not  picture  a  world  so  fair — 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom, 
For  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, 
— It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child  1" 


THE  WOUNDED  EAGLE. 

Eagle!  this  is  not  thy  sphere! 
Warrior  bird!  what  seekest  thou  here? 
Wherefore  by  the  fountam's  brink 
Doth  thy  royal  pinion  sink? 


Wherelbra  on.the  violet's  bed 
Layest  thou  thus  thy -droo|nng  head? 
Thou,  that  hdld'st  the  bUust  in  ecotn, 
Thou,  that  wear'st  the  winga  t£  moral 

Eagle!  wilt  thou  not  arise? 
Look  upon  thine  own  bright  skies ! 
Lift  thy  glance !  the  fiery  sun 
There  his  pride  of  place  hath  won ! 
And  the  mountain  lark  is  there,  * 
And  sweet  sound  hath  filled  the  air; 
Hast  thou  left  that  realm  on  high? 
Oh!  it  can  be  but  to  die! 

]^agle.  Eagle!  thou  hast  bowed 
From  thine  empire  o'er  the  cloud! 
Thou  that  hadst  ethereal  birth, 
Thou  hast  stooped  too  near  the  earth, 
And  the  hunter's  shaft  hath  found  th«^ 
And  the  toils  of  death  have  bound  thesl 
— Wherefore  didst  thou  leave  thy  pltoe^ 
Creature  of  a  kingly  race  ? 

Wert  thou  weary  of  thy  throne? 
Was  the  sky's  dominion  lone? 
Chill  and  lone  it  well  might  be, 
Yet  that  mighty  wing  was  firee  f 
Now  the  chain  is  o'er  it  cast, 
From  thy  heat  the  blood  flows  &st, 
— Wo  for  gifted  souls  and  high ! 
Is  not  such  their  destiny? 


SADNESS  AND  MIRTH. 

Na^  then,  wild  fits  of  uneuited  '■«^hw 
Athwart  th%gloom7  tenor  of  your  mind, 
As  it  has  lowered  of  late,  so  Iceealj  ^-i^^ 
l^nsuited  seem,  and  strange. 

Oh!  nochini;azu^! 
I>idat  thou  ne'er  see  the  swallow'B  veerii^  bn«l, 
Winging  the  air  beneath  aome  murky  dood, 
In  the  (unned  glimpses  of  a  troubled  day. 
Shiver  in  silvery  brightnenl 
Or  boatman's  oar,  as  vivi^  lightning  flah 
In  the  faint  glcsam,  that  like  a  spirit's  path, 
Tracka  the  sUU  waters  of  aome  sullen  lakel 

O,  gentle  friend ! 
Chide  not  her  mirth,  wlio  yeaterrlay  ra  ad, 
And  may  be  ao  to-moirow  U^ocmna  BaUMe. 

Ye  met  at  the  stately,  feasts  of  old, 

Where  the  bright  wine  foamed  over  sculptond 

gold, 
Sadness  and  Mirth  l—ye  were  mingled  there 
With  the  sound  of  the  lyre  in  the  scented  air ; 
As  the  cloud  and  the  lightning  are  blent  on  high, 
Ye  mixed  in  the  gorgeous  revelry. 

For  there  hung  o'er  the  banquets  of  yore  a  gloom, 
A  thought  and  a  shadow  of  the  tomb; 
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e  flote-notet  an  onder-tone,    ^ 
a  oolouriiig  -not  its  own, 
ii  of  the  myrtle  a  itaonrnful  power- 
Mirth!  ye  had  each  ye«r  dower! 

\  the  triumph  swept  proudly  by, 
Oman  eagles  through  the  sky !    ^ 
e'en  then,  in  his  hour  of  pride, 
the  mighty  within  him  died ; 
in  his  bosom  lay  darkly  still, 
nusic  of  victory  might  never  fill ! 

• 

lere,  oh!  Mirth !  swelling  on  the  shout, 
pies,  like  echo-caves,  rang  out ; 
the  gariands,  the  songs,  the  wine, 
voices  in  air  were  thine, 
B,  the  sunshine — ^but.  Sadness!  thy 

D,  was  the  victor's  hesrt ! 

he  bridal  with  flower  and  tear ; 

id  wildly  ye  meet  by  the  bier ! 

D  from  a  sea-bird's  white  wing  shed, 

itorm  in  its  path  of  dread ; 

oeets  the  breeze  of  a  summer  sky— 

I  Mirth !  so  ye  come  and  fly ! 

the  poet's  haunted  bfeait, 

id  rainbow,  alike  its  guest! 

math  of  the  violet  is  out  in  spring, 

roods  with  the  wakening  of  music  ring, 

uny  spirit  your  currents  pass, 

r  Slid  sunlight  o'er  m^uitain  grass. 

four  parting  be.  Sadness  and  Mirth  1 
m  and  dark  one!— oh  1  never  on  earth ; 
I  triumphs  and  tombs  are  so  near, 
h  and  Love  walk  the  same  dim  sphere, 
m  unfiald  where  the  stor^  may  sweep, 
leart  of  man  is  a  soundless  deep  1 

niles  a  land,  oh !  ye  troubled  paiff 
lave  no  part  in  the  summer  air. 
e  breatldngs  of  changeful  skies, 
IS  and  the  graves  it  lies ; 
day  of  the  lightning  and  cloud  is  done, 
gns  alone,  as  the  lonely  sun! 


fHTINQALE'S  DEATH  SONG. 


In  nsch  dm  NaehtigaDeafiapiS 
BbMdamiDfBQ  melodie 
tsfickten  In  das  Loasei  l^igenl 
r  S9  kng  lie  Uebcen,  mnn  sie. 

AMUtr. 

rpuLLT,  ling  mminiftdly, 
die  away,  my  heart  I 
lee,  the  gkffioQs  rose  ii  gone, 
1 1,  too,  will  depart 
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The  skies  have  lost  their  splendour, 
The  waters  changed  their  tone, 

And  wherefore,  in  the  faded  world, 
Should  mQMe  linger  on  1 

Where  is  the  golden  sunshine, 
And  where  the  flower-cup's  glow  1 

And  where  the  joy  of  the  dancing  lecves, 
And  the  fountain's  laughing  flowl 

A  voice,  in  every  whisper    .  « 
Of  the  wave,  the  bough,  the  air. 

Comes  Siting  for  the  beautiful, 
And  moaning,  "Where,  oh!  where  1" 

Tell  of  the  bpghtness  parted. 
Thou  bee,  thou  laml^at  play ! 

Thou  lark,  in  thy  victorious  mifth ! 
-^Are  ye,  too,  passed  away  1 

Mournfully,  sing  mournfully! 

The  royal  rose  is  gone. 
Melt  from  the  woods,  my  spirit,  melt 

In  one  deep  farewell  tone ! 

Not  so! — swell  forth  triumphantly. 
The  full,  rich,  fervent  strain ! 

Hence  with  young  love  and  life  I  go, 
In  the  suinmer's  joyous  train. 

With  sunshine,  with  sweet  odour. 

With  every  precious  thing. 
Upon  the  last  warm  southern  breeze 

My  soul  its  flight  shall  wing. 

Akme  I  shall  not  linger. 

When  the  days  of  hope  are  past, 
To  watch  the  fall  of  leaf  by  leaf; 

To  wait  the  rushing  blast. 

Triumphantly,  triumphantly! 

Sing  to  the  woods,  I  go! 
For  me,  perchance,  in  other  lands, 

The  glorious  rose  may  Uow. 

The  sky's  transparent  azure. 
And  the  greensward's  violet  breath, 

And  the  dance  of  light  leaves  in  the  wind, 
May  there  know  nought  of  death. 

No  more,  no  more  sing  mournfully, 
Swell  high,  then  break,  my  heart 

With  love,  the  spirit  of  the  woodi^ 
With  summer  I  depart! 


THE  DIVER. 
Hhj  kara  la  inflMng  wfast  thej  tflseh  la  soQg. 

Thou  hast  been  where  the  rocks  of  coral  grow, 
ThoQ  halt  fought  with  eddying  waves; — 

Thy  cheek  is  pale,  and  thy  heart  beats  low, 
Thou  searcher  of  ocean's  camaV 
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Thou  hast  looked  on  the  gleaming  wealth  of  old, 
And  wredu  where  the  brave  have  striTen ; 

The  deep  u  a  strong  and  a  fearful  hold, 
But  thou  its  bar  hast  riven  I  , 

A  wild  and  weary  life  is  thine ; 

A  wasting  task  and  kme, 
Though  treasure-grots  fiyr  thee  may  shine, 

To  all  besides  unknown  I 

A  weary  life !  but  a  swift  decay 

Soon,  soon  shall  set  thee  free; 
Thou  'ft  passing  fast  from  thy  toils  kway, 

Thou  wrestler  with  the  sea ! 

In  thy  dim  eye,  on  th^  hollow  cheek, 

Well  are  the  dealh<%ignB  read — 
Gk>!  for  the  pearl  in  i^  cavern  seek, 

Ere  hope  and  power  be  fled ! 

And  bright  in  beautjr's  coronal 

That  glistening  gem  shall  be ; 
A  star  to  all  the  festive  hall — 

But  who  will  think  on  thee  ? 

None ! — as  it  gleams  from  the  queen-like  head, 

Not  one  'midst  throngs  will  say, 
''  A  life  hath  been  like  a  rain-drop  shed, 

For  that  pale  quivering  ray." 

Wo  for  the  wealth  thus  dearly  bought! 

— And  are  not  those  like  thee, 
Who  win  for  earth  the  gems  of  thoughtl 

O  wrestler  with  the  sea! 

Down  to  the  gulfii  of  the  soul  they  go^ 
Where  the  passion-fountains  bum, 

Gathering  the  jewels  far  below 
From  many  a  buried  urn : 

Wringing  firom  lava-veins  the  ^n. 

That  o'er  bright  words  is  poured; 
Lieaming  deep  sounds,  to  make  the  lyre 

A  spirit  in  each  chord. 

But,  oh!  the  price  of  bitter  tears. 

Paid  for  the  lonely  power 
That  throws  at  last,  o'er  desert  years, 

A  darkly-glorious  dower ! 

Like  flov^er-seeds,  by  the  vrild  wind  spread. 

So  radiant  thqughts  are  strewed ; 
—The  soul  whence  those  high  gifts  are  shed. 

May  faint  in  solitude! 

And  who  will  think,  when  the  strain  is  sung, 

Till  a  thousand  hearts  are  stirred, 
What  life-dropsy  from  the  minstrel  wmng, 

Have  gushed  with  every  word  1 

None,  none ! — his  treasures  live  like  thine, 

He  strives  and  dies  like  thee; 
—Thou,  that  hast  been  to  the  pearl's  dark  shrine^ 

O  wrestler  with  the  sea ! 


THE  REaUIEM  OF  GENIUS. 


Lm  potoa  doDt  Ilmaginstlsn  tisiit  4  la 

e(  de  ioaffirtr,  OB  aom  ill  pas  lei  bttDi]tad*aiieaiitn  ngknf 

Madame  de StaeL    DeL'AliemaiM, 


gone 
odb! 


No  tears  for  thee! — though  light  be  from 
With  thy  soul's  radiance,  bright,  yet 

No  tears  for  thee! 
TKey  that  have  loved  an  exile,  most  not  mooro 
To  see  him  parting  for  his  native  boome 

O'er  the  dark 


AU  the  high  music  of  thy  spirit  here, 
Breathed  but  the  language  of  another  spheie^ 

Unechoed  round ; 
And  strange,  though  sweet,  aa  'midst  our  wnijinj[ 

skies 
Some  half-remembered  strain  of  paradise 

Might  sadly  sound. 

Hast  thou  been  answeredl  thou,  that  fiom  tb 

night 
And  from  the  voices  of  the  tempest's  might, 

And  from  the  past, 
Wert  seeking  still  some  oracle's  reply, 
To  pour  the  secrets  of  man's  destiny 
Forth  on  the  blast! 

Hast  thou  been  answered? — thou,  tlMt  thromh 

the  gloom, 
And  shadow,  and  stem  silence  of  the  tomb, 

A  cry  didst  send, 
So  passionate  and  deepi  to  pierce,  to  move^ 
To  win  back  token  of  unburied  love   . 

F|om  buried  friend! 

And  hast  thou  found  where  living  waters  bmiAt 
Thou,  that  didst  pine  amidst  us,  in  the  thint 

Of  fever-dreams! 
Are  the  true  fountains  thine  for  evermore? 
Oh !  lured  so  long  by  shining  mists,  that  won 

The  light  of  streams  I 

Speak !  is  it  well  with  thee  7 — We  call,  as  t&ss, 
With  thy  lit  eye,  deep  voice,  and  kindled  bfow, 

Wert  wont  to  call 
On  the  departed^  Art  thou  Meet  and  free? 
—Alas  I  the  lips  earth  covers,  even  to  thee 

Were  silent  aD ! 

Yet  shall  our  hope  rise  fanned  by  gnsnoMf  fiith. 
As  a  flame,  festered  by  some  warm  wind's  bieatis 

In  light  upspfings: 
Freed  soul  of  song!  yes,  thoo  liagt  hmd  tie 
sought; 

BorniB  to  U^  borne  of  beauty  «iid  of  thm^fhl, 
On  morning's 
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fill  dnam  it  is  thy  joy  we  hear, 

j's  young  iniuic,  ringing  far  And  dear, 

0*erflowi  the  sky: 
8  fcr  theel  the  lingering  gloom  is 
fiv  converse  with  all  glorious  powers, 

Never  to  die! 


TRIUMPHANT  MUSIC. 

taeelfl^  O  looni  trlonfanti  I 

isle  In  TSD0 1  eor  cbe  non  pod  UberanL 

>RS  and  whither  beafst  thou  up  my  spi- 

e  wings,  through  eveiy  plume  that  thriUI 
» crown  of  victory  to  inherit — 
,  triumphant  harmony!  be  still! 

e  no  sounds  for  earth,  thus  proudly 

Blling 

h  floods  of  joy : — it  is  but  pain 

t  so  high,  yet  find  on  high  no  dwelliDg, 

i  so  fast,  so  heavily  again! 

Is  for  earth  1 — ^Yes,  to  young  chieftain 

ing 

own  battle-field,  at  set  of  sun, 

fipeed  country's  banner  o'er  him  flying, 

lightst  thou  speak  of  fame's  high  guerdon 

in. 

s  for  earth  1 — Yes,  for  the  martyr  leading 
ictorious  death  serenely  on, 
»t  by  his  rescued  altars  bleeding, 
last  a  voice  in  each  majestic  tone.  * 

:  nbtthus  to  one  whose  heart  n  beating 

t  life's  narrow  bound,  in  conflict  vain! 

sr,  for  joy,*  high  hope,  and  rapturooi 

)etmg, 

ik'st  lone  thirst— be  husheil,  exulting 

ainl 

1,  or  breathe  of  grief ! — of  exile  yearnings 
the  willows  of  the  stranger-shore ; 
f  the  soul's  untold  and  restless  burnings, 
ks,  tones,  footsteps,  that  return  no  more. 

f  deep  love — a  lonely  vigil  keeping 

[h  the  night-hours,  o'er  wasted  wealth  to 

ghts  and  sad,  like  fiided  rose-leaves  heap- 

:, 

ihut  heart,  at  01106  a  toiid>  and  shrine. 

I  if  thy  spirit'noles  came  sighing 
rorlds  beneath  some  blue  Elysian  sky; 
f  repose,  the  pure,  the  bright,  th*  undy- 
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harmony! 


THE  SEA-BIRD  PLYING  INLAND .♦ 


Thy  path  is  not  M  mine  :—wbere  thou  ait  UmI, 
My  epirit  would  but  wither :  mine  own  gitef 
b  in  mine  eye*  a  richer,  holier  thing, 
Than  all  thy  happinea. 


Hath  the  summer's  breath,  on  the  south-wind 

borne, 
Met  the  darii  seas  in  their  sweeping  scorn  7 
Hath  it  lured  thee,  Bird !  from  their  sounding  caves, 
To  the  river-shores,  where  the  osier  wavss  1 

Or  art  thou  come  on  the  hiQs  to  dwell. 
Where  the  sweet-vmced  echoes  have  many  a  cell  7 
Where  the  moss  bears  print  of  the  wild-decor's  tread, 
And  the  heath  like  a  royal  robe  is  spread  1 

Thou  hast  done  well,  O  thou  bright  sea-bird  I 
There  is  joy  where  the  song  of  the  lark  is  heard, 
With  the  Handng  of  waters  through  copse  and  deU, 
And  the  bee's  low  tune  in  the  fbx-gk>ve's  belL 

Thou  hast  done  well : — Oh !  the  seas  are  bne, 
And  the  voice  they  send  up  hath  a  mournful  tone; 
A  mingling  of  dirges  and  wild  farewells. 
Fitfully  breathed  through  its  anthem-ewells. 

— The  proud  bird  rose  as  the  words  were  said — 
The  rush  of  his  pinion  swept  o'er  my  head, 
And  the  glance  of  his  eye,  in  its  height  iJlaAitin^ 
Spoke  him  a  child  of  the  haughty  main. 

He  hath  flown  from  the  woods  to  the  ocean's  breast, 
To  his  throne  of  pride  on  the  billow's  crest ! 
— Oh !  who  shall  say,  to  a  spirit  free, 
"  There  lies  the  pathway  of  bliss  for  theel" 


SECOND  SIGHT. 

Ne%r«md  the  prophet  heart  that  grief  Inspired, 
Tboogh  joy**  Uluaioas  rnxk  their  votailB.— Jlfafurfik 

A  MOiTRNFUL  gift  ii  mine,  O  friends ! 

A  mournful  gift  is  mine ! 
A  murmur  of  the  soul  which  blends 

With  the  flow  of  song  and  wine. 

An  eye  that  through  the  triumph's  hour 

Beholds  the  coming  wo. 
And  dwells  upon  the  faded  flower 

'Midst  the  rich  summer's  gk>w. 

Ye  smile  to  view  fair  races  bloom 
Where  the  father's  board  is  spread; 

I  see  the  stillness  and  the  gloom 
Of  a  home  whence  all  are  fled. 


*  Pu!blM»&tlMLVckiacAYiKa^MX^\>!«nr|  Vsot^ 
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I  see  the  withered  garlands  lie 

Forsaken  on  the  earth, 
While  the  lamps  yet  bum,  and  the  dancers  fly 

Through  the  ringing  hall  of  mirth. 

I  see  the  blood-red  future  stain 

On  the  warrior's  gorgeous  crest ; 
And  the  bier  amidst  the  bridal  train 

When  they  come  with  roses  dresL 

I  hear  the  still  small  moan  of  Time, 

Through  the  ivy  branches  made, 
Where  the  palace,  in  its  glorjr's  prime, 

With  the  sunshine  stands  arrayed. 

The  thunder  of  the  seas  I  hear, 

The  shriek  along  the  wave, 
When  the  bark  sweeps  forth,  and  song  and  cheer 

Salute  the  parting  brave. 

With  every  breeze  a  spirit  sends 

To  me  some  warning  sign : — 
A  mournful  gift  is  mine,  O  firiendsl   ' 

A  mournful  gift  is  mine ! 

Oh  I  prophet  heart!  thy  grief,  thy  power, 

To  all  deep  souls  belong ; 
The  shadow  in  the  sunny  hour. 

The  wail  in  the  mirthful  song. 

Their  sight  is  all  too  sadly  clear — 

For  them  a  vail  is  riyen : 
Their  piercin{;  thoughts  repose  not  here, 

Their  home  is  but  in  Heaven. 


THE  SLEEPER. 


Flor  deep  li  awfuL— Byroia. 


Ob  !  lightly,  lighUy  tnad  I 

A  holy  thing  is  sleep, 
On  the  worn  spirit  shed, 

And  eyes  that  wake  to  weep. 

A  holy  thing'firom  Heavvn, 
A  gracious  dewy  cloud, 

A  covering  mantle  given 
The  weary  to  enshroud. 

Oh !  lighUy,  lighUy  tread ! 

Revere  the  pale  still  brow. 
The  meekly-drooping  head, 

The  long  hair's  willowy  flow. 

Ye  know  not  what  ye  do. 
That  call  the  slumberer  back, 

From  the  world  unseen  by  you 
Unto  life's  dim  &ded  track. 


Her  soul  is  fiu  away, 

In  her  childhood's  land,  perchance^ 
Where  her  young  sisters  ^y, 

Where  shines  her  mother's  glance. 

Some  old  sweet  native  sound 

Her  spirit  haply  weaves ; 
A  harmony  profound 

Of  woods  with  all  their  leaves ; 

A  murmur  of  the  sea, 

A  laughing  tone  of  streams : — 
Long  may  her  sojourn  be 

In  the  music-land  of  dreams ! 

Each  voice  of  love  is  there, 
E^ach  gleam  of  beauty  fled, 

Each  lost  one  still  more  fair — 
Oh !  lightly,  lighUy  tread  I 


THE  MIRROR  IN  THE  DESERT 

HALL. 

O,  DIM,  forsaken  mirror! 
How  many  a  stately  throng 
Hath  o'er  thee  gleamed,  in  vanished  hoars 
Of  the  wine-cup  and  the  song ! 

The  song  hath  left  no  echo ; 
The  bright  wine  hath  been  quaflfod ; 
And  hushed  is  every  silvery  voice 
That  lightly  here  hath  laughed. 

Oh!  mirror,  lonely  minor. 
Thou  ofthe  silent  hall! 
Thou  hast  been  flushed  with  beauty's  bloom 
Is  this,  too,  vankhed  aU  1 

It  is,  with  the'  scattered  garlands 
Of  triumphs  long  ago ; 
With  the  melodies  of  buriedlyres ; 
With  the  fiuled  rainbow's  glow. 

And  for  all  the  gorgeous  pageants, 
For  the  glance  of  gem  and  ^ume, 
For  lamp,  and  harp,  and  rosy  wreath, 
And  vase  of  rich  perfume. 

Now,  dim,  forsaken  mirror, 
Thou  givest  but  faintly  badt 
The  quiet  stars,  and  the  sailing  moon, 
On  her  solitary  track. 

And  thus  was  man's  proud  spirit 
Thou  tellest  me  H  will  be, 
When  the  forms  and  hues  of  this  world  fede 
From  his  memory,  as  from  thee : 

And  his  heart's  long-troubled  waten 
At  last  in  stillness  lie. 
Reflecting  but  the  images 

Ofthe  solenm  woild  on  higlL 
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HYMN  OP  THE  MOUNTAIN  CHRIS- 

TIAN. 


**'niAnki  be  to  God  for  the  moantaini." 

HowiWa  Book  qftke  Seatoru. 


For  the  itrength  of  the  hilb  we  UetB  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fBthen*  God! 
Thoo  hitft  made  thy  childien  mighty, 

By  the  touch  of  the  mountain  sod. 
Thoo  halt  fixed  our  ark  of  i^fuge 

Where  the  apoilerV  foot  ne'er  trod ; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  Men  thee, 

Oar  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

We  are  watchers  of  a  beacon 

WhoM  lights  must  never  die; 
We  are  guardians  of  an  altar 

Midst  the  silence  of  the  sky; 
The  rocks  yield  founts  of  courage 

Struck  forth  aa  by  thy  rod — 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

O  God,  our  fiOhers'  Godl 

For  the  darii,  resounding  heavens. 

Where  thy  still  small  voice  is  heard, 
For  the  strong  pinee  of  the  forests. 

That  by  thy  breath  are  stirred ; 
For  the  storms  on  whose  free  pinions 

Thy  spirit  walks  abroad — 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  GrodI 

The  royal  eagle  darteth 

On  Us  quarry  from  the  heights. 
And  the  stag  that  knows  no  master, 

Seeks  there  his  wild  delights ; 
But  we  ibr  thy  communion 

Have  sought  the  mountain  sod — 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  theo, 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

The  banner  of  the  chieftain 

Far,  far  below  us  waves ; 
The  war-horse  of  the  spearman 

Can  not  reach  our  bfty  caves; 
Thy  dark  clouds  wrap  the  threshold 

Of  freedom's  last  abode ; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bkas  thee 

Our  God,  our  fiohers'  Gh>d! 

For  the  shadow  of  thy  presence 

Round  our  camp  of  rock  outspread ; 
For  the  stem  defiles  of  battle. 

Bearing  record  of  our  dead; 
For  the  snows,  and  for  the  torrents. 

For  the  free  heart's  burial  sod, 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  blev  thee. 

Our  God,  our  frdberi' God ! 


CHURCH  MUSIC. 


-<'AII  the  train 


Bong  HaUelujah,  as  the  aoundofi 


ATOfoik 


Again!  oh,  send  those  anthem  notes  again  1 
Through  the  arched  roof  in  triumph  to  the  sky! 
Bid  the  old  tombs  give  echoes  to  the  strain, 
The  banners  tremble,  as  with  victory ! 

Sing  them  once  more  I — ihey  waft  my  soul  away, 
High  where  no  shadow  of  the  past  is  thrown; 
No  earthly  passion  through  th'  exulting  lay, 
Breathes  mournfully  one  haunting  under-tone. 

AU  IB  of  Heaven ! — yet  wherefore  to  mine  eye. 
Gush  the  quick  team  unbidden  from  their  source. 
E'en  while  the  waves  of  that  strong  harmony, 
Sweep  with  my  spirit  on  their  sounding  course  1 

Wherefore  must  rapture  its  fuU  tide  reveal,' 
Thus  by  the  signs  betokening  sorrow's  powerl 
— Oh!  is  it  not,  that  humbly  we  may  feel 
Our  nature's  limits  in  its  proudest  hour  I 


TO  A  PICTURE  OP  THE  MADONNA. 


AveBfarial  MayouriplrltadarB 
Loolbiip  to  thine^  aud  to  thy  soit^  abovel 


SyroH. 


Fair  vision !  thou  'rt  firom  sunny  skies, 
Bom  where  the  rose  halh  richest  dyes; 
To  thee  a  southern  heart  hath  given 
That  glow  of  Love,  that  calm  of  Heaven, 
And  round  thee  cast  th'  ideal  gleam. 
The  light  that  Lb  but  of  a  dream. 

Far  heace,  where  wandering  music  fills 
The  haunted  air  of  ftoman  hills, 
Or  where  Venetian  waves  of  yore 
Heard  melodies  they  hear  no  more. 
Some  proud  old  minster's  gorgeous  aisle 
Hath  known  the  sweetness  of  thy  smile. 

Or,  haply,  fhnn  a  lone,  dim  shrine, 
'Mid  forests  of  the  Apennine, 
Whose  breezy  sounds  of  cave  and  dell 
Pass  like  a  floating  anthem-swell. 
Thy  soft  eyes  o'er  the  pilgrim's  way 
Shed  blessings  with  their  gentle  ray. 

Or  gleaming  through  a  chestnut  wood. 
Perchance  thine  island-chapel  stood, 
Where  from  the  blue  Sicilian  sea. 
The  saikr's  hymn  hath  come  to  thee, 
And  blessed  thy  power  to  guide,  to  save, 
Madonna!  watcher  of  the  wave  I 
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Oh !  might  a  Toice,  a  whisper  low, 
Forth  from  those  lips  of  heauty  flow! 
Couldst  thou  but  speak  of  all  the  tears, 
The  conflicts  and  the  pangs  of  years, 
Which,  at  thy  secret  shrine  revealed, 
Have  gushed  from  human  hearts  unsealed! 

Surely  to  thee  hath  woman  come, 

As  a  tired  wanderer  back  to  home! 

Unveiling  many  a  timid  guest, 

And  treasured  sorrow  of  her  breast, 

A  buried  love — a  wasting  care — 

Ohl  did  those  grie&  win  peace  from  prayerl 

And  did  the  poet's  fervid  soul 

To  thee  lay  bare  its  inmost  scroll? 

Those  thoughts,  which  poured  their  quencB 

fire 
And  passion  o'er  th'  Italian  lyre, 
Did  they  to  still  submission  die. 
Beneath  thy  calm,  religious  eye7 

And  hath  the  crested  helmet  bowed 
Before  thee,  'midst  the  incense-cloiidl 
Hath  the  crowned  leader's  bosom  lone. 
To  thee  its  haughty  griefs  made  known  1 
Did  thy  glance  break  their  frozen  sleep, 
And  win  the  unconquered  one  to  weepi 

Hushed  is  the  anthem— closed  the  vow— 
Thy  votive  garland  withered  now; 
Yet  holy  still  to  me  thou  art, 
Thou  that  hast  soothed  so  many  a  heart! 
And  still  must  blessed  influence  flow 
From  the  meek  gloiy  of  thy  brow. 

Still  speak  to  suffering  woman's  love, 
Of  rest  fat  gentle  hearts  above; 
Of  Hope,  that  hath  its  treasure  there, 
Of  Home,  that  knows  no  changeful  air ! 
Bright  form,  lit  up  with  thoughts  divine, 
Ave!  such  power  be  ever  thine ! 


WE  RETURN  NO  MORE. 

'^WefStonoomoKl'* 
Bttrden  of  the  Highland  Omg  of  Emigration. 

"  We  return — we  return— we  return  no  morel*' 
— So  comes  the  song  to  the  mountain  shore, 
From  those  that  are  leaving  their  Highland  Home, 
For  a  world  far  over  the  blue  sea*s  foam ; 
**  We  return  no  nx>re !"— and  through  cave  and 

dell, 
Mournfully  wanders  that  wild  fiurewell. 

"  We  return — we  return — ^we  return  no  more!** 
— So  breathe  sad  voices  our  spirits  o*er. 


Murmuring  up  firom  the  depth  of  the  heart, 
When  k>vdy  things  with  theb  fight  depart, 
And  the  inborn  sound  hath  a  prophet's  tonc^ 
And  we  feel  that  a  joy  is  finever  gone. 

"  We  return — we  return — we  return  no  moce!" 
— Is  it  heard  when  the  days  of  flowers  are  o'er, 
When  the  passionate  soul  of  the  night-bod's  Isy 
Hath  died  fiom  the  somner  woods  aw^l 
When  the  crimson  from  so&^et's  rabe  hath  ptsnd, 
Or  the  leaves  are  swept  on  the  rnshiiig  blMtl 

No— it  is  not  the  rose  that  retoms  no  mn^ 
A  soft  spring^  breath  will  its  bloom  restore^ 
And  it  is  net  the  song  that  o'erflows  ths  Uimii 
With  a  stream  of  love  throogh  the  stany  hoan^ 
And  it  is  not  the  glory  of  sunset's  hoes, 
Nor  the  frail  flushed  leaves  that  the  wiUwind 
strews. 

"  We  return — ^we  return— we  retom  no  moreP 
— Doth  the  bird  sing  thus  from  the  brighter  aban, 
Those  wings  that  follow  the  Southern  brecM, 
Fk>at  they  not  homeward  o'er  vernal  seas? 
Yes  from  the  lands  of  the  vine  and  palm 
They  come  with  the  sunshine  when  waves  glow 
calm. 

"  But  Wf—  We  return — ^we  return  no  more!" 

The  heart's  young  dreams  when  their  bloom  is  o'«, 

The  love  it  hath  poured  so  fireely  forth, 

The  boundless  trust  in  ideal  worth. 

The  faith  in  affection — deep,  fond — ^yet  vain, 

Theaetxe  the  lost  that  return  not  again. 


SONG. 

What  woke  the  buried  sound  that  lay 

In  Memnon's  harp  of  yore? 
What  spirit  on  its  viewless  way 

Along  the  Nile's  green  shore? 
— Oh !  not  the  night,  and  not  the  stam, 

And  not  the  lightning's  fire^ 
But  sunlight's  toucli — the  kind — ^the 

Thie  woke  the  mystic  lyre  I 

This,  this,  awoke  the  lyre  I 

What  wins  the  heart's  deep  chords  to  poor 

Their  music  forth  on  Hfo, 
Like  a  sweet  voice,  prevailiiig  o'er 

The  sounds  of  torrent  strife  ? 
— Oh !  not  the  conflict  midsl  the  thmig, 

Not  e'en  the  triumph's  hour; — 
Love  is  the  gifted  and  the  strong 

To  wake  that  music's  power! 

Hit  breath  awakes  that  power ! 
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TUB  PARTING  OF  SUMMER. 

Thou  'rt  bearing  hence  thy  rosea, 

Glad  Summer,  fare  thee  well ! 
Thou  'rt  singing  thy  last  melodies 

In  ereiy  wood  and  deO. 

Bat  ere  the  golden  sunset 

Of  thy  latest  Ungering  day, 
Oh  I  tell  m^  o'er  this  chequered  earth, 

How  hast  thou  passed  away  1 

Brightly,  sweet  Summer !  brightly 

Thine  hoars  have  floated  by, 
To  the  joyous  birds  of  the  woodland  boughs, 

The  rangers  of  the  sky. 

And  brightly  in  the  forests, 
To  the  wild  deer  wandering  free; 

And  brightly,  'midst  the  garden  flowers, 
Is  the  happy  murmuring  bee : 

But  how  to  human  bosoms, 

With  an  their  hopes  and  fears. 
And  thoughts  that  make  them  eagle-wings, 

To  pierce  the  unborn  years  1 

■ 

Sweet  Summer !  16  the  captive 
Thou  hast  flown  in  burning  dreams 

Of  the  woods,  with  all  their  whispering  letines. 
And  the  blue  rejoicing  streams ; — 

To  the  wasted  and  the  weary 

On  the  bed  of  sickness  bound. 
In  swift  delirious  fantasies, 

That  changed  with  every  sound ;— > 

To  the  sailor  on  the  billows. 

In  longings,  wild  and  vain, 
For  the  gushing  founts  and  breezy  hills. 

And  the  homes  of  earth  again ! 

And  unto  me,  glad  Summer ! 

How  hast  thou  flown  to  me  1 
My  chainlets  footstep  nought  hath  kept 

From  thy  haunts  of  song  and  glee. 

Thou  hast  flown  in  wayward  visionsi 

In  memories  of  the  dead— 
In  abadows,  £rom  a  troubled  heart, 

O'er  thy  sunny  pathway  shed : 

In  brief  and  sudden  stririqgi, 

To  fling  a  weight  aside^ 
'Bftidst  these  thy  metodies  haveoeaiad, 

And  aU  tl^  loeet  died. 

But,  oh!  thou  gentle  Summer  t 
If  I  greet  thy  flowers  ooce  more, 

firing  me  again  the  buoyancy 
Wherewith  my  soul  should  soar  I 


Give  me  to  hail  thy  sunshine. 

With  song  and  spirit  fire^; 
Or  in  a  purer  air  than  this 

May  that  next  meeting  be ! 

"THE  WORLD  IN  THE  OPEN  AIR. 

CoM£,  while  in  freshness  and  dew  it  lies. 
To  the  world  that  is  under  the  free,  blue  skies 
Leave  ye  man's  home,  and  forget  his  care— 
There  breathes  no  sigh  on  the  dayspring's  air. 

Come  to  the  woods,  in  whose  mossy  dells 
A  light  all  made  for  the  poet  dwells ; 
A  Ught,  coloured  sofUy  by  tender  leaves. 
Whence  the  primrose  a  meUower  glow  reoeivesi 

The  stock-dove  is  there  in  the  beechen-tree. 
And  the  lulling  tone  of  the  honey-bee ; 
And  the  voice  of  cool  waters,  'midst  feathery  fern, 
Shedding  sweet  sounds  from  some  hidden  urn. 

There  is  hfe,  there  is  youth,  there  u  tameless  mirth, 
Where  the  streams,  with  the  lilies  they  wear,  have 

birth; 
There  is  peace  where  the  alders  are  whispering  low : 
Come  firom  man's  dwellings,  with  all  their  wo  I 

Yes ! — we  will  come — we  will  leave  behind 
The  homes  and  the  sorrows  of  human  kind ; 
It  is  well  to  rove  where  the  river  leads 
Its  bright,  blue  vein  along  sunny  meads : 

It  is  well  through  the  rich,  wild  woods  to  go. 
And  to  pierce  the  haunts  of  the  fawn  and  doe; 
And  to  hear  the  gushing  of  gentle  springs. 
When  the  heart  has  been  fretted  by  worldly  stings : 

And  to  watch  the  colours  that  flit  and  pass. 
With  insect  wings  through  the  wavy  grass ; 
And  the  silvery  gleams  o'er  the  ash-trees  bark. 
Borne  in  with  a  breeze  through  the  foliage  dark. 

Joyous  and  fitr  shall  our  wanderings  be. 
As  the  flight  of  birds  o'er  the  glittering  sea ; 
To  the  woods,  to  the  dingles  where  violets  blow, 
We  will  bear  no  memory  of  earthly  wo. 

But  if,  by  the  forest-brook,  we  meet 
A  line  like  the  pathway  of  former  feet  ;-*• 
If^  'midst  the  hiUs,  in  some  lonely  spot. 
We  reaeh  the  gray  ruins  of  tower  or  cot;~ 

If  the  cell,  -where  a  hermit  of  old  hath  prayed, 
Lift  up  its  cross  through  the  solemn  shade; — 
Or  if  some  nook,  where  the  wild-flowers  wave. 
Bear  token  sad  of  a  mortal  grave, — 

Doubt  not  but  there  will  our  steps  be  stayed, 
There  our  quick  spuritB  awhile  delayed ; 
There  will  thought  Sol  our  impatient  eyes, 
And  win  back  our  heaits  to  their  fympathien  . 
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For  what,  though  the  moontaiiw  and  ikiothe  fiuir, 
Steeped  in  soft  hu^  of  the  summer-air, — 
'T  is  the  soul  of  man,  by  its  hopes  and  dieami, 
That  lights  up  all  nature  with  living  gl< 


Where  it  hath  su^erecf  and  nobly  striven, 
Wher»  it  hath  poured  forth  its  vows  to  Heaven  \ 
Where  to  repose  it  hath  brightly  past, 
O'er  this  green  earth  there  is  glory  cast 

And  by  that  soul,  amidst  groves  and  rills, 
And  flocks  that  feed  on  a  thousand  hills, 
Birds  of  the  forest,  and  flowers  of  the  sod, 
We,  only  ve,  may  be  linked  to  Grod  1 

KINDRED  HEARTS.* 

Oh  I  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below ; 
.Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountains  flow : 
Few — and  by  still  conflicting  powers 

Forbidden  here  to  meet — 
Such  ties,  would  make  this  life  of  oun 

Too  fiiir  for  aught  so  fleet. 

It  may  be  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  turns 
In  such  deep  reverence  to  the  sky, 

Where  the  rich  sunset  bums : 
It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  spring, 

Bom  amidst  violets  lone, 
A  rapture  o'er  thy  soul  can  bring — 

A  dream,  to  his  unknown. 

The  tune  that'speaks  of  other  time»^ 

A  sorrowful  delight ! 
The  melody  of  distant  chimes, 

The  sound  of  waves  by  night ; 
The  wind  that,  with  so  many  a  tone, 

Some  chord  vrithin  can  thrill, — 
These  may  have  language  all  thine  own, 

To  him  a  mystery  still. 

Yet  scorn  thou  not  for  this,  the  true 

And  steadfast  love  of  yearn ; 
The  kindly,  that  from  childhood  grew, 

The  faithful  to  thy  tears ! 
If  ihtm  be  one  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part, 
And  watched  through  mknem  by  thy  bed,— 

Call  ^w  a  kindred  heart ! 

But  for  those  bonds  all  perfect  made, 

Wherein  bright  spirits  blend. 
Like  sister  flowers  of  one  sweet  shade, 

With  the  same  breeze  that  bend. 
For  that  full  bliss  of  f bought  allied, 

Never  to  mortals  given, — 
Oh !  lay  thy  lovely  dreams  aside, 

Or  lift  them  unto  heaven. 


THE  DIAL  OF  FLOWERS.* 

'T  WAS  a  lovely  thought  to  mark  the  boaa. 

As  they  floated  in  light  away. 
By  the  opening  and  the  folding  flowers, 

That  laugh  to  the  summer's  day. 

Thus  had  each  moment  its  own  rich  hue, 

And  its  graceful  cup  and  bell. 
In  whose  coloured  vase  might  sleep  the  dew, 

Like  a  pearl  in  an  ocean-shelL 

To  such  sweet  signs  might  the  time  have  flsiped 

In  a  golden  current  on. 
Ere  from  the  garden,  man*s  first  abode. 

The  glorious  guests  were  gone. 

So  might  the  days  have  been  brightly  told— 
Those  days  of  song  and  dreams — 

When  shepherds  gathered  their  flocks  of  oU, 
By  the  blue  Arcadian  streams. 

So  in  those  isles  of  delight,  that  rest 

Far  off*  in  a  breezeless  main, 
Which  many  a  bark,  with  a  weary  quest; 

Has  sought,  but  still  in  vain. 

Yet  is  not  life,  in  its  real  flight. 
Marked  thus— even  thus— on  earth, 

By  the  ckmng  of  one  hope's  delight, 
And  another's  gentle  birth  ? 

Oh !  let  us  live,  so  that  flower  by  flower, 

Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 
A  lingerer  still  for  the  sunset  hour, 

A  charm  for  the  shaded  eve. 


OUR  DAILY  PATHS. 


Nought  Shan  prevaO  i^aiiiil  a%  or  dirtnb 
Oar  cheerful  laith,  that  all  which  we  behold 
b  fuO  of  bleadnga 


There's  beauty  all  around  our  paths,  if  but  ear 

watchful  eyes 
Can  trace  it  'midst  famiHar  things,  and  thioi^ 

their  lowly  guise ; 
We  may  find  it  where  a  hedge-row  ahoweEB  its 

blossoms  o'er  our  way. 
Or  a  cottage  window  sparUes  finth  in  the  last  red 

tight  of  day. 

"  Thfai  dial  jna,  I  believe,  formed  by  liimaii^  and  mu^xA 
the  houiabj  the  opening  and  doaing,  at  regular  laiar?al^  of 
the  flowsB  sRanged  In  It. 
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We  may  find  it  where  a  •pring  shines  clear,  be- 
neath an  aged  tree, 

With  the  foxglove  o'er  the  water's  gla»  home 
downwards  by  the  bee ; 

Or  where  a  swift  and  sunny  gleam  on  the  birch- 
en stems  is  thrown, 

As  a  soft  wind  playing  parts  the  leaves,  in  copses 
green  and  lone. 

We  may  findltin  the  winter  boughs,  as  they  cross 

the  cold,  blue  sky, 
While  soft  on  icy  pool  and  stream  their  penciled 

shadows  he, 
When  we  look  upon  their  tracery,  by  the  fiory  I  Silent  and  mournful  sat  an  Indian  chief, 


Shall  not  this  knowledge  calm  our  hearts,  and  bid 

vain  conflicts  cease  1 
Ay,  when  they  commune  with  themselves  in  holy 

hours  of  peace ; 
And  feel  that  by  the  lights  and  clouds  through 

which  our  pathway  lies. 
By  the  beauty  and  the  grief  alike,  we  are  training 

for  the  skies ! 


THE  CROSS  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 


finost-work  bound, 
Whence  the  flitting  redbreast  shakes  a  shower  of 
crystals  to  the  ground! 

Yes !  beauty  dwells  in  all  our  paths— but  sorrow 
too  is  there ; 

How  oft  some  cloud  within  us  dims  the  bright,  still 
summer  air! 

When  we  carry  our  sick  hearts  abroad  amidst  the 
joyous  things. 

That  through  the  leafy  places  glance  on  many- 
coloured  wings ! 

With  shadows  from  the  past  we  fill  the  happy 
woodland  shades. 

And  a  mournful  memory  of  the  dead  is  with  us  in 
the  glades ; 

And  our  dream-like  fancies  lend  the  wind  an  echo's 
plaintive  tone 

Of  voices,  and  of  melodies,  and  of  silvery  laugh- 
ter gone. 

But  are  we  free  to  do  e*en  thus— to  wander  as  we 

will- 
Bearing  sad  visions  through  the  grove,  and  o*er 

the  breezy  hill? 
No !  in  our  daily  paths  lie  cares,  that  ofttimes  bind 

us  fast. 
While  horn  their  narrow  round  we  see  the  golden 

day  fleet  past 

They  hold  us  from  the  woodUrk's  haunts,  and  vio- 
let dingles,  back. 

And  from  idl  the.  lovely  sounds  and  gleams  in  the 
shining  river's  track ; 

They  bar  us  from  our  heritage  of  spring-time, 
hope,  and  mirth. 

And  weigh  our  burdened  spirits  down  with  the 
eondwring  dust  of  earth. 

Yet  should  this  bel — Too  much,  too  soon,  despond- 

ingly  we  yield ! 
A  better  lesson  we  are  taught  by  the  lilies  of  the 

field!  V 

A  sweeter  by  the  birds  of  heaven — which  tell  us, 

in  their  flight, 
Of  One  that  through  the  desert  air  for  ever  guides 

them  light 


In  the  red  sunset,  by  a  grassy  tomb; 
His  eyes,  that  might  not  weep,  were  dark  with  grief, 

And  his  arms  folded  in  majestic  gloom. 
And  his  bow  lay  unstrung  beneath  the  mound, 
Which  sanctified  the  gorgeous  waste  around. 

For  a  pale  cross  above  its  greensward  rose, 
Telling  the  cedars  and  the  pines  that  there 

Man's  heart  and  hope  had  struggled  with  his  woes, 
And  lifted  from  the  dust  a  voice  of  prayer. 

Now  all  was  hushed — and  eve*s  last  splendour  shone 

With  a  rich  sadness  on  th'  attesting  stone. 

There  came  a  lonely  traveller  o'er  the  wild. 
And  he  too  paused  in  reverence  by  that  grave, 

Asking  the  tale  of  its  memorial,  piled 
Between  the  forest  and  the  lake's  bright  wave; 

Till,  as  a  vrind  might  stir  a  withered  oak. 

On  the  deep  dream  of  age  his  accents  broke. 

And  the  gray  chieftain,  slowly  rising,  said — 
"  I  listened  for  the  words,  which,  years  ago^ 

Passed  o'er  these  waters :  though  the  voice  is  fled 
Which  made  them  as  a  singing  fountain's  flow, 

Yet,  when  I  sit  in  their  long-faded  track, 

Sometimes  the  forest's  murmur  gives  them  back. 

"  Ask'st  thou  of  him,  whose  house  is  lone  beneathi 
I  was  an  eagle  in  my  youthful  pride. 

When  o^er  the  seas  he  came,  with  summer's  breath, 
To  dwell  amidst  us,  on  the  lake's  green  sida 

Many  the  times  of  flowers  have  been  since  then — 

Many,  but  bringing  nought  like  him  again ! 

"  Not  with  the  hunter's  bow  and  spear  became^ 
O'er  the  blue  hills  to  chase  the  flying  roe ; 

Not  the  dark  glory  of  the  woods  to  tame. 
Laying  their  cedars  like  the  corn-stalks  low ; 

But  to  spread  tidings  of  all  holy  things, 

Gladdening  our  soul's  as  with  the  morning's  wings. 

**  Doth  not  yon  cypress  whuper  how  we  met, 
I  and  my  brethren  that  from  earth  are  gone, 

Under  its  boughs  to  hear  his  voice,  which  yet 
Seems  through  their  gloom  to  send  asilvery  tone  1 

He  told  of  one,  the  grave's  dark  bands  who  broke. 

And  our  hearts  burned  within  us  as  he  spoke. 
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**  H0  told  of  fitr  and  lunny  lands,  which  lie 
Beyond  the  dual  wherein  our  fathers  dwell  : 

Blight  must  they  be ! — for  there  are  none  that  die, 
And  none  that  weep,  and  none  that  say  'Farewell!* 

He  came  to  guide  us  thither ; — but  away 

The  Happy  called  him,  and  he  might  not  stay. 

**  We  saw  him  slowly  fade, — athirst,  perchance, 
For  the  fresh  waters  of  that  lovely  clime; 

Yet  was  there  still  a  sunbeam  in  his  glance, 
And  on  his  gleaming  hair  no  touch  of  time,— 

Therefere  we  hoped : — but  now  the  lake  looks  dim. 

For  the  green  summer  comes, — and  finds  not  him ! 

"  We  gathered  round  him  in  the  dewy  hour 
Of  one  still  mom,  beneath  his  chosen  tree ; 

From  his  clear  voice,  at  first,  the  words  of  power 
Came  low,  like  moanings  of  a  distant  sea; 

But  swelled  and  shook  the  wilderness  ere  long, 

As  if  the  spirit  of  the  breeze  grew  strong. 

"  And  then  once  more  they  tremblpd  on  his  tongue. 
And  his  white  eyelids  fluttered*,  and  his  head 

Fell  back,^and  mists  upon  his  forehead  hung, —  • 
Know'st  thou  not  how  we  pass  to  join  the  dead? 

It  is  enough ! — ^he  sank  upon  my  breast — 

Our  friend  that  loved  us,  he  was  gone  to  rest ! 

"  We  buried  him  where  he  was  wont  to  pray, 
By  the  calm  lake,  e'en  here,  at  eventide ; 

Wa  reared  this  Cross  in  token  where  he  lay, 
For  on  the  Cross,  he  said,  his  Xiord  had  died ! 

Now  hath  he  surely  reached,  o'er  jnount  and  wave, 

That  flowery  land  whose  green  turf  hides  no  grave. 

"  But  I  am  sad ! — I  mourn  the  clear  light  taken 
Back  fipom  my  people^  o'er  whose  place  it  shone. 

The  pathway  to  the  better  shore  forsaken. 
And  the  true  words  forgotten,  save  by  one. 

Who  bears  them  faintly  sounding  from  the  past, 

Mingled  with  death-songs  in  each  fltful  blast." 

Then  spoke  the  wanderer  forth  with  kindling  eye : — 
"  Son  of  the  wilderness !  despair  thou  not, 

Though  the  bright  hour  may  seem  to  thee  gone  by, 
And  the  cloud  settled  o'er  thy  nation's  lot  I 

Heaven  darkly  works;  yet  where  the  seed  hath  been 

There  shall  the  fruitage,  glowing  yet,  be  seen. 

**  Hope  on,  hope  ever ! — by  the  sudden  springing 
Of  green  leaves  which  the  winter  hid  so  long ; 

And  by  the  bursts  of  free,  triumphant  singing, 
After  cold  silent  months,  the  woods  among ; 

And  by  the  rending  of  the  frozen  chains, 

Which  bound  the  glorious  rivers  on  their  plains; 

-  > 
*'  Deem  not  the  words  of  light  that  here  were  spoken, 

But  as  a  lovely  song  to  leave  no  trace, 
Yet  shall  the  gk)om  which  wraps  thy  hills  be  broken, 

And  the  full  dayspring  rise  upon  thy  race  I 
And  fading  mlst«  the  better  path  disclose, 
And  tlic  wide  desert  bloesom  as  the  rose." 


So  by  the  Crass  they  parted,  in  the  wild, 
Each  fraught  with  muangs  fi>r  life's 

Memories  to  visit  one,  the  forest's  child. 
By  many  a  blue  stream  in  its  lonely  way ; 

And  upon  one,  midst  busy  throngs  to  pvcas 

Deep  thoughts  and  sad,  yet  full  of  iw>ii*|— f, 


LAST  RITES. 

Bt  the  mighty  minster's  beU, 
Tolling  with  a  sudden  swell; 
By  the  colours  half-ma^t  high, 
O'er  the  sea  hung  mournfully ; 
Know,  a  prince  hath  dae4 1 

• 

By  the  drum's  dull  mu^ed  sound, 
By  the  arms  that  sweep  the  ground. 
By  the  volleying  muskets'  tone^ 
Speak  jeoi  tL  soldier  gone 
In  his  manhood's  pride. 

By  the  chanted  psalm  that  fills 
Reverently  the  ancient  hills,* 
Learn,  that  from  his  harvests  dou^ 
Peasants  bear  a  brother  on 
To  his  last  repose. 

By  the  pall  of  snowy  white 
Through  the  yew-trees  gleaming  bright; 
By  the  gariand  on  the  bier. 
Weep !  a  maiden  claims  thy  tear^ 
Broken  is  the  rose ! 

Which  is  the  tenderest  rite  of  aU  1 
Buried  virgin's  coronal. 
Requiem  o'er  the  monarch's  head, 
Farewell  gun  for  warrior  dead. 
Herdsman's  funeral  hymn  1 

Tells  not  each  of  human  wo  1 
Each  of  hope  and  strength  brought  fowl 
Number  each  with  holy  things, 
If  one  chastening  thought  it 
Ere  life's  day  grow  dim  1 


THE  CLIFFS  OF  DOVER. 


The  inviobte  bland  of  the  Ngs  snd  fna.— B^rwk 


Rocks  of  my  country  I  let  the  ekmd 
Your  crested  heights  array, 

And  rise  ye  like  a  fortress  proud, 
A^ove  the  surge  and  spray ! 


*  A  OMtoin  still  retaloed  at  run}  funendi^  in 
England  and  Wales. 
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spirit  greets  yoa  as  ye  stand, 
Feasting  the  billow's  foam: 
!  thus  for  ever  guard  the  land^ 
'he  severed  Land  of  Home  1 

ve  left  rich  blue  skies  behind, 
ighting  up  classic  shrines, 
I  music  in  the  southern  wind, 
nd  sunshine  on  the  vines, 

breathings  of  the  myrtle  flowers, 
ave  floated  o'er  my  way ; 

pilgrim's  voice,  at  vesper-hours, 
ath  soothed  me  with  its  lay. 

Isles  of  Ghf«eoe,  the  Hills  of  Spain, 
he  purple  Heavens  of  Rome, — 

all  are  glorious; — ^yet  again, 
iless  thee,  Land  of  Home  I 

thine  the  Sabbath  peace,  my  land  I 
nd  thine  the  guarded  hearth ; 
thine  the  dead,  the  noble  band, 
iiat  make  thee  holy  earth. 

r  voices  meet  me  in  thy  breeze, 
leir  steps  are  on  thy  plains; 
ir  names,  by  old  majestic  trees, 
•e  whispered  round  thy  fanes. 

r  blood  hath  mingled  with  the  tide 
'  thine  exulting  sea : 
be  it  still  a  joy,  a  pride, 
)  live  and  die  for  thee  I 


VOICE  OF  HOME  TO  THE  PRO- 
DIGAL. 

Von  BXumen,  aw  WeDen,  aos  Bfauem, 
Wie  raft  68  dir  frenndlich  und  lind ; 
Was  halt  duzuwandem,  lutnueml 
Komm'  apielen,  du  fieundliches  Kind  I 

La'Motte  Fymgue. 

when  wilt  thou  return 
thy  sprit's  early  loves  1 
le  freshness  of  the  mom, 
the  stillnesB  of  the  gioves? 

rammer-birds  are  calling         •- 
y  household  porch  around, 
Jie  merry  waters  falling, 
th  sweet  laughter  in  their  sound. 

i  thousand  bright-veined  flowers 
m  their  banks  of  moss  and  fern, 
lie  of  the  sunny  hours — 
.  when  wilt  thou  return? 

iiou  hast  wandered  long 
m  thy  home  without  a  guide, 
by  native  woodland  song, 
hine  altered  heart  hath  died. 


Thou  hast  flung  the  wealth  away, 
And  the  glory  of  thy  spring ; 

And  to  thee  the  leaves'  light  play. 
Is  a  long-forgotten  thing. 

But  when  wilt  thou  return?.— 
Sweet  dews  may  freshen  soon 

The  flower,  within  whose  urn 
Too  fiercely  gaaed  the  noon. 

O'er  the  image  of  the  sky. 
Which  the  lake's  dear  bosom 

Darkly  may  shadows  li»-^ 
But  not  for  evermore. 

Give  back  thy  heart  again, 
To  the  freedom  of  the  woods, 

,To  the  birds'  triumphant  strain. 
To  the  mountain  solitudes  I 

But  when  wilt  thou  return  1 

Along  thii^  own  pure  air. 
There  are  young  sweet  voices  borne — 

Oh!  should  not  thine  be  ttoel 

Still  at  thy  father's  board 
There  is  kept  a  place  for  thee. 

And,  by  thy  smile  restored, 
Joy  round  the  hearth  shall  be. 

Still  hath  thy  mother's  eye, 

Thy  coming  step  to  greet, 
A  look  of  days  gone  by. 

Tender  and  gravely  sweeC. 

Still,  when  the  prayer  is  said, 
For  thee  kind  bosoms  yearn. 

For  thee  fbnd  tears  are  shed — 
Qh!  when  wilt  thou  return  1 


THE  WAKENING. 

How  many  thousands  are  wakening  now  i 
Some  to  the  songs  from  the  forest^bough, 
To  the  rustling  of  leaves  at  the  lattioe-pane, 
To  the  chiming  foil  of  the  eariy  rain. 

And  some  far  out  on  the  deep  mid-sea, 
To  the  dash  of  the  waves  in  their  foaming  glee^ 
As  they  break  into  spray  on  the  ship's  tall  side. 
That  holds  through  the  tumult  her  path  of  pride. 

And  some— oh !  well  may  their  hearts  rejoice— 
To  the  gentle  sound  of  a  mother's  voice  I 
Long  shall  they  yearn  for  that  kindly  tone. 
When  from  the  board  and  the  hearth  't  is  gone. 

And  some  in  the  camp,  to  the  bugle's  breath. 
And  the  tramp  of  the  ateed  on  the  echoing  heath. 
And  the  sudden  roar  of  the  hostile  gun, 
Which  tells  that  a  field  mu^t  ere  n^;ht  be  won. 
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And  some,  in  the  gloomy  conyict-cell, 

To  the  dull  deep  note  of  the  warning  bell, 

As  it  heavily  calls  them  forth  to  die, 

When  the  bright  sun  mounts  in  the  laughing  sky. 

And  some  to  the  peal  of  the  hunter's  horn, 
And  some  to  the  din  firom  the  city  borne. 
And  some  to  the  rolling  of  torrent-floods. 
Far  midst  old  mountains  and  solemn  woods. 

So  are  we  roused  on  this  chequered  earth, 
Each  unto  light  hath  a  daily  birth, 
Though  fearful  or  joyous,  though  sad  or  sweet. 
Axe  the  voices  which  first  our  upspringing  meet. 

Bat  one  must  the  sound  be,  and  on^  the  call, 
Which  firom  the  dust  shall  awake  us  all. 
One— but  to  severed  and  distant  dooms — 
How  shall  the  sleepers  arise  firom  the  tombs  7 


THE  IJYINQ  IMPROVISATORE.* 

My  hesit  dull  be  pound  over  the»— and  bnek. 

Prophecy  of  Dante, 

The  spirit  of  my  land ! 
It  visits  me  once  more ! — though  I  must  die 
Far  firom  the  myrtles  which  thy  breeze  has  fanned, 

My  own  bright  Italy  I 

It  is,  it  is  thy  breath, 
Which  fetirs  my  soul  e'en  yet,  as  wavering  flame 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind ; — ^in  life  and  death 

Still  trembling,  yet  the  same  t 

Oh !  that  love's  quenchless  power 
-Might  waft  my  vmoe  to  fill  thy  summer  sky. 
And  through  thy  groves  its  dying  music  shower, 

Italy  1  Italy  I 

The  nightingale  is  there. 
The  sohbeam's  glow,  the  citron-flower's  perfume. 
The  south-wind's  whisper  in  the  scented  aif — 

It  will  not  pierce  the  tomb4 

Never,  oh!  ijever  nx>re. 
On  thy  Rome's  purple  heaven  mine  eye  shall  dwell. 
Or  watch  the  bright  waves  melt  along  thy  shore— 

My  Italy,  finrewell ! 

Alas ! — thy  hills  among, 
Had  I  but  left  a  memory  of  my  name. 
Of  love  and  grief  one  deep,  true,  fervent  song. 

Unto  immortal  fame ! 

But  like  a  lute's  brief  tone, 
Like  a  rose-odour  on  the  breezes  cast. 
Like  a  swift  flush  of  dayspring,  seen  and  god^ 

So  hath  my  spirit  passed ! 


*  SeiUni,  the  Roman  Improvlntore,  when  on  Us  death- 
bed at  Fiui^  to  aaidto  have  pouied  fotth  a  FufvreO  to  Italy, 
in  hia  room,  impaaaloaed  poeiiy. 


Pouring  itself  away. 
As  a  wild  bird  amidst  the  foliage  turns 
That  which  within  him  triumphs,  beats,  or  bum, 

Into  a  fleeting  lay ; 

That  swells,  and  floats,  and  dies. 
Leaving  no  echo  to  the  summer  woods 
Of  the  rich  breathings  and  impassbned 

Which  thrilled  their  solitudes. 

Yet,  yet  Temembermel 
Friends  I  that  upon  its  murmniB  oft  hav«  hn^g, 
When  firom  my  bosom,  joyously  and  five, 

The  fiery  fountain  sprung. 

Under  the  dark  rich  blue 
Of  midnight  heavens,  and  on  the  star-fit  sea, 
And  when  woods  kindle  into  spring's  first  hoe, 

Sweet  firiends  I  remember  me  I 

And  in  the  marble  halls, 
Where  life's  full  gbw  the  dreams  of  beauty  weii, 
And  poet-thoughts  embodied  light  the  walii, 

Let  me  be  with  you  there ! 

Fain  would  I  bind  for  yon 
My  memory  with  all  glorious  things  to  dwsD ; 
Fain  bid  all  lovely  sounds  my  name  renew— 

Sweet  firiends,  bright  land,  ftrewelll 

MUSIC  OF  YESTERDAY. 

Ol  mein  Getat,  ich  fnhle  es  In  mlr,  stnbt  oKh  «nni 
Ueberiidiacbem,  daa  keinem  Menschsn  gegfiant  isi.— IVefc 

Th£  chord,  the  harp's  full  choid  is  hushed, 

The  vcnce  hath  died  away, 
Whence  music,  like  sweet  waters,  gushed, 

But  yesterday. 

Th'  awakening  note,  the  breeze-like  s.well. 

The  full  o'ersweeping  tone, 
The  sounds  that  sighed,  "  Farewell,  AieweD!" 

Are  gone — all  gone. 

The  love,  whose  fervent  spirit  passed 
With  the  rich  measure's  flow ; 

The  grief  to  which  it  sank  at  last- 
Where  are  they  now  1 

They  are  with  the  scents,  by  summer's  broath 

B<nne  firom  a  rose  now  ahed ; 
With  the  words  firom  lips  long  soJed  in  dsilli— 

Forever  fled. 

The  sea-shell  of  its  native  deep 

A  moaning  thrill  retains, 
But  earth  and  air  no  record  keep 

Of  parted  strains. 

And  all  the  memories,  all  the  dreams. 

They  woke  in  floating  by ; 
The  tender  thoughts,  th'  Elysian 

Coukl  these  too  die  1 
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They  died — as  on  the  water's  bxeast 

The  ripple  melts  away, 
When  the  breeze  that  stirred  it  sinks  to 

So  perished  they ! 

Mysterious  in  their  sadden  birth, 

And  mournful  in  their  dose, 
Passing,  uid  finding  not  on  earth 

Aim  or  repose. 

Whence  were  they?— like  the  breath  of  flowers 

Why  thus  to  come  and  gol — 
A  long,  long  journey  must  be  ours 

Eie  this  we  know ! 


THE  FORSAKEN  HEARTH. 


Was  mir  fehk  7— Bfir  fehlt  ja  allei, 
Bin  80  guiz  Teriasnn  hier  \ 

lyroUie  Melody. 


Thi  Hearthf  the  Hearth  is  desolate,  the  fire  is 

quenched  and  gone, 
That  into  happy  children's  eyes  once  brightly 

laughing  shone ; 
The  place  where  mirth  and  music  met  is  hushed 

through  day  and  night, — 
Oh!  for  one  kind,  one  sunny  face,  of  all  that  there 

made  light  I 

But  scattered  are  those  pleasant  smiles  a&r  by 

mount  and  shore, 
Like  gleaming  waters  firom  one  spring  dispersed 

to  meet  no  more ; 
Those  kindred  eyes  reflect  not  now  each  other's 

joy  or  mirth, 
Unbound  is  that  sweet  wreath  of  home — alas!  the 

lonely  Hearth  I 

The  voices  that  have  mingled  here  now  speak  ano- 
ther tongue, 

Or  breathe,  perchance,  to  alien  ears  the  songs  their 
mother  sung: 

Sad,  strangely  sad,  in  stranger  Unds,  must  sound 
each  household  tone, — 

The  Hearth,  the  Hearth  is  desolate,  the  bright  fire 
quenched  and  gone. 

But  are  they  speaking,  singing  yet,  as  in  their  days 

of  gleel 
Those  voices,  are  they  lovely  still,  still  sweet  on 

earth  or  seal — 
Oh !  some  are  hushed,  and  some  are  changed,  and 

never  shall  one  strain 
Bfend  their  fraternal  cadences  triumphantly  again ! 

And  of  the  hearts  that  here  were  linked  by  long- 
remembered  years, 

Alas !  the  brother  knows  not  now  when  fall  the 
sister's  tears ! 


One  haply  revels  at  the  feast,  while  one  may  droop 

alone. 
For  broken  is  the  household  chain,  the  bright  &n 

quenched  and  gone ! 

Not  so— 't  ia  Tiot  h.  broken  chain— thy  menofy 
binds  them  still, 

Thou  holy  Hearth  of  other  days,  though  silent  nam 
and  chill ! 

The  smiles,  the  tears,  the  rites  beheld  by  thine  at- 
testing stone. 

Have  yet  a  living  power  to  mark  thy  children  iat 
thine  own. 

The  father's  voice,  the  mother's  prayer,  though 

called  from  earth  away. 
With  music  rising  from  the  dead,  their  spirits  yet 

shall  sway ; 
And  by  the  pMi  and  by  the  grave,  the  parted  yet 

are  one,  ■ 
Though  the  loved  Hearth  be  desolat^  the  bright 

fire  quenched  and  gone ! 

> 

THE  DREAMER. 

There  is  no  luch  thing  mforgtUing  poorible  to  the  mind; 
a  ihuuaand  accidents  may,  and  will,  imerpon  a  veil  becweeo 
our  present  consciouaneaB,  and  the  eecret  inacripUoo  on  the 
mind ;  but  alilce,  whether  veiled  or  onreiled,  the  inacriptkm 
remainfl  for  ever. — EngUsh  Opium-Ettter. 

Thou  haat  been  called,  O,  Sleep  I  the  friend  of  wo^ 
Bui 't  la  the  happy  who  have  called  thee  aa 

Southey. 

Peace  to  thy  dreams ! — thou  art  slumbering  now, 
The  moonlight's  calm  is  upon  thy  brow ; 
All  the  deep  love  that  o'erflows  thy  breast, 
Lies  'midst  the  hush  of  thy  heart  at  rest. 
Like  the  scent  of  a  flower  in  its  folded  bell. 
When  eve  through  the  woodlands  hath  sighed 
farewell. 

Peace ! — the  sad  memories  that  through  the  day 
With  a  weight  on  thy  k>nely  bosom  lay, 
The  sudden  thoughts  of  the  changed  and  dead. 
That  bowed  thee,  as  winds  bow  the  willow's  head, 
The  yearnings  for  faces  and  voices  gone^ 
All  are  forgotten ! — Sleep  on,  sleep  on ! 

Are  they  forgotten? — It  is  not  so ! 
Slumber  divides  not  the  heart  from  its  wo. 
E'en  now  o'er  thine  aspect  swift  changes  pass, 
Like  lights  and  shades  over  wavy  grass : 
Tremblest  thou.  Dreamer  1 — O  love  and  grief! 
Ye  have  storms  that  shake  e'en  the  ck»ed-up  leaf! 

On  thy  parted  lipe  there's  a  quivering  thrill, 

As  on  a  lyre  ere  its  chords  are  still ; 

On  the  long  silk  lashes  that  fringe  thine  eye. 

There's  a  large  tear  gathering  heavily ; 

A  rain  finun  itm  ckMids  of  thy  spirit  pressed— 

Sorrowful  Dreamer !  this  is  not  tesJLl 
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It  Ib  Thought  at  work  amidst  buried  hours, 
It  is  Ltove  keeping  vigil  o'er  perished  flowers.—- 
Oh !  we  bear  within  us  mysterious  things, 
Of  Memory  and  Anguish  unfiithomed  springs. 
And  Bassion,  those  gulfs  of  the  heart  to  fill, 
With  bitter  waves,  which  it  ne'er  may  stilL 

Well  might  we  pause  ere  we  gave  them  sway, 
*  Flinging  the  peace  of  ^ur  couch  away ! 
Well  might  we  look  on  our  souls  in  fear, 
They  find  no  fount  of  oblivion  here ! 
They  forget  not,  the  mantle  of  sleep  beneath^' 
How  know  we  if  under  the  wings  of  death  1 


THE  WINGS  OP  THE  DOVE. 


Oh!  thatlhadthewingBof  a  done,  that  I  might  flee  away 
andbeatraa. 


Oh  !  for  thy  wings,  thou  dove  t 
Now  sailing  by  with  sunshine  on  thy  breast ; 

That,  borne  like  thee  above, 
I  too  might  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest ! 

Where  wilt  thoi^old  those  plumes, 
Bird  of  the  forest-shadows,  holiest  bird  1 

In  what  rich  leafy  glooms. 
By  the  sweet  voice  of  hidden  waters  stirred  1 

jOver  what  blessed  home, 
Whatroofwith^k,  deep,  summer  foliage  crowned, 

O !  fair  as  ocean's  foam  I 
Shall  thy  bright  bosom  shed  a  gleam  around  1 

Or  seek'ft  thou  some  old  shrine 
Of  nymph  or  saint,  no  more  by  votary  woood, 

Though  still,  as  if  divine. 
Breathing  a  spirit  o'er  the  solitude  9 

Yet  wherefore  ask  thy  way  7 
Blest,  ever  blest,  whate'er  its  aim,  thou  art ! 

Unto  the  greeiiwood  spray, 
Bearing  no  dark  remembrance  at  thy  heart ! 

No  echoes  that  will  blend 
A  sadness  with  the  whispers  of  the  grove ; 

No  memory  of  a  friend 
Far  oflf,  or  dead,  or  changed  to  thee,  thou  dove  I 

Oh  I  to  some  cool  recess 
Take,  take  me  with  thee  on  the  summer  wind, 

Ideating  the  weariness 
And  all  the  fever  of  this  life  behind : 

1  The  aching  and  the  void 

Within  the  heart  whereunto  none  reply, 

The  young  bright  hopes  destvoyed — 
"^ar  me  with  thee  througk^the  sonny  sky ! 


Wild  wish,  and  fongjng  vaSn, 
And  brief  upspringing  to  be  ^lad  and  fine ! 

Qo  to  thy  woodland  reigfl ! 
B^  soul  is  bound,  and  held — I  may  Obi  iie^ 

For  even  by  all  the  fears 
And  thoughts  that  haunt  my  dreams— nntoM,  m 
known, 
And  burning  woman's  tears, 

Poi9ed  firom  mine  ey^  in  silence  and  akne; 

v 

Had  I  thy  wings,  thou  dgve ! 
High  midst  the  gorgeous  -Isles  of  CkMid  to  soar, 

Soon  the  strong  cords  of  love 
Would  draw  me  earthwards — ^homswaids— ji 
once  more. 


PSYCHE  BORNE  BY  ZEPHYRS  TO 
THE  ISLAND  OP  PUEASURE.* 

Souvent  IVuims  fonlflde  par  la  coDtempistioa  dai  d» 
dlvinei^  voudroit  dAployer  sea  ailea  vera  fe  dcL  Da  ob 
qu'au  tanne  da  m  canMra  on  ridem  va  aa  lavar  pear  h 
dtecNinirdeaacfineadalttmidre:  maia  quaad  la  oaort  toodi 
aon  corpa  pdiinable,  eUe  jatta  un  n^xd  ea  utiin  na  h 
plaiain  terreatraa  at  ▼eiaaescompagnes  xmorttOiaL—Sddegt 

Translated  6y  Madame  d»  Aarf. 

Fearfully  and  moumfblly 
Thou  bidd'st  the  earth  farewefl. 

And  yet  thou  'rt  passing,  loveliest  one! 
In  a  brighter  land  to  dweU. 

Ascend,  ascend  rejoidng ! 

The  sunshine  of  that  shore 
Around  thee,  as  a  glorious  robe, 

Shall  stream  for  evermore. 

/  The  breeaty  music  wandering 
There  through  th'  Elysian  sky. 

Hath  no  deep  tone  that  seems  to  float 
From  a  happier  time  gone  by : 

And  there  the  day's  last  crimsim 
.    GKves  no  sad  memories  birth, 
No  thought  of  dead<yr  distant  fiiends, 
Or  partings— as  on  earth. 

Yet  foarfblly  and  mournfully 
Thou  bidd'st  that  earth  farewefl. 

Although  thou  'rt  parsing,  loveliest  oos! 
In  a  brighter  land  to  dweU. 

A  land  where  aU  is  dBifhlwi 

The  sunny  wave's  repose, 
The  wood  with  its  rich 

The  summer  and  its  rose. 


*  Writtan  for  a  picture  in  which  'PsfKhe,  on  her  flifte  ip- 
waidi^  to  reproaemad  lookiiig  back  mOj  and  aaxftoiailf  la 
theaanh. 
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A  land  that  Bees  no  parting, 
That  hears  no  sound  of  ngba^ 

That  waits  thee  with  immortal  air 
Lift,  lift  thoae  anxioiis  eyes  I 

Oh !  how  like  thM,  thou  trembler  1 

Man's  spirit  fondly  clings 
With  timid  love,  to  this,  its  world 

Of  old  familiar  things ! 

We  pant,  we  thirst  for  fountains 

That  gush  pot  here  below ! 
On,  on  we  toil,  allured  by  dreams 

Of  the  living  water's  flow : 

We  pine  for  kindred  natures 

To  mingle  with  our  own ; 
For  communings  more  full  and  high 

Than  aught  by  mortal  known : 

We  strive  with  brief  aspirings 
Against  our  bounds  in  vain ; 

Yet  summoned  to  be  free  at  last. 
We  shrink— and  clasp  our  chain ! 

And  fearfully  and  mournfully 

Wc  bid  the  earth  fiireweU, 
Though  passing  from  its  mists,  like  thee, 

In  a  brighter  world  to  dwell. 


THE  BOON  OF  MEMORY. 
BIsny  things  answered  w6.-^3temfr9eL 

I  GO,  I  go ! — and  must  mine  image  fide, 

From  the  green  spots  wherein  my  chikihood  played. 

By  my  own  stieams  1 
Must  my  life  part  from  each  familiar  place. 
As  a  bird's  song,  that  leaves  the  woods  no  trace 

Of  its  lone  themes  1 

Will  the  friend  pass  my  dwelling,  and  finget 
The  welcomes  there,  the  hours  when  we  have  met 

In  grief  or  glee  1 
An  the  sweet  counsel,  the  eomnrankm  h%h. 
The  kindly  words  of  trust,  in  days  gone  by, 

Poured  full  and  free? 

A  boon,  a  talisman,  O  Memory !  give, 

To  shrine  my  name  in  hearts  where  I  would  live 

For  evermore ! 
Bid  the  wind  speak  of  me  where  I  have  dwelt, 
Bkl  the  stream's  voice,  of  all  my  soul  hath  felt, 

A  thought  restore  1 

In  the  rich  rose,  whose  bloom  I  loved  so  well, 
In  the  dim  brooding  violet  of  the  dell. 

Set  deep  that  thought ! 
And  let  the  sunset's  melancholy  glow. 
And  let  the  spring's  first  whisper,  fidnt  and  low, 

With  me  be  fraught  1 


And  Memory  answered  me:—"  Wild  wish  and  vain! 
I  have  no  hues  the  loveliest  to  d^ain 

In  the  lieart's  core. 
The  place  they  heki  in  bosoms  aU  their  own, 
Soon  with  new  shadows  fill'd,new  flowerso'ezgrowUf 

Is  theirs  no  more." 

Hast  thou  such  power,  O  Love?— And  Iiove  replied, 
"  It  is  not  mine  I  Pour  out  thy  soul's  full  tide 

Of  hope  and  trust. 
Prayer,  tear,  devotedness,  that  boon  to  gain~- 
'X  is  but  to  write,  with  the  heart's  fiery  rain, 

WUd  words  on  dust!" 

Song,  is  the  gift  with  thee  1 — I  ask  a  lay, 
Soft,  fervent,  deep,  that  will  not  pass  away 

Frosn  the  still  breast ; 
Filled  vrith*a  tone— oh !  not  for  deathless  fame^ 
But  a  sweet  haunting  murmur  of  my  name, 

Where  it  would  rest 

And  Song  made  answer — "  It  is  not  in  me. 
Though  called  immortal ;  though  my  gifts  may  hfi 

All  hut  divine. 
A  place  of  lonely  brightness  I  can  give  ;— 
A  changeless  one,  where  thou  with  Love  wouldst 
live— 

This  is  not  mine !"' 

Death,  Death!  wilt fAou  the  restless  wish  fulfill 
And  Death,  the  Strong  One,  spoke: — *'  I  can  butatiU 

Each  vain  regret. 
What  if  forgotten  7 — AD  thy  soul  would  crave^ 
Thou  too,  within  the  mantle  of  the  grave, 

Wilt  soon  forget.**  . 

Then  did  my  heart  in  lone  faint  sadness  die, 
As  from  all  nature's  voices  one  reply. 

But  one,  was  given : — 
"  Elarth  has  no  heart,  fond  dreamer !  with  a  tone 
To  send  thee  back  the  spirit  of  thine 

Seek  it  in  Heaven." 


THE  GRAVES  OF  MARTYRS. 

The  kings  of  old  have  shrine  and  tomb, 
In  many  a  minster's  haughty  gloom ; 
And  green,  along  the  ocean  side. 
The  mounds  arise  where  heroes  died ; 
But  show  me,  on  thy  fiowery  breast, 
EUurth !  where  thy  namelesM  martyrs  rest ! 

The  thousands  that,  uncheered  by  praise. 
Have  made  one  ofiering  of  their  days ; 
For  Truth,  for  Heaven,  for  Freedom's  nke, 
Resigned  the  bitter  cup  to  take. 
And  silently,  in  fearless  faith. 
Bowing  thdr  noble  souls  to  death. 

Where  sleep  they.  Earth  1 — ^by  no  proud  sloiie 
Their  nanow  couch  of  net  is  kiMnv^\ 
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The  sffll  sad  glory-of  thea  name, 
Hallows  no  mountain  onto  Fame ; 
No^hot  a  tree  the  reoord  bean 
Of  their  deep  thoughts  and  lonely  prayen. 

Yet  haply  idl  around  lie  strewed 
The  ashes  of  that  multitude : 
It  may  be  that  each  day  we  tread, 
Where  thus  devoted  hearts  have  bled, 
And  the  young  flowers  our  children  sow, 
Take  root  in  holy  dust  below. 

Oh !  that  the  many-rustling  leaves. 

Which  round  our  homes  the  summer  weaves, 

Or  that  the  streame,  in  whose  glad  voice 

Our  own  familiar  paths  rejoice, 

Might  whisper  thio'ugh  the  stalrry  sk/^    . 

To  tell  where  those  blest  slumberms  11^1 

Would  not  otur  inmost  heatti  be  stilled, 
With  knowledge  of  th^  presence  filled, 
And  by  it^  breathings  taught  to  ^rize     * 
The  Oeekness  of  self-sacrifice  1 
—But  the  old  woods  and  sounding  wives 
Are  rikni  of  those  hidden  graves.. 

Yet  what  if  no  fight  lb#|tep  there  ^ 
In  pilgrim-love*and  awe  repair,' 
So  let  It  be  !-^like  him,  whose  cky 
Deep  buried  by  his  Maker  tlay^ 
They  #Ieep  in  stfdiet, — ^bvt'their  sod. 
Unknown  $o  man,  is  mariied  of  Gtod  I 


DREAMS  OF  HEAVEN. 

Drbam'st  thou  of  Heaven  % — ^What  dreams 
thine? 
Fair  child,  fitir  gladsome  child ) 
With  eyes  that  like  the  dew-drop  shine, 

And  bounding  footstep  wild. 

• 

Tell  me  what  hues  th'  immortal  shore 

Can  wear,  my  Bird !  to  thee. 
Ere  yet  one  shadow  hath  passed  Q*er 

Thy  glance  and  spirit  ^1 


are 


"  Oh !  beautiful  is  he«vei^  «nd  hrighi 
With  long,  long  summer  dafi ! 

I  see  its  lilie^  gleam  in  light, 
Where  maiiy  a  fountain  playei 

"  Ani^there  unchecked,  methinks,! 

Seeking  where  young  flowers  Ue, 
In  vale  and  golden-fruited  grove — 

Flowers  that  are  not  to  die  P 

Thoo  Poet  of  the  lonely  thought) 

Sad  heir  of  giAs  divine ! 
Say,  with  what  jolemn  glory  firaught 

Is  Hea^miin  diea^  of , thine  7 

Oh  f  where  the  living  wateT»  flbw 

Along  that  radiant  shore, 
My  souT,  a  wanderer  kere^  shall  knoiv 

The  exile-thirst  no  more  1 

"  The  burden  qf  the  stranger's  heart 
Which  here  unknown  I  bear, 

Like  the  night-shadow  shall  depart, 
With  my  first  wakening  there. 

"  And  borne  on  eagles  wing«  afar, 
Free  thought  shall  cUdm  ittf  dower 

From  every  sphere,  firooi  every  star, 
Of  glory  and  of  power?* 

O,  Woman !  with  the  soft  sad  ^ye 

Of  spiritual  gleam! 
Ten  me  of  those  bright  realms  on  high, 

How  doth  thy  deep  heart  dream  7 

By  thy  sweet  moumM  voice  I  know, 

On  thy  pd^  brow  I  see, 
Thft  thou  hast  k>ved  in  silent  wo, 

Say,  what  is  Heaven  to  thee  7  > 

"  Oh !  Heaven  is  where  no  secret  dread 
May  haunt  Love's  meeting  hour ; 

Where  from  the  past,  no  gloom  is  idied 
O'er  the  heart's  chosen  bower ; 

"  Where  every  severed  wreath  is  boond  \ 
And  none  have  heard  the  knell 

That  smites  the  soul  in  thatwikl  sound — 
FareweUl  BeHoted,  FarctfieU  t" 


THE  END. 
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